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FROM 1727 TO 1780. 


POETS. 

IIK fifty-three 
i yours between 
11727 and 1780, 
{comprehend¬ 
ing the reign 
of George II., 
and a portion 
of that of 
George III., 
produced more 
men of letters, 
as well iis more 
men of science, than any 
epoch of similar extent in 
the literary history of Eng¬ 
land. It was also a time 
during which greater pro¬ 
gress was made in diffusing 
literature among the people 
at large, than had been made, 
perhaps, throughout all the 
ages that went before it. Yet while letters, and 
the cultivators of letters, were thus abundant, it 
I must be allowed that, if we keep out of view the 



rise of the species of fiction called the novel (includ¬ 
ing the delineation of character, and not merely in¬ 
cidents), the age was not by any means marked by 
such striking features of originality or vigour as 
some of the preceding eras. 

For about a third of this period Pope lived, and his 
name continued to be the greatest in English poetry. 
The most distinguished of his contemporaries, how¬ 
ever, adopted styles of their own, or at least departed 
widely from that of their illustrious master. Thom¬ 
son (who survived Pope only four years) made no 
attempt to enter the school ACtd 

punge nt wit. His enthusiastic descriptions of nature, 
aritT ms^warm poetical feeling, seemed to revive the 
spirit of the elder muse, and to assert the dignity of 
genuine inspiration. Young in his best performances 
—his startling denunciations of death and judgment, 
his solemn appeals, his piety, and his epigram—was 
equally an original. Gray and Collins aimed at the 
/foTyljnpr Imagery and magnificence of l yrie.al .p nc fry 
-Redirectantipo'deAof Pope. ^Xkensidedescanted 
on the operations of the mind, and the associated 
charms of taste and genius, in a strain of melodious 
and original blank verse. Goldsmith blended mora¬ 


lity and philosophy with a beautiful simplicity of j 
expression and numbers, pathetic imagery, and j 
natural description. Beattie portrayed the roman- j 
tic hopes and aspirations of youthful genius in a ' 
style formed from imitation of Spenser and Thom¬ 
son. And the best of the secondary poets, as Shen- j 
stone, Dyer, and Mason, had each a distinct and in- : 
dependent poetical character. Johnson alone, of all 
the eminent authors of this period, seems to have 1 
directly copied the style of Pope and Dryden. The 
publication of Percy’s lielique a, and YVarton’s History 
of Poetry , may be here adverted to, as directing public 
attention to the early writers, and to the powerful 
effects which could be produced by simple narrative 
and natural emotion in verse. It is true that few 
or none of the jioets we have named had much im¬ 
mediate influence on literature : Gray was ridiculed, 
and Collins was neglected, becauseJaoth p ublic ta&te 
and criticism had v .been, fld&lwC.to a 

low ebb. The spirit of true poetry, however, was 
hot broken * the seed was sown, and in the next ! 
generation, Cowper completed what Thomson bad 
begun. The conventional style was destined to fall, ‘ 
leaving only that taste for correct language and ver- j 
sification which was established by the example of i 
Pope, and found to be quite compatible with the I 
utmost freedom and originality of conception and j 
expression. ! 

In describing the poets of this period, it will not ; 
be necessary to include all the names that have 
descended to us dignified with this title., But we 
shall omit none whose literary history is important, 
singular, or instructive. 


RICH A Bl> SAVAGE, 

Richard Savage is better known for his misfor¬ 
tunes, as related by Johnson, than for any peculiar 

/<*><**.*- 

novelty or merit in his poetry. The latter rarely 
rises above the level of tame mediocrity; the former 
were a romance of real life, stranger than fiction. 
Savage was boro in London in 1698, the issue of an 
adulterous connexion between the Countess of Mac- 

i ! 
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clesfleld and Lord Rivore. TheI 

^: e fZ^^^Zr iJSt^ for a ^11 ** «d 

woman, and brought up as her son. The boy, how- being unable to find bail, was thrown into prison, 
ever, obtained a superior education through the care Hi* folly, (‘xtravagance, and pride, ^ *? s 

and generosity of his maternal grandmother. Lady 1 pride that licks the dust, had lift him almost with- 
Mason. who placed him at a grammar-school in St out a friend. He made no vigorous enort to extn- 
Alhans. Whilst ho was there Lord Kivers died, cate or maintain himself. Pojie continued his 
and in his last illness, it is said the countess had the allowance; but being provoked by some part of liis 


! inhumanity and falsehood to state that Savage was conduct, he wrote to him, stating that he was ‘de- 
dead, by which lie was deprived of a provision in- termined to keep out of his suspicion by not being 
tended for him by his father. Such unnatural and officious any longer, or obtruding into any of bis 


unprincipled conduct almost exceeds belief. The boy concerns.’ Savage felt the force of this rebuke from 
was now withdrawn from school, and placed nppren- the steadiest and most illustrious of his friends. He 
tiee to a shoemaker; but an accident soon revealed was soon afterwards taken ill, and his condition not 
his birth and the cause of its concealment. His enabling him to procure medical assistance, he was 
nurse and supposed mother died, and among her found dead in his bed on the morning of the 1st of 
effects Savage found some letters which disclosed August 174'J. The keeper of the prison, who had 
the circumstances of his paternity. The discovery treated him witli great kindness, buried the unfor- 
must have seemed like the opening of a new world tunate poet at his own expense, 
to his hopes and ambition. He was already distin- Savage was the author of two plays, and a volume 
guished for quickness and proficiency, ami for a of miscellaneous poems. Of the latter, the principal 


1 sanguine enthusiastic temperament. A bright pro- 


Tftc Wanderer, written with greater care 


speefc had dawned on him ; he was allied to rank than most of his other productions, as it was the 
and opulence; and though his birth was accompanied offspring of that happy period of his life when he 
by humiliating circumstances, it was not probable lived with Lord Tyreonnel. Amidst much puerile 
that he felt these deeply, in the immediate view of and tawdry description, ‘The Wanderer’contains 
emancipation from the low station and ignoble cm- some impressive passages. The versification is easy 
ploy men t to which he had been harshly condemned, and correct. The Bastard is, however, a superior 
We know also that Savage was agitated by those poem, and hears the impress of true and energetic 
tenderer feelings which link the child to the parent, feeling. One couplet is worthy of Pope. Of the 
and which must have burst upon him with peculiar bastard he says, 


force after so unexpected and wonderful a discovery. „ y to buiW not boa * t a onerous race: 
n.o mother of the youth, however, was an exception A k trttmuit } fro/a fijo/M face. 
j to ordinary humanity—an anomaly in the history of J J 

the female heart. She had determined to disown The concluding passage, in which he mourn* over 
him, and repulsed every effort at acknowledgment the fatal act by which he deprived a fellow mortal ; 


and recognition— of life, and over his own distressing condition, pos- 

Alone from stranger, every comfort flowed. ee8sts a 

rT . t i , r . Is chance a guilt, that mv disastrous heart, 

His remarkable history became known, ami friends For Illiw:hi( . f Ilimflti ; mvt „„ 8nmrt , 
sprang up to shield the hapless youth from poverty. Cftn self ., ! , r , n ,.,. sih , Ah ,,|, nt ] „„ 
Untortunately, the vices and frailties of his own j wh)lt t ,„„ ma li«-e stained thee 

| character began soon to be displayed, havape was | • ,„. fri ..... side. 


Can self-defence be sin i Ah, plead no more! 

What though no purposed malice stained thee o’er? 
Had heaven befriended thy unhappy side, 


■ not destitute of a love of virtue and principles of ThoU hadtlt not i M , on pr^ked-or thou h:uM died 
j piety, but lus habits were low and sensmd. Ilis Far tll( , iu esh ,. d w„ ( „i ft,,,,, M 

temper was irritable and capricious; and whatever 0 „ wholI lm ., OUf . h t, embroiling dangers fall ! 
money lie received, was instantly spent m the obscure still the pale dead revives, and lives to me, 
haunts of dissipation In a tavern brawl he had the To mu , t ), roll ,, h 1>itv ., ry( , condemned to see. 
misfortune to kill a Mr James Sinclair, for which Kemembrance veils his n»ge, but swells his fate; 
he was tried and condemned to death. His relent- Grieved 1 forgive, and am grown cool too late, 
less mother, it is said, endeavoured to intercept the Young and unthoughtful then ; who knows, one day, 
royal mercy ; but Savage was pardoned by Queen tYliat ripening virtues might have made their way ! 
Caroline, and set at liberty. He published various !lc nli( , ht have lived till folly died in shame, 
poetical pieces hr a means of support; and having Till kindling wisdom felt a thirst for fame. 

He might perhaps his country’s fricrnl have proved $ 


I said, oi voney Vinner, me legitimate mnentor ot the He might have saved some worth, now doomed to fall, 
j laurel), her majesty sent him £50, and continued And I, perchance, in him, have murdered all. 
j the same sum to him every year. His threats and o fate of late repentance ! always vain : 
menaces induced Lord Tyreonnel, a friend of his Thy remedies hut lull undying pain, 
mother, to take him into his family, where he lived Where shall my hope find rest? No mother’s care 
on equal terms, and was allowed a sum of £200 per Shielded my infant innocence with prayer: 
annum. This, as Johnson remarks, was the ‘golden No father’s guardian hand my youth maintained, 
period’ of Savage’s life. As might have been fore- Called forth my virtues, or from vice restrained ; 
seen, however, the habits of the poet differed very I« it not thine to snatch some powerful arm, 

; widely from those of the peer; they soon quarrelled, First to advance, then screen from future harm t 
| and the former was again set adrift on the world. Am I returned from death to live in paint 
The death of the queen also stopped his pension ? but Or would imperial pity save in vain ? 
his friends made up an annuity for him of equal Distrust it not. What blamo can mercy find, 
amount, to which Pope generously contributed £20. Which gives at once a life, and rears a mind t 
Savage agreed to withdraw to the country to avoid Mother, miscalled, farewell—of soul severe, i 

the, temptations of Londoii. He selected Swansea, This sad reflection yet may force one tear: j 
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All I was wretched by to you I owed ; 

Alone from strangers every comfort flowed l 
Lost to the life you gave, your son no more, 

And now adopted, who was doomed before, 

New born, I may a nobler mother claim, 

But dare not whisper her immortal name; 
Supremely lovely, and serenely great, 

Majestic mother of a kneeling state ; 

Queen of a people's heart, who ne'er before 
Agreed—yet now with one consent adore ! 

Ono contest yet remains in this desire. 

Who most shall give applause where all admire. 

[From The Wanderer .] 

i Yon mansion, made by beaming tapers gay, 

; Drowns the dim night, and counterfeits the day; 
j From lumined windows glancing on the eye, 
f Around, athwart, the frisking shadows fly. 

! There midnight riot spreads illusive joys, 

; And fortune, health, and dearer time destroys. 

Soon death’s dark agent to luxuriant ease 
Shall wake sharp warnings in some fierce disease. 

0 man ! thy fabric's like a well-formed state; 

Thy thoughts, first ranked, were sure designed the 
‘ great; 

Passions plebeians are, which fact’on raise; 

, Wine, like poured oil, excites the raging blaze; 

Then giddy anarchy’s rude triumphs rise : 

Then sovereign Reason from her empire flies: 

That ruler once deposed, wisdom and wit. 

To noise and folly place and power submit; 

Like a frail bark thy weakened mind is tost, 
Unsteered, unbalanced, till its wealth is lo>t. 

The miser-spirit eyes the spendthrift heir, 

And mourns, too late, effects of sordid care. 

His treasures fly to cloy each fawning slave, 

Vet grudge a stone to dignify his grave. 

For this, low-thoughted craft his life employed ; 

For this, though wealthy, he no wealth enjoyed; 

For this, he griped the poor, and alms denied, 
Unfriended lived, and unlnmented died. 

Yet smile, grieved shade! when that unprosperous 
store 

Fast lessens, when gay hours return no more ; 

Smile at thy heir, beholding, in his fall, 

Men once obliged, like him, ungrateful all! 

Then thought-inspiring wo his heart shall mend, 

And prove his only wise, unflattering friend. 

Folly exhibits thus unmanly sport, 

While plotting mischief keeps reserved hot court. 

Lo ! from that mount, in blasting sulphur broke, 
Stream flames voluminous, enwrapped with smoke! 

In chariot-shape they whirl up yonder tower, 

Lean on its brow, and like destruction lower! 

From the black depth a fiery legion springs; 

Kadi bold bad spectre claps her sounding wings : 

And straight beneath a summoned, traitorous band, 

On horror bent, in dark convention stand : 

From each fiend’s mouth a ruddy vapour flows, 

Glides through the roof, and o’er the council glows: 
The villains, close beneath the infection pent, 

Feel, all possessed, their rising galls ferment; 

And burn with faction, hate, and vengeful ire, 

For rapine, blood, and devastation dire! 

But justice marks their ways: she waves in air 
The sword, high-threatening, like a comet’s glare. 

While here dark villany herself deceives, 

There studious honesty our view relieves. 

A feeble taper from yon lonesome room, 

Scattering thin rays, just glimmers through the 
gloom. 

There sits the sapient bard in museful mood, 

And glows impassioned for his country's good! 

All the bright spirits of the just combined, 

Inform, refine, and prompt his towering mind! 


ROBERT BLAIR. 

Mr Southey has incautiously ventured a state¬ 
ment in his ‘ Life of Cowper,’ that Blair’s Grave is 
the only poem he could call to mind which has been 
composed in imitation of the ‘Night Thoughts.* 

* The Grave’ was written prior to the publication of 
the * Night Thoughts,’ and has no other resemblance 
to the work of Young, than that it is of a serious 
devout cast, and is in blank verse. The author was 
an accomplished and exemplary Scottish clergyman, 
who enjoyed some private fortune, independent of 
his profession, and was thus enabled to live in a 
superior style, and cultivate the acquaintance of the 
neighbouring gentry. As a poet of pleasing and 
elegant manners, a botanist and florist, as well as a 
man of scientific and general knowledge, his society 
was much courted, and he enjoyed the correspond¬ 
ence of Dr Isaac Watts and Dr Doddridge. Blair 
was bom in Edinburgh in 1699, his father being 
minister of the Old Church there. In 1731 he was 
appointed to the living of Athelstaneford, a parish 
in East Lothian. Previous to his ordination, he had 
written * The Grave,* and submitted the manu¬ 
script to Watts and Doddridge. It was published 
in 1743. Blair died at the age of forty-seven, in 
February 1746. By his marriage with a daughter 
of Mr Law, Professor of Moral Philosophy in the 
University of Edinburgh (to whose memory he 
dedicated a poem), he left a numerous family; and 
his fourth son, a distinguished lawyer, rose to lx* 
Lord President of the Court of Session. j 

‘The Grave’ is a complete and powerful poem, of j 
limited design, but masterly execution. The sub- j 
ject precluded much originality of conception, hut, j 
at the same time, is recommended by its awful im- j 
jiortauee and its universal application. The style j 
| seems to be formed upon that of the old sacred and j 
puritanical poets, elevated by the author’s admira- ! 
tion of Milton and Shakspeare. There is a Scottish !i 
presbyterian character about the whole, relieved by j 
occasional flashes and outbreaks of true genius. : 
These coruscations sometimes subside into low and 
vulgar ideas, as towards the close of the following ; 
noble passage:— 

Where are the mighty thunderbolts of war? 

The Homan Caesars and the Grecian chiefs. 

The boast of story ? Where the hot-brained youth. 

Who the tiara at his pleasure tore 

From kings of all the then discovered globe ; 

And cried, forsooth, because bis arm was hampered. 

And had not room enough to do its work ! 

Alas, how slim—dishonourably slim ! 

And crammed into a space we blush to name ! 

Proud royalty ! How altered in thy looks ! 

How blank thy features, and how wan thy hue I 
Son of the morning! whither art thou gone ? 

Where hast thou hid thy many-spongled head. 

And the majestic menace of thine eyes 
Felt from afar! Pliant and powerless now; 

Like new-born infant wound up in his swathes, 

Or victim tumbled flat upon his back, 

That throbs beneath his sacri fleer’s knife; 

Mute must thou bear the strife of little tongues, 

And coward insults of the base-born crowd, 

That grudge a privilege thou never badst. 

But only hoped for in the peaceful grave— 

Of being unmolested and alone! 

Arabia’s gums and odoriferous drugs. 

And honours by the heralds duly paid 
In mode and form, e’en to a veiy scruple 5 
(Oh cruel irony l) these come too late, 

id only mock whom they were meant to honour ! 
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The death of the strong man is forcibly depicted— 

v Strength, too ! thou surly and less gentle boast 
Of those that laugh loud at the village ring! 

A fit of common sickness pulls thee down 

With greater ease than e’er thou didst the stripling 

That rashly dared thee to the unequal light. 

What groan was that I heard 1 Deep groan, indeed, 
With anguish heavy laden ! let rne trace it: 

From yonder bed it comes, where the strong man, 

By stronger arm belaboured, gasps for breath 
Like a hard-hunted beast. How his great heart 
Beats thick I his roomy chest by far too scant 
To give the lungs full play ! What now avail 
The strong-built sinewy limbs and well-spread 
shoulders ? 

See, how he tugs for life, and lays about him, 

Mad with his pain ! Eager he catches hold 
Of what comes next to hand, and grasps it hard. 

Just like a creature drowning. Hideous sight! 

Oh how his eyes stand out, and stare full ghastly! 
While the distemper’s rank and deadly venom 
Shoots like a burning arrow ’cross his bowels, 

And drinks his marrow up. Heard you that groan \ 

! It was his last. See how the great (ioliah, 

I Just like a child that brawled itself to rc*t, 

; Lies still. What mean’st thou then, O mighty boaster, 
To vaunt of nerves of thine? What means the bull,’ 
Unconscious of his strength, to play the coward, 

And flee before a feeble thing like man 


Mended his song of love ; the sooty blackbird 
Mellowed his pipe, and softened every note: 

The eglantine smelled sweeter, and the rose 
Assumed a dye more deep ; whilst- every dower 
Vied with its fellow-plant in luxury 
Of dress! Oh! then the longest summer’s day 
Seemed too, too much in haste : still, tho full "heart 
Had not imparted half: ’twas happiness 
Too exquisite to last. Of joys departed 
Not to return, how painful the remembrance! 

Some of his images are characterised by a Shak¬ 
espearian force and picturesque fancy : of suicides 
lie says— 

The common damned shun their society, 

And look upon themselves as fiends less foul. 

Men see their friends 

Drop off like leaves in autumn ; yet launch out ; 
Into fantastic schemes, which the hna/ fivers j 

In the world's hide and and* pe aerate daffk 
V otild scarce have leisure for. 

The divisions of churchmen art' for over closed— 

The luwn-r<>hcd prelate and plain presbyter, 

J'.rowhile that stood aloof, as shy to meet, 


' That, knowing well the slackness of his arm, 

|j Trusts only in the well-invented knife I 

In our extracts from Congreve, we have quoted a 
passage, much admired by Johnson, descriptive of 
the awe andfear inspired by a cathedral scene at 
midnight,sphere all is hushed and still as death/ 
Blair has ventured on a similar description, and has 
imparted to it a terrible and gloomy power— 

See yonder hallowed fane ! the pious work 
Of names once famed, now dubious or forgot, 
t; And buried midst the wreck of things which were : 

[; There lie interred the more illustrious dead. 

■ The wind is up : Lari; ! how it howls ! methinks 
j 1 ill now' I never heard a sound so drearv! 

I Doors creak, and windows clap, and night's foul bird, 
i Hocked in the spire, screams loud : the gloomv aisle*, 

, Black - plastered, and hung round with shreds of 
j ’scutcheons, 

And tattered coats of arms, send back the sound, 

! Laden with heavier airs, from the low vaults, 

I The mansions of the dead. Housed from their slumbers, 

) In grim array the grisly spectres rise, 
i Grin horrible, and, obstinately sullen, 

: Pass and repass, hushed as the foot of night. 

; Again the screech-owl shrieks—ungracious sound ! 

I’ll hear no more ; it makes one’s blood run chill.* 

With tenderness equal to his strength, Blair la¬ 
ments the loss of death-divided friendships— 
Invidious Grave ! how dost thou rend in sunder 
Whom love has knit, and sympathy made one! 

A tie more stubborn far than nature’s band. 

Friendship ! mysterious cement of the soul! 

Sweetener of life! and solder of society ! 

I owe thee much. Thou hast deserved ft 
Far, far beyond what I can ever pay. 

Oft have I proved the labours of thy love, 

And the warm efforts of thy gentle heart, 

Anxious to please. Oh ! when my friend and I 
In some thick wood have wandered heedless on, 

Hid from the vulgar eye, and sat us down 
Upon the sloping cowslip-covered bank, 

Where the pure limpid stream has slid along 
In grateful errors through the underwood, 

niethou £ bt the fthrill - tongued 


i from me 


Familiar mingle here, like sister-stream* 

That some rude interposing roeh has sjdit. 

Man, sick of bliss, tried evil; and, as a result — 
'Die good be scorned 

Stalked off reluctant, like an ill-used ghost, 

Not t<* return ; or, if it did, in visits. 

Like those of angel*, short and far between. 

The latter simile lias been appropriated by Mr 
Campbell, in his 4 Pleasures of Hope/ with one 
light verbal alteration, which etui scarcely be (‘ailed 
an improvement — 

What though mv winged hours of blb,s have been, 
Like angel visits, few and far between. 

The original comparison seems to belong to an 
obscure religious poet, Norris of Bemerton, who, 
prior to Blair, wrote a poem, ‘The Parting/ which 
contains the following verse :— 

Hmv fading ar<* the joys wo dote upon ; 

Like apparitions mmh and gone; 

But those who soonest take their flight 
Are the mo*t exquisite and strong, 

Ltle anf/t /s ’ visits short and hri>/ht ; 

Mortality's too weak to bear them hmg. 

Tho conclusion of 1 Tin* drove’ has l>eeii pronounced 
to be inferior to the earlier portions of the poem • 
yet. the following passage has a dignity, pathos, ami 
devotional rapture, equal to the higher flights of 
X oung:— 

Thrice welcome, Death ! j 

That, after many a painful bleeding step, * ■ 

Conducts ns to our home, and lands us safe 
< hi the long-wished-for shore. Prodigious change * j 

Our bane turned to a blessing! Death, disarmed ’ ' 

Loses Ins fellness quite; all thanks to Him 
Who scourged tho venom out. Sure the last end 
()f the good man is peace ! How calm his exit ! 
Night-dews fall not more gently to the ground * 

Nor weary worn-out winds expire so soft. * 

Behold him ! in the evening tide of life, 

A life well spent, whose early cn.ro it was 
His riper years should not upbraid bin green i 
By unperceived degrees he wears away ; 

Yet like the sun, seems larger at his setting ! 

Ac. ^ / a * tb am * bo P eH » Ihok how he reaches 
After the prize in view l and, like a bird 

ijrL-V " ttm P ered * struggles hard to get away! 

tbe gate* of sight are wide expanded 
To let new glories in, the first fair fruit# 
uf the fast-coming harvest. Then, oh then, 


•j 






Each earth-born joy grow* vile, or disappear*, 
Shrunk to a tiling of nought! Oh, how he longs 
To have his passport signed, and be dismissed! 

’Tis done—and now lie’s happy! The glad soul 
Has not a wish uncrowned. E’en the lag flesh 
Rests, too, in hope of meeting once again 
Its better half, never to sunder more. 

Nor shall it hope in vain : the time draws on 
When not a single spot of burial earth, 

Whether on land, or in the spacious sea, 

| Rut must give back its long-committed dust 
Inviolate; and faithfully shall these 
Make up the full account; not the least atom 
Embezzled or mislaid of tin? whole tale. 

Each soul shall have a body ready furnished ; 

And each shall have his own. Hence, ye profane ! 
Ask not how this can be * Sure the same power 
That reared the piece at first, and took it down, 

Cun re-nsse*kble the loose scattered parts, 

And put them as they were. Almighty Hod 
Hath done much more: nor is his arm impaired 
Through length of days ; and what he can, he will ; 
His faithfulness stands bound t<> see it done. 

When tlie dread trumpet sounds, the slumbering dust, 
Not unattentive to the call, shall wake ; 

And every joint possess its proper place, 

With a new elegance of form, unknown 
To its first state. Nor shall the conscious soul 
j Mistake its partner, but amidst the crowd, 

| Singling its other half, into its arms 
j Shall rush, with all tin* impatience of a man 
i That’s new come home, and, having long been absent, 
| With haste runs over every different room, 
j In pain to see the whole. Thrice-happy meeting! 
Nor time, nor death, shall ever part them more. 

! ’Tis but a night, a long and moonless night ; 

! We make the grave our bed, and then are gone ! 
j Thus, at the shut of e\cn, the weary bird 
| Leaves the wide air, and in some lonely brake 
; Cowers down, and dozes till the dawn of day, 

: Then claps his well-fledged wings, and bears away. 


Isaac Watts —a name never to be pronounced 
without reverence by any lover of pure Christianity, 



I>r Watts. 

vided for placing him at the university, but he 
early inclined to the Dissenters, and he was edu¬ 
cated at one of their establishments, taught by the 
Rev. Thomas Rowe. He was afterwards four years 
in the family of Sir John Ifartopp, at Stoke Newing¬ 
ton. 1 Iere he was chosen (l MS) assistant minister by 
an Independent congregation, of which four years 
after he succeeded to the full charge ; but bad health 
soon rendered him unfit for the performance of the 
heavy labours thus imposed upon him, and in his 
turn he required the assistance of a joint pastor. 
Ills health continuing to decline, Watts was received 
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Abney House. . , | 

in 1712 into the house of a benevolent gentleman of There is no circumstance in English literary biogra- j 
his neighbourhood. Sir Thomas Abney of Abney phy parallel to the residence of this sacred bard in j 
Park, where he spent all the remainder of his life, the house of a friend for the period of thirty- * 
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yoyfyears. Abney House was a handsome mansion, 
Kurrounded by beautiful pleasure-grounds. He had 
Apartments assigned to him, of which he enjoyed the 
use' as freely as if he had been the master of the 
house. Dr Gibbons says, 4 Here, without any care 
of his own, he had everything which could contri¬ 
bute to the enjoyment of life, and favour the pursuit 
of his studies. Here he dwelt in a family which, for 
piety, order, harmony, and every virtue, was a house 
of God. Here he had the privilege of a country 
recess, the fragrant bower, the spreading lawn, the 
flowery garden, and other advantages to soothe his 
mind and aid hlti restoration to health; to yield him, 
whenever he chbse them, most grateful intervals 
from his laboriotifl studies, and enable him to return 
to them with redoubled vigour and delight/ The 
death of Sir Thomas Abney, eight years after lie 
went to reside with him, made ho change in these 
agreeable arrangements, AS the same benevolent 
patronage was extended to him by tile widow, who 
outlived him a year. While in tills retirement, lie 
preached Occasionally, but game the most Of his time 
to study, diitl to the composition of those works 
which have given him a name in the annals of 
literature. His treatises op Logic and on the Im¬ 
provement of the Mind are still highly prized for their 
cogency of argument and felicity of illustration. 
Watts also wrote Several theological works and 
volumes of sermons. His poetry consists almost 
wholly of devotional hymns, which, by their sim¬ 
plicity, their unaffected ardour, and their imagery, 
powerfully arrest the attention of children, and are 
never forgotten in mature life. In infancy we learn 
the hymns of Watts, as part of maternal instruction, 
and in youth his moral and logical treatises impart 
the germs of Correct reasoning and virtuous self- 
government. The life of this good and useful man 
terminated on the 25th of November 1748, having 
been prolonged to the advanced age of seventy-five. 

[The Hose.'] 

How fair is the rose ! what a beautiful flower, 

The glory of April and May ! 

But the leaves are beginning to fade in an hour, 

And they wither and die in a day. 

Yet the rose has one powerful virtue to boast, 

Above all the flowers of the field ; 

When its leaves are all dead, and its fine colours lost, 
Still how sweet a perfume it will yield! 

So frail is the youth and the beauty of men, 

Though they bloom and look gay like the rose; 

But all our fond care to preserve them is vain, 

Time kills them as fast as he goes. 

Then I’ll not be proud of my youth nor my beauty, 
Since both of them wither and fade ; 

But gain a good name by well-doing my duty ; 

This will scent like a rose when I’m dead. 

[The Hebrew Bard.] 

♦ * * 

Softly the tuneful shepherd leads 
The Hebrew flocks to flowery meads : 

He marks their path with notes divine, 

While fountains spring with oil and wine. 

River! of peace attend his song, 

And draw their milky train along. 

He jars; and, lo 1 the flints are broke* 

But honey issues from the rock. 

When, kindling with victorious fire, 

He shakes his lance across the lyre, 

The lyre resounds unknown alarms, 

And sets the Thunderer in anus. 


Behold the God! the Almighty King 
Rides on a tempest’s glorious wing: 

His ensigns lighten round the sky, 

And moving legions sound on high. 

Ten thousand cherubs wait his course, 

Chariots of fire and flaming horse: 

Earth trembles ; and her mountains flow, 

At his approach, like melting snow. 

But who those frowns of wrath can draw, 

That strike heaven, earth, and hell, with awe 1 
Red lightning from his eyelids broke; 
llis voice was thunder, hail, and smoke. 

He spake ; the cleaving waters fled, 

Ami stars beheld the ocean’s bed : 

While the great Master strikes his lyre, 

You see the frighted floods retire: 

In heaps the frighted billows stand, * 

Waiting the changes of his hand : 
lie leads his Israel through the sea, 

And watery mountains guard their way. 

Turning his hand with sovereign .sweep, 

He drowns all Egypt in the deep : 

Then guides the tribes, a glorious band. 
Through deserts to the promised land. 

Here camps, with wide-embattled force, 

Here gates and bulwarks stop their c<»urse ; 

He storms the mounds, the bulwark falls, 

The harp lies strewed with ruined walls. 

See his broad sword flies o’er the strings. 

And mowN down nations with their kings: 
From every chord his bolts are hurled, 

And vengeance smites the rebel world. 

Lo! the great poet shifts the scene, •* 

And shows the face of (iod serene. 

Truth, meekness, peace, salvation, ride, 

With guards of justice at his side. 

* * * 


[/I Summer Evening.] 

How fine has the day been, how bright was the sun, 
How lovely and joyful the course that lie run, 
Though he rose in a mist when his race he begun, 
And there followed some droppings of rain ! 

But now the fair traveller’s come to the west. 

His rays are all gold, and his beauties are best ; 

He paints the sky gay as he sinks to his rest, 

And foretells a bright rising again. 

Just such is the Christian ; his course he begins, 

Like the sun in a mist, when he mourns for his sins, 
And melts into tears; then he breaks out and shines, 
And travels his heavenly way : 

But when he comes nearer to finish his race, 

Like a fine setting sun, he looks richer in grace, 

And gives a sure hope at the end of his days, 

Of rising in brighter array. 

EDWARD YOTTNO. 

Edward Young, author of the Night Thought*, 
was bom in 1681 at Upliain, in Hamnahlre, where* 
his father (afterwards dean of Salisbury) was 
rector. He was educated at Winchester school, 
and subsequently at All Souls’ college, Oxford. In 
1712 he commenced public life us a courtier and poet, 
and he continued both characters till he was past 
eighty. One Of His patrons was the notorious Duke 
of Wharton, \the scojrn a nd wonder j aLliis days,’ 
whom Young accort pamed to Ireland in 17177 "lie 
was next tutor to Lord Burleigh, and was induced 
to give up this situation by Wharton, who promised 
to provide for him in a more suitable and ample 
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manner. The duke also prevailed on Young, as a 
political supporter, to come forward as a candidate 
for the representation of the borough of Cirencester 
in parliament, and he gave him a bond for -£600 to 
defray the expenses. Young was defeated, Whar- 





Ktlwurd Young. 

ton died, and the court of chancery decided against 
the validity of the bond. 'The poet, being now quali¬ 
fied by exjK-rienee, published a satin* on the Uni¬ 
versal Passion — the Love, of Fame , which is at once 
keen and powerful, and the nearest approach we 
have to the polished satire of Pope. When upwards 
of fifty. Young entered the church, wrote a pane¬ 
gyric on the king, and was made one of his majesty’s 
chaplains, Swift lias said that the poet was com¬ 
pelled to 

I -torture his invention 


\ To flatter knaves, or lose his pension. 

Hut. it docs not appear that there was any other 
reward than the appointment as chaplain. In 1730, 
Young obtained from his college the living of Wel- 
j wyu, in Hertfordshire, where he was destined to 
dose his days, lie was eager to obtain further pre¬ 
ferment, but having in his jioetry professed a strong 
love of retirement, the ministry seized upon this jus 
a pretext for keeping him out of a bishopric. The 
poet made a noble alliance with the daughter of the 
Karl of Lichfield, widow of Colonel Lee, which 
lasted ten years, and proved a happier union than 
the titled marriages of Dryden ami Addison. The 
lady had two children by her first marriage, to 
whom Young was warmly attached. Rotli died; 
ami when the mother also followed, Young com¬ 
posed his ‘ Night Thoughts.’ Sixty years had 
strenjgthened and enriched his genius, -and aug¬ 
mented (Srcir the brilliancy of his fancy.- In JTZ T 
the poet was made cterfc of The "closet to the 
Princess Dowager of Wales, and died four years 
afterwards, in April 1765, at the advanced age of 
eighty-four. 

A life of so much action and worldly anxiety has 
rarely been united to so much literary industry and 
genius. In his youth, Young was gay and dissi¬ 
pated, and all his life he was an indefatigable cour¬ 
tier. In his poetry he is a severe moralist. on A 
ascet ic divine . That ho felt the emoUonshe de¬ 


scribes, must be true; but they did not permanently 
influence his conduct. He was not weaned fr o y> thp 
vqrld till age had incapacitated him for its pur¬ 
suits ; and the epigrammatic point and wi| of his 
‘Night Thought? with TCT“j^55ft1y views it pre¬ 
sents of life and religion, show the poetical artist 
fully as much as the humble and penitent Christian. 
IIis works are numerous; but the best are the 
‘Night Thoughts,’ the ‘Universal Passion,’ and 
the tragedy of Revenge. The foundation of his 
great poem was family misfortune, coloured and 
exaggerated for poetical effect—■ 

Insatiate archer ! could not one suffice \ 

Thy shafts flew thrice, and thrice my peace was slain; 
And thrice, ere thrice yon moon had filled her horn. 

This rapid succession of bereavements was a ]>oeti- 
cal license; for in one of the eases there was an 
interval of four years, and in another of seven 
months. The profligate character of Lorenzo has 
lx*en supposed to indicate Yuuiig’s own son. It 
seems to us a mere fancy sketch. Like the charac¬ 
ter of Childe Harold, in the hands of Byron, it 
afforded the poet scope for dark and powerful paint¬ 
ing. and was made" the vehicle iur. bursts ,pf indig¬ 
nant Yirtue, sorrow, regret, and admonition. This 
artificial character pervades the Whole poem, and is 
essentially a part of its structure. But it still leaves 
to our admiration many noble and sublime passage, 
where the poet speaks as from inspiration—with the 
voice of one crying in the wilderness—of life, death, 
and immortality. The truths of religion are en¬ 
forced witltii commanding energy and persuasion. 
Epigram and repartee Tire then 'forgotten by the 
poet; fancy yields to feeling; and where imagery is 
employed, it is select, nervous^ and suitable. In 
this sustained and impressive style Young seldom 
remains long at a time; his desire to say witty and 
smart things, to load his picture with supernume¬ 
rary hor^>r»t T and conduct his ]>ersonages to their 
'"sulphureous or ambrosial^seats/ soon converts the 
great ]><>et TihTd TW“YuuliferaiuTepigrammatist. The 
ingenuity of his second style is in some respects as 
wonderful as the first, but it is of a vastly inferior 
order of poetry. Mr Southey thinks, that when 
Johnson said' (in his ‘Life of Milton’) that ‘the 
good and evil of eternity were too ponderous for the 
wings of wit,’he lbrgot Young. The moral critic 
could not, however, but have condemned even witty 
thou ghts Hiiil Sp arkling me taphor s, which are serffl- 
congruous and misp1aee37~ The‘Night Thoughts,’ 
like * Iludihras,’ is too pointed, and too full of com¬ 
pressed reflection and illustration, to be read con¬ 
tinuously with pleasure. Nothing can atone for the 
want of simplicity and connection in a long jxxau. 
In Young there is no plot or progressive interest. 
Each of the nine books Is independent* of other. 
The general reader, therefore, seeks out favourite 
passages for perusal, or contents himself with a 
single excursion into his wide and variegated field,. 
But the more carefully It Is stiidte^ th^ fffore ex¬ 
traordinary and magnificent will the entire poem 
appear. Tlqe .fertility jpf his fancy* thg pregnancy 
of. hl^w i t andjkpowledge/We striking and fclittfous 
oom blqaClolnii 

markable. Sound sense is united to poetical ima¬ 
gery ; maxims of the highest practical value, and 
pussages of great force, tenderness, and everlasting 
truth, are constantly. r lflill ff, H Vr &mis||lu^oyo^the 
quaint and "gfirorny recesses of the. poetfs lifl&gimi- 

tton-r* - --- "-if 

The glorious fragments of a fire immortal, 

With rubbish mixed, and glittering in the dust. 

After all his bustling toils and ambiUon, how finely 
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fibes Young advert to the quiet retirement of his 
Country life — 

Blest be that hand divine, which gently laid 
My heart at rest beneath this humble shade! 

The world’s a stately bark, on dangerous seas, 

With pleasure seen, but boarded at our peril; 

Here, on a single plank, thrown safe ashore, 

I hear the tumult of the distant throng, 

As that of seas remote, or dying storms ; 

And meditate on scenes more silent still; 

Pursue my theme, and fight the fear of death. 

Here like a shepherd, gazing from his hut, 

Touching his reed, or leaning on his staff*, 

Eager ambition’s fiery chase I see; 

I see the circling hunt of noisy men 

Burst law’s enclosure, leap the mounds of right, 

Pursuing and pursued, each other’s prey ; 

‘ As wolves for rapine; as the fox for wiles; 

Till death, that mighty hunter, earths them all. 

Why all this toil for triumphs of an hour ? 

What though we wade in wealth, or soar in fame, 
Earth’s highest station ends in ‘ here he lies,’ 

And ‘ dust to dust’ concludes her noblest song. 

And when lie argues in favour of the immortality of 
man from the analogies of nature, with what ex¬ 
quisite taste and melody does he characterise the 
changes and varied appearances of creation— 

Look nature through, ’tis revolution all; 

All change, no death ; day follows night, and night 
The dying day ; stars rise and set, and set and rise: 
Earth takes the example. See, the Summer gay, 

With her green chaplet and ambrosial flowers, 

Droops into pallid Autumn : Winter gray, 

Horrid with frost and turbulent with storm. 

Blows Autumn and his golden fruits away. 

Then melts inttv'the Spring: soft Spring, with breath 
Favotiian, from warm chambers of the south, 

Kecalls the first. All, to reflourish, fades : 

As in a wheel, all sinks to reascend: 

Emblems of man, who passes, not expires. 

lie thus moralises on human life— 


~ Life speeds away 


From point to point, though seeming to stand still. 
The cunning fugitive is swift by stealth, 

Too subtle is the movement to be seen ; 

Yet soon man’s hour is up, and we are gone. 
Warnings point out our danger; gnomons, time ; 

As these are useless w hen the sun is set, 

So those, but when more glorious reason shines. 
Reason should judge in all; in reason’s eye 
That sedentary shadow travels hard. 

But such our gravitation to the wrong, 

So prone our hearts to whisper that we wish, 

’Tis later with the wise than he’s aware: 
j A Wilmington 1 goes slower than the sun : 
j And all mankind mistake their time of day; 

! Even age itself. Fresh hopes are hourly sown 
j In furrowed brows. To gentle life’s descent 
! We shut our eyes, and think it is a plain, 
j We take fair days in winter for the spring, 
i And turn our blessings into bane. Since oft 
j Man must compute that age he cannot feel, 

He scarce believes he’s older for his years. 

Thus, at life’s latest eve, we keep in store 
One disappointment sure, to crown the rest— 

The disappointment of a promised hour. 

And again in a still nobler strain, where he com¬ 
pares human life to the sea— 

Self-flattered, unexperienced, high in hope, 

When young, with sanguine cheer and streamers gay, 
We cut our cable, launch into the world, 

1 Lord Wilmington. 


And fondly dream each wind and star our friend; 
All in softie darling enterprise embarked : 

But where is he can fathom its event) 

Amid a multitude of artless hands, 

Ruin’s sure perquisite, her lawful prize ! 

Some steer aright, but the black blast blows hard, 
And puffs them wide of hope: with hearts of proof 
Full against wind and tide, some win their way, 

And when strong effort has deserved the port. 

And tugged it into view, ’tis won ! ’tis lost! 

Though strong their oar, still stronger is their fate : 
They strike ! and while they triumph they expire. 

In stress of weather most, some sink outright: 

O’er them, and o’er their names tho billows close; 
To-morrow knows not they were ever bom. 

Others a short memorial leave behind, 

Like a flag floating when the bark’s ingulfed; 

It floats a moment, and is seen no more. 

One (Tvsar lives; a thousand are forgot. , 

How few beneath auspicious planets bom 
(Darlings of Providence ! fond Fate’s elect !) 

With swelling sails make good the promised port, 
With all their wishes freighted 1 yet even these, 
Freighted with all their wishes, soon complain; 

Free from misfortune, not from nature free, 

They still are men, and when is man secure? 

As fatal time, as storm ! the rush of years 
Beats down their strength, their numberless escapes 
In ruin end. And now their proud success 
But plants new terrors on the victor’s brow: 

What pain to quit the world, just made their own, 
Their nest so deeply downed, and built so high J 
Too low they build, who build beneath tho stars. 

With such a throng of poetical imagery, bursts of 
sentiment, and rays of fancy, docs the poet-divine 
clothe tlie trite and simple truths, that all is vanity, 
and that man is born to die! 

These thoughts, O Night ! are thine ; 

From thee they came like lovers’ secret sighs, 
hilc others slept. So Cynthia, poets feign, 

In shadows veiled, soft, sliding from her sphere, 

Her shepherd cheered ; of her enamoured less 
Than I of thee. And art thou still unsung, 

Beneath whose brow, and b\ whose aid, 1 sing t 
Immortal silence! where shall I begin? 

Where end ? or how steal music from the spheres 
To soothe their goddess ? 

O majestic Night ! 

Nature’s great ancestor ! Day’s elder Wu ! 

And fated to survive the transient sun ! 

By mortals and immortals seen with awe ! , 

A starry crown thy raven brow adorns, ! 

An azure zone thy waist; clouds, in heaven’s loom i 
W rought through varieties of shape and shade. 

In ample folds of drapery divine, i 

7 hy flowing mantle form, and, heaven throughout, j 
Voluminously pour thy pompous train : 

Thy gloomy grandeurs—Nature’s most august, j 

Inspiring aspect !~-claim a grateful verse ; ! 

And, like a sable curtain starred with gold, j 

Drawn o’er my labours past, shall clothe the scene. 

This magnificent ajiostrophe 'bus scarcely been | 

| equalled in our poetry since the epic strains of j 
Milton. 

On Life, Death , and Immortality* 

Tired Nature’s sweet restorer, balmy Sleep ! 

He, likeJthe world, his ready visit pays 
Where Fortune smiles ; the wretched he forsakes: 

Swift on his downy pinion flies from wo, 

And lights on lids unsullied with a tear. 

From short (as usual) and disturbed repose 
I wake: how nappy they who wake no more ! 

Yet that were vain, if dreams infest the grave. 
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I wake, emerging from a sea of dreams 
Tumultuous; where my wrecked desponding thought 
From wave to wave of fancied misery 
At random drove, her helm of reason lost* 

Though now restored, ’tis only change of pain 
(A bitter change !), severer for severe: 

The day too short for my distress ; and night, 

E’en in the zenith of her dark domain, 

Is sunshine to the colour of my fate. 

Night, sable goddess! from her ebon throne, 

In rayless majesty, now stretches forth 
Her leaden sceptre o’er a slumbering world. 

Silence how dead! and darkness how profound ! 

Nor eye nor listening tar an object finds; 

Creation sleeps. Tis as the general pulse 
Of life stood still, and Nature made a pause ; 

An awful pause ! prophetic of her end. 

And let her prophecy be soon fulfilled : 

Fate ! drop thfl curtain ; I can lose no more. 

Silence and Darkness! solemn sisters! twins 
From ancient Night, who nurse the tender thought 
- To reason, and on reason build resolve 
(That column of true majesty in man), 

Assist me: 1 wilf thank you in the grave; 

The grave your kingdom : there this frame shall fall 
A victim sacred to your dreary sluin'*. 

But vvliat arc ye ? 
i Thou, who didst put to flight 
! Primeval Silence, when the morning stars, 

Exulting, shouted o’er the rising hall; 

Oh Thou ! whose word from solid darkness struck 
That spark, the sun, strike wisdom from my soul; 

My soul, which Hies to thee, her trust, her treasure, 
As misers to their gold, while others rent. 

Through this opaque of nature and of soul, 

This* double night, transmit one pitying ray. 

To lighten and to cheer. Oh lead my mind 
(A mind that fain would wander from its wo). 

Lend it through various scenes of life and death, 

And from each scene the noblest truths inspire. 

Nor less inspire my conduct than mv song ; 

'Teach my best reason, reason ; my best will 
Teach rectitude; and fix my firm resolve 
Wisdom to wed, and pay her long arrear : 

Nor let the phial of thv vengeance, poured 
On this devoted head, he poured in vain. * * 

How poor, how rich, how abject, how august, 

How complicate, how wonderful is man ! 

How passing wonder He who made him such ! 

Who centered in our make such strange extremes, 

: From different natures marvellously mixed, 
Connexion exquisite of distant worlds ! 
j Distingushed link in being’s endless chain! 
j Midway from nothing to the Deity! 

| A beam ethereal, sullied and absorpt! 
j Though sullied and dishonoured, still divine! 

Dim miniature of greatness absolute! 

| An heir of glory ! a frail child of dust: 
j Helpless immortal! insect infinite! 
j A worm ! a god ! I tremble at myself. 

And in'Tnyself am lost. At home, a stranger, 
Thought wanders up and down, surprised, aghast, 
And wondering at her own. How reason reels ! 

Oh what a miracle to man is man! 

Triumphantly distressed ! wlmt joy ! what dread ! 
Alternately transported and alarmed ! 

| What can preserve my life! or what destroy! 
j An angel’s arm can’t snatch me from the grave; 

! Legions of angels can’t confine me there. 

I Tis past conjecture ; all things rise in proof: 
j While o’er my limbs sleep’s soft dominion spread, 
j What though my soul fantastic measures trod 
O’er fairy fields ; or mourned along the gloom 
Of silent woods ; or, down the craggy steep 
Hurled headlong, swam with pain the mantled pool; 
Or scaled the cliff; or danced on hollow winds, 
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With antic shapes, wild natives of the brain ? | 

Her ceaseless flight, though devious, speaks her nature . 
Of subtler essence than the common clod ; * * j 
Even silent night proclaims ray soul immortal! * * : 

\^hy, then, their loss deplore that are noblest ? * * 
This is the desert, this the solitude : 

How populous, how vital is the grave! 

This is creation’s melancholy vault, 

TTie vale funereal, the sad cypress gloom ; 

The land of apparitions, empty shades! 

All, all on earth, is shadow, all beyond 
Is substance ; the reverse is folly’s creed; 

How solid all, where change shall be no more! 

This is the bud of being, the dim dawn, 

The twilight of our day, the vestibule ; 

Life’s theatre as yet is shut, and death, 1 

Strong death alone can heave the massy bar, ! 

This gross impediment of clay remove. 

And make us embryos of existence free 
From real life; but little more remote 
Is he, not yet a candidate for light. 

The future embryo, slumbering in his sire. 

Embryos we must be till we burst the shell. 

Yon ambient azure shell, and spring to life. 

The life of gods, oh transport! and of man. 

Yet man, fool man! here buries all his thoughts; 
Inters celestial hopes without one sigh. 

Prisoner of earth, and pent beneath the moon. 

Here pinions all his wishes ; winged by lieaven , 

To fly at infinite : and reach it there 
Where seraphs gather immortality, 

< >n life’s fair tree, fast by the throne of God. 1 

What golden joys ambrosial clustering glow 
In his full beam, and ripen for the just, 

Where momentary ages are no more! 

Where time, and pain, and chance, and death expire! 
And is it in the flight of threescore years 
'To push eternity from human thought, 

And smother souls immortal in the dust! 

A soul immortal, spending all her fires, j 

Wasting her strength in strenuous idleness, j 

Thrown into tumult, raptured or alarmed. 

At aught this scene can threaten or indulge, 

Resembles ocean into tcmjtest wrought, 

'To waft a feather, or to drown a fly. 

j 

[Thoughts on Time.] 

i 

The bell strikes one. We take no note of time j 

But from its loss: to give it then a tongue i 

is wise in man. As if an angel spoke, j. 

I feel the solemn sound. If heard aright, j 

It is the knell of my departed hours. 

Where are they ! With the years beyond the flood. 

It is the signal that demands despatch : 

How much is to be done ! My hopes ami fears 
Start up alarmed, and o’er life’s narrow verge ' 

Look down—on what t A fathomless abyss. j 

A dread eternity ! how surely mine! I 

And can eternity belong to rue, j 

Poor pensioner on the bounties of an hour! ; 

0 time! than gold more sacred ; more a load ! 

Than lead t^ fools, and fools reputed wise. 

What moment granted man without account! j 

What years are squandered, wisdom's debt unpaid ! 

Our wealth in days all duo to that discharge. 

Haste, haste, ho lies in wait, he’s at the door; 

Insidious Death ; should his strong hand arrest, j 

No composition seta the prisoner free. j 

Eternity’s inexorable chain j 

Fast binds, and yenge&nce claims the full arrear. j 

Youth is not rich in time; it may be poor; j 

Part with it as with money, sparing; pay 
No moment, but in purchase of its worth ; 

And what it’s worth, ask death-beds; they can tell. 
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Lorenzo! no: on tlie long destined hour, 

From everlasting ages growing ripe, 

That memorable hour of wondrous birth, 

When the Dread Sire, on emanation bent, 

And big with nature, rising in his might, 

Called forth creation (for then time was bom) 

By Godhead streaming through a thousand worlds ; 
Not on those terms, from the great days of heaven, 
From old eternity’s mysterious orb 
Was time cut off, and cast beneath the skies ; 

I The skies, which watch him in his new abode, 
Measuring his motions by revolving spheres, 

That horologe machinery divine. 

Hours, days, and months, and years, his children play, 
Like numerous wings, around him, as he Hies ; 

Or rather, as unequal plumes, they shape 
Ilis ample pinions, swift as darted flame, 

To gain his goal, to reach his ancient rest, 

And join anew eternity, his sire : • 

In his immutability to nest, 

When worlds that count his circles now, unhinged, 
(Fate the loud signal sounding) headlong rush 
To timeless night and chaos, whence they rose. 

But why on time so lavish is my song; 

On this great theme kind Nature keeps a school 
To teach her sons herself. Each night we die 1 —- 
Each morn are burn anew; each day a life ; 

And shall we kill each day? if trilling kills, 

Sure vice must butcher. 0 what heaps of slain 
Cry out for vengeance on us ! time destroyed 
Is suicide, where more than blood is spilt. 


Part with it as with life, reluctant; big 
With holy hope of nobler time to come; 

Time higher aimed, still nearer the great mark 
Of men and angels, virtue more divine. 

On all important time, through every age, 

Though much, and warm, the wise have urged, the r 
Is yet unborn who duly weighs an hour. 

‘ I’ve lost a day ’—the prince who nobly cried, 

Had been an emperor without his crown. 

Of Rome ? say, rather, lord of human race: 

He spoke as if deputed by mankind. 

So should all speak; so reason speaks in all: 

From the soft whispers of that God in man, 

Why fly to folly, why to frenzy fly, 

For rescue from the blessings we possess ? 

Time, the cupreine !—Time is eternity; 

Pregnant with all that makes archangels smile. 

Who murders Time, he crushes in the birth 
A power ethereal, only not adored. 

Ah ! how unjust to nature and himself 
Is thoughtless, thankless, inconsistent man ! 

Like children babbling nonsense in their sports, 

We censure Nature for a span too short; 

That span too short we tax as tedious too; 

Torture invention, all expedients tire, 

To lash the lingering moments into speed, 

And whirl us (happy riddance) from ourselves. 

Time, in advance, behind him hides his wings, 

' And seems to creep, decrepit with his age. 

Behold him when passed by ; what then is seen 
But his broad pinions swifter than the winds ? 

And all mankind, in contradiction strong, 

Rueful, aghast, cry out on his career. 

We waste, not use our time ; we breathe, not live; 
Time wasted is existence; used, is life : 

And hare existence man, to live ordained, 

Wrings and oppresses with enormous weight. 

And why? since time was given for use, not waste, 
Enjoined to fly, with tempest, tide, and stars. 

To keep his speed, nor ever wait for man. 

Time’s use was doomed a pleasure, waste a pain, 
That man might feel his error if unseen, 

And, feeling, fly to labour for his cure ; 

Not blundering, split on idleness for ease. 

We push time from us, and we wish him back ; 

Life we think long and short ; death seek and slum. 
Oh the dark days of vanity ! while 
Here, how tasteless! and how terrible when gone ! 
Gone ? they ne’er go ; when past, they haunt us 
still : 

Tim spirit walks of every day deceased, 

And smiles an angel, or a fury frowns. 

Nor death nor life delight us. If time past, 

And time possessed, both pain us, what can please ? 
That which the Deity to please ordained. 

Time used. The man who consecrates his hours 
By vigorous effort, and an honest aim, 

At once he draws the sting of life and death : 

He walks with nature, and her paths are peace. 

’Tia greatly wise to talk with our past hours, 

And ask them what report they bore to h&iven, 

And how they might have borne more welcome news. 
Their answers form what men experience call; 

If wisdom’s friend her best, if not, worst foe. 

All-sensual man, because untouched, unseen, 

He looks on .time as nothing. Nothing else 
Is truly man’s ; ’tis fortune’s. Time’s a god. 

Hast thou ne’er heard of Time’s omnipotence ? 

For, or against, what wonders can he do ! 

And will: to stand blank neuter he disdains. 

Not on those terms was time (heaven’s stranger!) sent 
On his important embassy to man. 


Throw years away ? 

Throw empires, and be blameless: moments seize ; 
Heaven’s on their wing: a moment w<* may wish, 
When worlds want wealth to buy. Bid day stand stilly 
Bid him drive back his car and re-impart 
The period past, re-give the given hour, 

Lorenzo ! more than miracles we want. 

Lorenzo ! O for yesterdays to come ! 

[The Man whose Thoughts arc not of this Ror/d.] 

Some angel guide inv pencil, while I draw, 

What nothing less than angel can exceed, 

A man on earth devoted to the skies; 

Like ships in seas, while in, above the world. 

With aspect mild, and elevated eye, 

Behold him seated on a mount serene, 

Above the fogs of sense, and passion’s storm ; 

All the black cares and tumults of this life, 

Like harmless thunders, breaking at his feet, 

Excite his pity, not impair his peace. 

Earth’s genuine sons, the sceptred and the slave, 

A mingled mob ! a wandering herd ! he sees, 
Bewildered in the vale; in all unlike! 

His full reverse in all! what higher praise ? 

What stronger demonstration of the right ? 

The present all their care, the future his. 

When public welfare calls, or private want, 

They give to Fame; his bounty he conceals. 

Their virtues varnish Nature, his exalt. 

Mankind’s esteem they court, and he his own. 

Theirs the wild chase of false felicities ; 

His the composed possession of the true. 

Alike throughout is bis consistent peace, 

All of one colour, and an even thread ; 

While party-coloured shreds of happiness, 

With hideous gaps between, patch up for them 
A madman’s robe; each puff of Fortune blows 
The tatters by, and shows their nakedness. 

He sees with other eyes than theirs; where they 
Behold a sun, he spies a Deity* 

What makes them only smile, makes him adore* 
Where they see mountains, he but atoms sees* 

An empire in his balance weighs a grain. 
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They things terrestrial worship as divine; 

His hopes, immortal, blow them by as dust 
That duns his sight, and shortens his survey, 

Which longs, in infinite, to lose all bound. 

. Titles and honours (if they prove his fate) 

He lays aside to find his dignity; 

No dignity they find in aught besides. 

They triumph in externals (which conceal 
Man’s real glory), proud of an eclipse: 

Himself too much he prizes to be proud, 

And nothing thinks so great in man as man. 

Too dear he holds his interest to neglect 
Another’s welfare, or his right invade: 

Their interest, like a lion, lives on prey. 

They kindle at the shadow of a wrong; 

Wrong he sustains with temper, looks on heaven, 

Nor stoops to think his injurcr his foe. 
j Nought but what wounds his virtue wounds his peace. 
|, A covered heuefc their character defends; 
i A covered heart denies him half his praise. 

; With nakedness his innocence agrees, 

While their broad foliage testifies their fall. 

Their no-joys end where his full least begins; 

Ilis joys create, theirs murder future bliss. 

To triumph in existence his alone; 

And his alone triumphantly to think 

His true existence is not yet begun 

llis glorious course was ye terday complete : 

Death then was welcome, yet life still is sweet. 

[Procrastination.] 

j He wise to*dny ; his madness t<> defer : 

; Next day the fatal precedent will plead ; 
i Thus on, till wisdom is pushed out of life. 
Procrastination is the thief of time ; 

Year after year it steals, till all arc fled, 
j And to the mercies of a moment leases 
j The vast concerns of uu eternal scene. 

; If not wo frequent, would not this be strange? 

| That ’tis so frcijueht, this is stranger still. 

I Of man’s miraculous mistakes, this bears 
; The palm, ‘That all men are about to live,* 

' For ever on the brink of being born : # 

, All pay themselves the compliment to think 
They one day shall not drivel, and their pride 
On this reversion takes up ready praise; 

At least their own ; their future selves applaud ; 

How excellent that life they ne’er will lead! 

Time lodged in their own hands is Folly’s vails; 

! That lodged in Fate’s to wisdom they consign ; 

The thing they can’t but purpose, they postpone. 

; ’Tis not in folly not to scorn a fool, 
j And scarce in human wisdom to do more, 
j All promise is poor dilatory man, 

| And that through every stage. When young, indeed, 
| In full content we sometimes nobly rest, 

Unanxious for ourselves, and only wish, 

As duteous sons, our fathers were more wise. 

At thirty man suspects himself a fool ; 

Knows it at forty, and reforms his plan; 

At fifty chides his infamous delay. 

Pushes his prudent purpose to resolve; 

In all the magnanimity of thought 
Resolves, and re-resolves; then dies the same. 

And* why! because he thinks himself immortal. 

All men think all men mortal but themselves; 
Themselves, when some alarming shock of fate 
Strikes through their wounded hearts the sudden dread: 
Hut their hearts Wounded, like the wounded air, 

Soon close; where past the shaft no trace is found, 

As from the wing no scar the sky retains, 

The parted wave no furrow from the keel, 

So dies in human hearts the thought of death : 

E’en with the tender tear Which nature sheds 
O’er those we love, we drop it in their grave. 


[From, the Love of Fame.] 

Not all on books their criticism waste; 

The genius of a dish some justly taste. 

And eat their way to fame l with anxious thought 
The salmon is refused, the turbot bought. 

Impatient Art rebukes the sun’s delay. 

And bids December yield the fruits of May. 

Their various cares in one great point combine 
The. business of their lives, that is, to dine; 

Half of their precious day they give the feast, 

And to a kind digestion spare the rest. 

Apicius here, the taster of the town, 

Feeds twice a-week, to settle their renown. 

These worthies of the palate guard with care 
The sacred annals of their bills of fare ; 

In those choice books their panegyrics read, 

And scorn the creatures that for hunger feed ; 

If man, by feeding well, commences great, 

Much more the worm, to whom that man is meat. i 

Iklus with solid glory will bc,erowned ; j 

He buys no phantom, no vain empty sound, 

Hut builds himself a name; and to be great, 

Sinks in a quarry an immense estate; 

In cost and, grandeur ("hairdos he’ll outdo; 

And, Burlington, thy taste is not so true; 

The pile finished, every toil is past, 

And full perfection is arrived at last; 

When lo ! my lord to some small corner runs, ! 

And leaves state-rooms to strangers and to duns. 1 
The man who builds, and wants wherewith to pay, 1 
Provides a home, from which to run away. * 

In Britain what is many a lordly seat, f 

Hut a discharge in full for an estate ? 

i 

Some for renown on scraps of learning dote. j 

And think they giw immortal as they awKc. | 

To patch-work learned quotations are allied ; 

Both strive to make our poverty our pride. 

Lot high birth triumph ! what am be more great 2 j 
Nothing--' but merit m a low estate. ! 

To Virtue’s humblest son let none prefer j 

Vice, though descended from the Conqueror. j 

Shall men, like figures, pass for high or base, 

Slight or important only by their place! 

Titles art: marks of honest men, and wise ; 

The fool or knave that wears a title, lies. 

They that on glorious ancestors enlarge. 

Produce their debt instead of their discharge. 

[ The Emptiness of Riches.] 

Can gold calm passion, or make reason shine! 

Can we dig peace or wisdom from the mine! 

Wisdom to gold prefer, for ’tis much less 
To make our fortune than our happiness: 

That happiness which great ones often see, 

With rage ami wonder, in a low degree, 

Themselves unblessed. The poor are only poor. 

Hut what are they w ho droop amid their store \ 

Nothing is meaner tliau a wretch of state. 

The happy only are the truly great. 

Peasants enjoy like appetites with kings. 

Ami those best satisfied with cheapest things. 

Could both our Indies buy but one new sense, 

Our envy would be due to large expense; 

Since not, those pomps which to the great belong. 

Are but poor arts to mark them from the throng. 

See how they beg an alms of Flattery: 

They languish I oh, support them with a lie 1 
A decent competence we ftilly taste; 

It strikes our sense, and gives & constant feast; 
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More we perceive by dint of thought alone; 
The rich must labour to possess their own. 

To feel their great abundance, and request 
Their humble friends to help them to be blest; 
To see their treasure, hear their glory told, 

And aid the wretched impotence of gold. 


we have a poetical subject poetically treated—filled 
to oversowing with the richest materials of poetry, 
and the emanations of benevolence. In the Cattle 
of Indolence we have the concentration or essence 
of those materials applied to a subject less poetical* 
but still affording room for luxuriant fancy, the 


UU WU bUC WlCt/UlCU UUJJVH 1IV.V VI twill. I mu iuiuiuiu^ iwi iu.vuu.hii. «.»»'■- 

But some, great souls ! and touched with warmth most exquisite art, and still greater melody of 


divine, 

' Give gold a price, and teach its beams to shine; 

All hoarded treasures they repute a load, 

Nor think their wealth their own, till well bestowed. 
Grand reservoirs of public happiness. 

Through secret streams diffusively they bless, 


numbers. 

Jam ns Thomson was born at Kdnam, near Kelso, 
county of Roxburgh, on the 11th of September, 1700. 
His father, who was then minister of the parish of 
Ednum, removed a few years afterwards to that of 
JSouthdean in the same county, a primitive and 


And, while their bounties glide, concealed from view, retired district situated among the lower slojies of 
Relieve our wants, and spare our blushes too. the Cheviots. Here the voting poet snent his boyish 


JAMES THOMSON. 

The publication of the Seasons was an important 
era in the history of English poetry. So true ami 
j beautiful are the descriptions in the poem, and so 
; entirely do they harmonise with those fresh feelings 
: and glowing imputes which all would wish to 
! cherish, that a love of nature seems to be synony- 
: mous with a love of Thomson. Jt is difficult to con¬ 
ceive a person of education in this country, imbued 



James Thomson. 

with an admiration of rural or w oodland scenery, 
not entertaining a strong affection and regard for 
that delightful poet, who has painted their charms 


the Cheviots. Here the young poet spent his boyish 
years. The gift of poesv came early, and some 
lines written by him at the age of fourteen, show 
how soon his manner w as formed :— 

• 

Now 1 surveyed my native faculties, 

And traced my actions to their teeming source: 

Now I explored the universal frame, 

I Gazed nature through, and w ith interior light 
(’onversed with angels and unboified saints 
That tread the courts of tin? Internal King! J 

Gladly 1 would declare in lofty strains 
The power of Godhead to the sops of men, 

But thought is lost in its immensity : 

Imagination wastes its strength in vain, 

And fancy tires and turns within its*,-If, 

Struck with the amazing depths of Deity ! 

Ah! my Lord God! in vain a tender youth, 
Unskilled in arts of deep philosophy, ; 

Attempts to search the bulky mass of matter, J 

To trace the rule?, of motion, and pursue i 

f The phantom Time, too subtle for hUgra'p: 

Yet may 1 from thy most up. pa rent works 
Form some idea of their wondrous Author. 1 

In his eighteenth year. Thomson was sent to Edin¬ 
burgh college. His father died, and the poet pro¬ 
ceeded to London to push his fortune. Ilis college 
friend Mallet procured him the situation of tutor to 
Our son of Lord Binning, and being shown some of 
his descriptions of* Winter,’ advised him to connect * 
them into one regular poem. This w as done, and 
‘ Winter’ was published in March 172<>, the poet • 
having received only three guineas for the copy- | 
right. A second and a third edition appeared the j 
same year. ‘Summer’ apjnaired in 1727. In 1728 he j 
issued proposals for publishing, by subscription, the j 
‘Four Seasons;’ the number of subscribers, at a 
guinea each copy, was d87 ; but many took more j 
than one, and l‘ope (to whom Thomson had been j 
introduced by Mallet) took three copies. The ! 
tragedy of Sophonisba was next produced; and in I 
17.31 the poet accompanied the son of Sir Charles 
Talbot, afterwards lord chancellor, in the capacity 


j with so much fidelity and enthusiasm. I he same of tutor or travelling companion, to the continent, 
features of blandness and benevolence, of simplicity xiiey visited France, Switzerland, and Italy, and it 
of design and beauty of form and colour, which w r e j s (. aS y to conceive with what pleasure Thomson 
recognise as distinguishing traits of the natural must have passed or sojourned among scenes which 
landscape, are seen in the pages of Thomson, con- j H . ] ia j often viewed in imagination. In November 
veyed by his artless mind as faithfully as the 0 f the same year the poet w f as at Home, and no 
lights and shades oil the face of creation. No enti- doubt indulged the wish expressed in one of his 
cism or change of style has, therefore, affected his i etter8> . to 8ee t ] le rields where* Virgil gathered his 
popularity. We may smile at sometimes meeting immortal honey, and tread the same ground where 
with a heavy monotonous period, a false ornament, men have thought and acted so greatly.’ On his re- 
or tumid expression, the result of an indolent mind turn next year he published his poem of Liberty , and 
working itself up to a great effort, and we may wish obtained the sinecure situation of Secretary of Briefs 
the subjects of his description were sometimes more j n the Court of Chancery, which he held till the 
select and dignified ; but this drawback does not death of Lord Talbot, the chancellor. The succeed- 
affect our permanent regard or general feeling; our 

first love remains unaltered ; and Thomson is still i This curious fragment was first published in 1041, in a life 
‘the poet with whom some of our best and purest of Thomson by Mr Allan Cunningham, prefixed to an ilia* 
associations are indissolubly joined. In the Seasons trated edition of the ‘ Seasons.' 
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ing chancellor bestowed the situation on another, 
Thomson not having, it is said, from characteristic 
indolence, solicited a continuance of the office. He 
again tried the stage, and produced Aaammium, 
which was coldly received. Edward and Eltmora 
followed, and the jKXst’s circumstances were bright¬ 
ened by a pension of L 100 a-yenr, which he ob¬ 
tained through Lyttelton from the Prince of Wales. 
He further received the appointment of Surveyor 
General of the leeward Islands, the duties of which 
he was allowed to [K*rfbrm by deputy, and which 
brought him L.300 per annum. He was now in 
comparative opulence, and his residence at Kew- 
lane, near Hiehmoiul, was the scene of social enjoy¬ 
ment and lettend ease. Retirement and nature 
iK’enmc, he said, more and more his passion every 
dav. *1 have enlarged my rural domain/ he 
writes to a friend; ‘the two fields next to me, from 
the first of which I have walled—no, no— paint in, 
alwait as umeffas my garden consisted of la-fore, so 
that the walk runs round the hedge, where you 
mav figure me walking any time of the day, and 
sometimes at night.’ His house appears to have 



Thomson's Cottage. 


been elegantly furnished; the sale catalogue of his 
cflects, which enumerates the contents of every 
room, prepared after his death, fills eight pages of 
print, and his cellar was stocked with wines and 
Scotch ale. In this snug suburban retreat Thomson 
now applied himself to finish the ‘ Castle of Indo¬ 
lence/ on which he had been long engaged, and a 
tragedy on the subject, of Coriobmus. The poem 
was published in May 1748. In August following, 
he took ft boat at Hammersmith to convey him to 
Kow, after having walked from London. He caught 
cold, was thrown into a fever, and, after a short ill¬ 
ness, died (27th of August 1748). No poet w as ever 
more deeply lamented or more sincerely mourned. 

Though bom a poet, Thomson seems to have 
advanced but slowly, and by reiterated efforts, to 


refinement of taste. The natural fervour of the 
man overpowered the rules of the scholar. The 
first edition of the * Seasons’ differs materially from 
the second, and the second still more from the third. 
Every alteration was an improvement in delicacy of j 
thought and language, of which wc* may mention j 
one instance. In the scene betwixt Damon and j 
Musidora—‘the solemnly-ridiculous bathing/ as j 
Campbell has justly termed it—the poet had origi- ; 
nally introduced three damsels! Of propriety of 1 
language consequent on these corrections, we may j 
cite an example in a line from the episode of La- I 
vinia— 

And as he viewed her ardent o’er and o’er, j 

stood originally | 

And as lie run her ardent o’er and o’er. 

One of the finest and most picturesque similes in I 
the work was supplied by Pope, to whom Thomson i 
had given an interleaved copy of the edition of 1736. j 
The quotation will not lx- out of place here, as it is j 
honourable to the friendship of the brother poets, J 
and tends to show the importance of careful revision, 
without which no excellence ran be attained in j 
literature or the arts. How deeply must it be re- j 
gretted that Pope did not oftener write in blank j 
verse ! In autumn, describing Lavinia, the lines of !| 
Thomson were— : 

Thoughtless of beauty, she was Beauty’s self, i 

It eel use among tin* woods ; if city dame s i 

Will deign their faith ; and thus she went, compelled ; 
Hv strong necessity, with as serene 
And pleased a look as Patience e’er put on, 

To glean Palemon’s fields. 

Pope drew his pen through this description, and 
supplied the following lines, which 'Thomson must 
have lH-en too much gratified with not to adopt 
with pride and pleasure—and so they stand in all 
the subsequent editions:— 

Thoughtless of beauty, she was Beauty's self. 

Bed use among the close-embowering woods. 

As in the hollow breast of Apcnninc, 

Beneath the shelter of encircling hills 
A myrtle rises, far from human eyes, 

Ami breathes its balmy fragrance o’er the wild ; . 

So flourished blooming, and unseen by all. 

The sweet Lavinia ; till at length compelled 
Bv strong Necessity’s supreme command, j 

With smiling patience in her looks, she went f 

To glean Paleinun’s fields.* ; 

That the genius of Thomson was purifying and i 
working off its alloys up to the termination of his ! 
existence, mav be seen from the superiority in style 
and diction of the ‘Castle of Indolence.’ ‘Between j 
the period of Ins composing the Seasons and the b 
Castle of Indolence/says Mr Campbell, * he wrote j ( 
several works which seem hardly to accord with the j 
improvement and maturity of his taste exhibited in j 
the latter production. To the Castle of Indolence 
he brought not only the Ml nature, hut the perfect 
art of a poet. The materials of that exquisite poem 
are derived originally from Tasso ; but he was more > 
immediately indebted for them to the Faery Queen; j 
and in meeting with the paternal spirit of Spenser, i. 
he seems as if he were admitted more intimately j 
to the home of inspiration.* If the critic had gone j 

I! 

* The interleaved copy with Pope’* and Thomson’s altera- j 
tionw is in the possession of the Kev. J. Mitford. Be® that 
gentleman's edition of Gray’s works, vol. ii. p* 8, where other 
instances are given. All Pope’s corrections were adopted by 
Thomson. 




over the alterations in the * Seasons,’ which Thomson only strikes us by its unwieldy difference IVonrtlic 
had been more or less engaged upon for about six- common costume of expression.* Cow per avoided 
teen years, he would have seen the gradual improve- this want of keeping between his style and his sub- 
ment of his taste, as well as imagination. So far as jects, adapting one to the other with inimitable ease, 
the art of the poet is concerned, the last corrected grace, and variety; yet only rising in one or two 
edition is a new work. The power of Thomson, instances to the higher flights of Thomson, 
however, lay not in his art, but in the exuberance of In 1843, a Poem to the Memory of Mr Congreve, 
his genius, which sometimes required to be dis- Inscribed to her Grace Henrietta , J.)uchi‘s# of Marl- 
ciplined and controlled. The poetic glow is spread borough , was reprinted for the Percy Society (under 
overall. He never slackens in his enthusiasm, nor the care of Mr Peter Cunningham) as a genuine 
tires of pointing out the phenomena of nature which, though unacknowledged production of Thomson, 
indolent as he was, he had surveyed under every first published in 1729. We have no doubt of the 
aspect, till he had become familiar with all. Among genuineness of this poeirt as the work of Thomson. , 
the mountains, vales, and forests, he seems to realise It possesses all the characteristics of Ins style—its 
his own words— exaggeration, enthusiasm, and the peculiar rhythm 

of his blank verse. The poet’s praise of Congreve 
a • i an superior walks # is excessive, and must have been designed rather to 

Amid the glad creation, musing praise gratify the Duchess of Marlborough than to record 

And looking lively gratitude. Thomson’s own deliberate convictions. Jeremy 

T , , o,, , Collier would have started with anHizemcnt from 

But lie looks also as Johnson has finely observed, glIch R tril)Uk . lls tho following- 
‘with the eye which nature bestows only on a poet 

•—the eye that distinguishes, in everything presented T _ r , . , ., , , . , 

to its view, whatever there is on which imagination " >‘ nt nrt ! *>7 "*<‘'"‘>"<1 P<f >7 

can delight to bo detained, and with a mind that at .) ot I'" 10 ' 1 " f ,h,,,r ,ls ' >" tl, 7 , . , 

onee comprehends the vast, and attends to the ,,reinbhn-r they stand, and see through dreaded mists 

minute.’ He looks also with a heart that feds for | u fttr ! la l""]*’ lrn " , '' u "' *° 

all mankind. HU sympathies are universal. His lh>s various misery, these nir-f-d dreams 

touching allusions to' the condition of the poor and " h,ch n,0 !‘ ™! 1 I,fo “I"! 1nwn - '■ 

suffering, to the hapless state of bird and beast in ’ ! s f ls "" s l ,rnm ’ greatly just; 

winter; the description of the peasant perishing in , 1,s suprene to venture ter h 

the snow, the Siberian exile, or the Arab pilgrims, I!-?"/,■* , T , S 

aU are marked with that humanity and true feeling !.!, ,,ftrk ,ut ' ,n . , | v ’ 1 K -";' u , ,. 

which shows that the poet’s virtues ‘formed the . . * “ n 1 CTn "'j lland that led us safe ,hr.„,e h tune: 


which he wrote he has expressed in one noble stanza 3 3 J r 

of the Castle of, Indolence : - These Con^ivi tastes, safe on the ethereal coast 

I care not, Fortune, what you me deny ; thp numberless immortal quire 

You cannot rob me of free Nature’s grace, ^ spirits blest. High-seated among these, 

, You cannot shut the windows of tho skv, r IIc ’ wt ' s tlle I ,uWic fatliors of mankind, 

Through which Aurora shows her brightening face; ' *? e ? rea ^3’ g° c) d, those universal minds, 

You cannot bar my constant feet to trace *) bo drew the sword or planned the holy scheme, 

The woods and lawns, by living stream, at eve : < T liberty and right; to cheek the ruge 

Let health my nerves and finer fibres brace, Cf blood-stained tyranny, and save a world. 

And I their toys to the great children leave; high-boni Marl W, be thy sire divine 

Of fancy, reason, virtue, nought can me bereave. ” i™ wonder named ; fair freedom’s champion be, 

By heaven approved, a conqueror without guilt ; 

‘ The love of nature,’ says Coleridge, * seems to have And such on earth his friend, and joined on high 
led Thomson to a cheerful religion ; and a gloomy Bv deathless love, Codolphin’s patriot worth, 
religion to have led Cow per to a love of nature. The Just to his country's fame, yet of her wealth 
one would carry his fellow-men along with him into With honour frugal; above interest great, 
nature; the other flies to nature from his fellow- Hail men immortal! social virtues hail! 
men. In chastity of diction, however, and the bar- hirst heirs of praise! But I, with weak essay. 


mony of blank verse, Cowper leaves Thomson im- Wrong the superior theme; while heavenly choirs, 
measurably below him ; yet, I still feel the latter to In strains high warbled to celestial harps, 
have been the bom poet.’ The ardour and fulness Kesound your names; and Congreve’s added voice 


of Thomson’s descriptions distinguish them from In l heaven exalts what he admired below, 
those of Cowper, who was naturally less enthusias- With these he mixes, now no more to swerve 
tic, and who was restricted by his religious tenets, From reason’s purest law ; no more to please, 
and by his critical and classically formed taste. The Home by the torrent down a sensual age. 
diction of the Seasons is at times pure and musical; Bard on, loved shade, that 1 with friendly War 
it is too elevated and ambitious, however, for ordi- ^ght «»oto thy error ; not to wrong thy worth 
nary themes, and where the poet descends to minute nh&de ^hy memory (far from my soul 
description, or to humorous or satirical scenes (as He that base aim), but haply to deter, 
in the account of the chase and foxhunters’ din- From flattering the gross vulgar, future pens 


in the account of the chase and foxhunters’ din- From flattering the gross vulgar, future pens 
ner in Autumn), the effect is grotesque and absurd. Bowerful like thine m every grace, and skilled 
Mr Campbell has happily said, that ‘as long jus To wm the listening soul with virtuous charms. 
Thomson dwells in the pure contemplation of nature, 

and appeals to the universal poetry of the human The gentle and benevolent nature of Thomson is 
breast, his redundant style comes to us as something seen in this slight shade of censure. He, too, flat- 
venial and adventitious—it is the flowing vesture of tered the * gross vulgar,’ but it was with adulation, 


the Druid; and perhaps to the general experience, not licentiousness. 

is rather imposing; hut when he returns to the We subjoin a few of the detached pictures and 
familiar narrations or courtesies of life, the same descriptions in the ‘Seasons,* and part of the 
diction ceases to seem the mantle of inspiration, and ‘ Castle of Indolence/ 
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[^Aotser* in Spring.] 

The north-east spends his rage; he now, shut up 
Within his iron cave, the effusive south 
, Warms the wide air, and o’er the void of heaven 
► Breathes the big clouds with venial showers distent. 
At first, a dusky wreath they seem to rise, . 

Beanie staining either, but by swift degrees, 

In heaps on heaps the doubled vapour sails 

Along the loaded sky, and, mingling deep, 

Sits on the horizon round, a settled gloom ; 

Not such as wintry storms on mortals shed, 

Oppressing life ; but lovely, gentle, kind, 

And full of every hope, of every joy, 

The w ish of nature. Gradual sinks the breeze 
! Into a perfect calm, that not a breath 
j Is heard to quiver through the closing woods, 

; Or rustling turn the many-twinkling leaves 
! Of aspen tall. The uncurling floods, diffused 
i In glassy breadth, seem, through delusive lapse, 

; Forgetful of their course. ’Tis silence all, 

, And pleasing expectation. Herds and flocks 

Drop the dry sprig, and, mute-imploring, eye 

The falling verdure. Hushed in short suspense, 

The plumv people streak their wings with oil, 

' To throw the lucid moisture trickling off, 

! And wait the approaching sign, to strike at once 

Into the general choir. Fven mountains, vales, 

| And forests, seem impatient to demand 
! The promised sweetness. Man superior walks 

Amid the glad creation, mu-ing praise, 

And looking lively gratitude. At lost, 

; The clouds consign their treasures to the fields, 

And, softly shaking on the dimpled pe<d 

Prelusive drops, let all their moisture flow’ 
lu large effusion o’er the freshened world. 

The stealing shower is scarce to patter heard 

By such as wander through the forest-walks, 

Beneath the umbrageous multitude of leaves. 

| [Hints Pairing in Spring.} 

To the deep woods 

They haste away, all as their fancy leads. 

Pleasure, or food, or secret safety, prompts; 

That nature’s great command may he obeyed : 

Nor all the sweet sensations they perceive 

Indulged in vain. Some to the holly hedge 

Nestling repair, and to the thicket some ; 

| Some to the rude protection of the thorn 

Commit their feeble offspring ; the cleft tree 

Offers its kind concealment to a few. 

Their food its insects, and its moss their nests : 

Others apart, fur in the grassy dale 

Or roughening waste their humble texture weave: 

But most in woodland solitudes delight, 

! In unfrequented gloom* or shaggy hanks, 

Steep, and divided by a babbling brook, 

Whose murmurs soothe them nil the live-long 
day, 

When by kind duty fixed. Among the roots 

Of hazel pendent o’er the plaintive stream, 

They frame the first foundation of their domes, 

Dry sprigs of trees, in artful fabric laid, 

And bound with clay together. Now ’tis nought 

But restless hurry through the busy air, 

| Beat by unnumbered wings. The swallow sweeps 
: The slimy pool, to build nis hanging house 
! Intent: and often from the careless back 

1 Of herds and flocks a thousand tugging bills 

Steal hair and wool ; and oft, when unobserved, 

Pluck from the bam a straw ; till soft and warm, 
Clean and complete, their habitation grows. 

As thus the patient dam assiduous sits, 

Not to be tempted from her tender task 

Or by sharp hunger or by smooth delight, 

Though the whole loosened tyring around her 1 

blows, 1 

Her sympathising lover takes his stand 

High on the opponent bank, and ceaseless sings 

The tedious time away ; or else supplies 

Her place a moment, while she sudden flits 

To pick the scanty meal. The appointed time 

With pious toil fulfilled, the callow young, 

Warmed and expanded into perfect life. 

Their brittle bondage break, and come to light; 

A helpless family 1 demanding food 

With constant clamour what passions then, 

What melting sentiments of kindly care, 

On the new parent seize! away they fly 

Affectionate, and, undesiring, bear 

The most delicious morsel to their young, 

Which, equally distributed, again 

The search begins. Even so ft gentle pair, 

By fortune sunk, but formed of generous mould, 

And charmed with cares beyond the vulgar breast, 

Irt some lone cot amid the distant woods, 

Sustained alone by providential heaven, 

Oft as they, weeping, eye their intuit train, j 

Check their own appetites, and give them all. j 

Nor toil alone they scorn ; exalting love, j 

By the great Father of the spring inspired, ; 

(Jives instant courage to the fearful race. 

And to the simple art. With stealthy wing, 

Should some rude foot their woody haunts molest. 

Amid the neighbouring bush they silent drop, 

And whirring thence, as if alanned, deceive 

The unfeeling schoolboy. Hence around the head 

Of wandering swain the white-winged plover wheels 

Her sounding flight, and then directly on, 

In long excursion, skims the level lawn 

To tempt him from her nest. The wild-du?k 
hence 

O’er the rough moss, and o’er the trackless waste \ 

The heath-hen flutters: pious fraud ] to lead i 

The hot-pursuing spaniel far astray. j 

[A Summer Morning .] i 

1 With quickened step j 

Brown night retires: young day pours in apace, * 

And opens all the lawny prospect wide. . 

The dripping rock, the mountain’* misty top j 

Swell on the sight, and brighten with the dawn. 

Blue, through the dusk, the smoking currents shine ; ! 
And from the bladed field the fearful hare j 

Limps awkward ; while along the forest glade j 

The wild-deer trip, and often turning gaze j 

At early passenger. Music awakes j 

The native voice of undisscmbled joy ; \! 

And thick around the woodland hymns arise. 

Boused by the cock, the soon-clad shepherd leaves 

His mossy cottage, where with peace he dwell* ; 

And from the crowded fold, in order, drive* 

Ilis flock, to taste the verdure of the mom. 

[Simmer Evening.] 

Low walks the sun, and broadens by degree*, 

Just o’er the verge of day. The shifting cloud* 
Assembled gay, a richly gorgeous train. 

In all their pomp attend his setting throne. 

Air, earth, and ocean smile immense. And now, 

As if his weary chariot sought the bowers 

Of Amphitrite, and her tending nymphs, 

(So Grecian fable sung) he dip* his orb ; 

Now half Immersed ; and now a golden curve 

Gives one bright glance, then total disappear*. * * 
Confessed from yonder slow-extinguished clouds, 

All ether softening, sober evening takes 

Her wonted station in the middle air ; 

A thousand shadow* at her beck. First this I 
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She sends on «uih; then that of deeper dye 
Steals soft behind; and then a deeper still, 

In circle following circle, gathers round, 

To close the face of things. A fresher gale 
Begins to wave the wood, and stir the stream, 
Sweeping with shadowy gust the fields of corn: 
While the quail clamours for his running mate. 
Wide o’er the thistly lawn, as swells the breeze, 

A whitening shower of vegetable down 
Amusive floats. The kind impartial care 
Of nature nought disdains: Hioughtful to feed 
Her lowest sons, and clothe fhe coming year. 

From field to field the feathered seeds she wings. 

I 11 is folded flock secure, the shepherd home 

j Ilies merry-hearted ; and by turns relieves 
The ruddy milkmaid of her brimming pail; 

The beauty whom perhaps his w itless heart— 
Unknowing what the joy-mixed anguish means— 
Sincerely loves, by that best language shown 
Of cordial glances, and obliging deeds. 

Onward they pass o’er many a panting height, 

And valley sunk, and unfrequented: where 
At fall of eve the f§iry people throng. 

In various game and revelry, to pass 
The summer night, as village stories tell. 

I But far about they wander from the grave 
I Of him whom his ungentle fortune urged 
! Against his own sad breast to lift the hand 
Of impious violence. The lonely tower 
Is also shunned ; whose mournful chambers bold— 
So night-struck fancy dreams—the yelling ghost. 

! Among the crooked lanes, on every hedge, 

| The glowworm lights his gem; and through the dark 
| A moving radiance twinkles. Evening yields 
: The world to night; not in her winter robe 
j Of massy Stygian woof, but loose arrayed 
In mantle dun. A faint erroneous ray, 

Glanced from the imperfect surfaces of things. 

Flings half an image on the straining eye; 

While wavering woods, and villages, and streams. 
And rocks, and mountain-tops, that long retained 
The ascending gleam, are all one swimming scene, 
Uncertain if Wield. Sudden to heaven 
t Thence weary vision turns ; where, leading soft 
i The silent hours of love, with purest ray 
i Sweet Venus shines; and from her genial rise, 
i When daylight sickens till it springs afresh, 

11 Unrivalled reigns, the fairest lamp of night. 

[^Autumn Evening Scene.] 

But see the fading many-coloured woods, 

1 Shade deepening over shade, the country round 
i Imbrown ; a crowded umbrage dusk and dun. 

Of every hue, from wan declining green 
To sooty dark. These now the lonesome muse. 

Low whispering, lead into their leaf-strown walks, 
And give the season in its latest view. 

Meantime, light shadow ing all, a sober calm 
Fleeces unbounded ether: whose least wave 
Stands tremulous, uncertain where to turn 
The gentle current: whilo illumined wide, 

The dewy-skirted clouds imbibe the sun, 

And through their lucid veil his softened force 
Shed o’er the peaceful world. Then is the time, 

For those whom virtue and whom nature charm, 

To steal themselves from the degenerate crowd, 

And soar above this little scene of things: 

To tread low-thoughted vice beneath their feet; 

To soothe the throbbing passions into peace; 

And woo lone Quiet in her silent walks. 

Thus solitary, and in pensive guise, 

Oft let me wander o’er the russet mead, 

And through the saddened grove, where scarce is 
heard 

One dying strain, to cheer the woodman’s toil. 


Haply some widowed songster pours his plaint, 
Far, in faint warblings, through the tawny copse; 
While congregated thrushes, linnets, larks, 

And each wild throat, whose artless strains so late 
Swelled all the music of the swarming shades. 
Robbed of their tuneful souls, now shivering sit 
On the dead tree, a dull despondent flock: 

With not a brightness waving o’er their plumes. 
And nought save chattering discord in their note. 
O let not, aimed from some inhuman eye, 

The gun the music of the coming year 
Destroy; and harmless, unsusjweting harm, 

Lay the weak tribes a miserable prey 
In mingled murder, fluttering on the pound ! 

The pale descending year, yet pleasing still, 

A gentler mood inspires; for now the leaf 
Incessant rustles from the mournful grove; 

Oft startling such as studious walk Iselow, 

And slowly circles through the waving air. 

But should a quicker breeze amid thorough* 

Sob, o’er the sky the leafy deluge streams ; 

Till choked, and matted with the dreary shower, 
The forest walks, at every rising gale, 

I Roll wide the withered waste, and whistle ldeak. 

J Fled is the blasted verdure of the fil'dds ; 

| And, shrunk into their l>eds, the flowery race 
Their sunny robes resign. E’en what remained 
Of stronger fruits falls from the naked tree ; 

And woods, fields, gardens, orchards all around. 

The desolated prospect thrills the soul. * * 

The western sun withdraws the shortened day, 
And humid evening, gliding o’er the sky, 
in her chill progress, to the ground condensed 
The vapour throws. Where creeping waters ooze, 
Where marshes stagnate, and where rivers wind, 
(’luster the roiling fogs, and swim along 
The dusky-mantlcd lawn. Meanwhile the moon, 
Eull-orbed, and breaking through the scattered 
clouds. 

Shows her broad visage in the crimsoned east. 
Turned to the sun direct her spotted disk, 

Where mountains rise, umbrageous dales descend, 
And caverns deep as optic tube descries, 

A smaller earth, gives us his blaze again, 

Void of its flame, and sheds a softer day. 

Now through the passing clouds she seems to 
stoop. 

Now uj) the pure cerulean rides sublime. 

Wide the pale deluge floats, and streaming mild 
O’er the skied mountain to the shadowy vale, 

While roeks and floods reflect the quivering gleam ; 
The whole air whitens with a boundless tide 
Of silver radiance trembling round the world. * * 

The lengthened night elapsed, the morning shines 
Serene, in all her dewy lu;auty bright, 

Unfolding fair the last autumnal day. 

And now the mounting sun dispels the fog; 

The rigid hoar-frost melts before his beam; 

And hung on every spray, on every blade 
Of grass, the myriad dew-drops tw inkle round. 

[Episode of Lavinia.] 

The lovely young Lavinia once had friends; 

And Fortune smiled, deceitful, on her birth; 

For, in her helpless years depri ved of all, 

Of every stay, save innocence and heaven, 

She, with her widowed mother, feeble, old, 

And poor, lived in a cottage, far retired 
Among the windings of a woodsy vale ; 

By solitude and deep surrounding shades, 

But more by bashful modesty, concealed. 

Together thus they shunned the cruel scorn 
Which virtue, sunk to poverty, would meet 
From giddy passion and low-minded pride: 

Almost on Nature’s common bounty fed; 
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Like the gay birds that sung them to repose, 
Content, and careless of to-morrow's fare. 

Her form was fresher than the morning rose 
When the dew wets its leaves; unstained and pure, 
As is the lily, or the mountain snow, 
i The modest virtues mingled in her eyes, 

; Sfciy on the ground dejected, darting all 
I Their humid beams into the blooming flowers: 
j Or when the mournful tale her mother told, 

Of what her faithless fortune promised once, 
Thrilled in her thought, they, like the dewy star 
; Of evening, shone in tears. A native grace 
Sat fair-proportioried on her polished limbs, 

( Veiled in a simple robe, their best attire, 

; Beyond the pomp of drew ; for loveliness 
Needs not the foreign aid of ornament, 

But is, when unadorned, adorned the most. 
Thoughtless of beauty, she was bEauty’s self, 
Recluse amid the close-cmbowering woods. 

• j 1 As in the hollow breast of Ancnnine, 

Beneath the shelter of encircling lulls, 

I A myrtle rises, far from human eye. 

And breathes its balmy fragrance o’er the wild ; 

So flourished blooming, and unseen by all. 

The sweet barium; till, at length, compelled 
By strong Necessity's supreme command, 

With smiling patience in her looks, she went 
To glean Palemon’s fields. The pride of swains 
( Palemon was, the generous, and the rich; 

Who led the rural life in all its joy 
' And elegance, such as Arcadian song 
Transmits from ancient uncorrupted times; 

W hen tyrant custom had not shackled man, 

! But free to follow nature was the mode. 

He then, his fancy with autumnal scenes 
! Amusing, chanced beside his reaper-train 
! To walk, when poor Lavinia drew his eye; 
Unconscious of her power, and turning quick 
With unaffected blushes from his gaze: 

He saw her charming, but he saw not half 
The charms her downcast modesty concealed. 

That very moment love and chaste desire 
Sprung in his bosom, to himself unknown ; 

For still the world prevailed, and its dread laugh, 
Which scarce the firm philosopher can scorn, 

.Should his heart own a gleaner in the field; 

And thus in secret to his soul he sighed : 

4 What pity ! that so delicate a form, 

. By beauty kindled, where enlivening sense 
And more than vulgar goodness seem to dwell, 
Should be devoted to the rude embrace 
j Of some indecent clown ! She looks, methiuks, 

Of old Acasto’s line ; and to my mind 
Recalls that patron of my happy life, 

From whom my liberal fortune took its rise; 

Now to the dust gone down; his houses, lands, 

1 And once fair-spreading family, dissolved. 

, ’Tis said that in some lone obscure retreat, 

I Urged by remembrance sad, and decent pride, 

! Far from those scenes which knew their better days, 

! Ilis aged widow and his daughter live, 

| Whom yet my fruitless search could never find. 
Romantic wish ! would this the daughter were !’ 

When, strict inquiring, from herself he found 
She was the same, the daughter of his friend, 

Of bountiful Aeasfco, who can speak 

The mingled passions that surprised his heart, 

And through his nerves in shivering transport ran ? 
Then blazed his smothered flame, avowed, and bold; 
And as he viewed her, ardent, o’er and o’er, 

Lovo, gratitude, and pity, wept at once. 

Confused and frightened at his sudden tears, 

Her rising beauties flushed a higher bloom, 

As thus Palemon, passionate and just, 

Poured out the pious rapture of his soul. 

* And art thou, then, Acasto’s de$r remains! 


She, whom mv restless gratitude has sought, j 

So long in vain l Oh heaVens! the very same, j 

The softened image of my noble friend, I 

Alive his every look, his every feature, ! 

More elegantly touched. Sweeter than Spring! : 
Thou sole surviving blossom from the root j 

That nourished up my fortune 1 Say, ah where, j 
In what sequestered desert hast thou drawn j 

The kindest aspect of delighted Heaven f j 

Into such beauty spread, and blown so fair; I 

Though poverty’s cold wind, and crushing rain, I 

Beat keen and heavy on thy tender years 1 
Oli let me now into a richer soil 

Transplant thee safe ! where vernal suns and showers | 
Diffuse their warmest, largest influence ; j 

And of my garden be the pride and joy! j 

111 it befits thee, oh, it ill befits | 

Acasto’s daughter, his whose open stores, : 

Though vast, were little to his ample heart, | 

'Fhe father of a country, thus to pick ‘ 

The very refuse of those harvest-fields, 

Which from his bounteous friendship I enjoy. 

Then throw that shameful pittance from thy hand, 

But ill applied to such a rugged task; j 

The fields, the master, all, my fair, are thine; ! 

If to the various blessings which thy house : 

Has on me lavished, thou wilt add that bliss, 

That dearest bliss, the power of blessing thee !* j 

Here ceased the youth : yet still his speaking eye 
Expressed the sacred triumph of his soul, 

With conscious virtue, gratitude, and love, 

Above the vulgar joy divinely raised. 

Nor wanted he reply. Won by the charm 

Of goodness irresistible, ami all 

In sweet disorder lost, she blushed consent. 

The news immediate to her mother brought, ! 

While, pierced with anxious thought, she pined away 
The lonely moments for Lari ilia’s fate; 

Amazed, and scarce believing what she heard, 

Joy seized her withered veins, and one bright gleam 
Of setting life shone on her evening hours: ; 

Not less enraptured than the happy pair; j 

Who flourished long in tender bliss, and reared 
A numerous offspring, lovely like themselves, 

And good, the grace of all the country round. j 

[A Winter Landscape.'] 

\ 

Through the hushed air the whitening shower descends, ’■ 
At first thin-wavering, till at last the flakes J 

Fall broad and wide, and fast, dimming the day i 
With a continual flow*. The cherished fields j 

Put on their winter robe of purest white: i 

’Tis brightness all, save where the new snow melts ’ 
Along the mazy current. Low the woods :| 

Bow their hoar head ; and ere the languid sun j j 

Faint from the west, emits his evening ray ; 

Earth’s universal face, deep hid, and chill. 

Is one wide dazzling waste, that buries wide 
The w orks of man. Drooping, the labourer-ox 
Stands covered o’er with snow, and then demands 
The fruif of all his toil. The fowls of heaven, I 

Tamed by the cruel season, crowd around 
The winnowing store, and claim the little boon I 

Which Providence assigns them. One alone, | 

The red-breast, sacred to the household gods, 

Wisely regardful of the embroiling sky, 

In joyless fields and thorny thickets, leaves 
Iiis shivering mates, and pays to trusted man 
His annual visit. Half-afraid, he first 
Against the window beats ; then, brisk, alights 
On the warm hearth ; then hopping o’er the floor, 

Eyes ail the smiling family askance, 

And pecks, and starts, and wonders where he is; 

Till more familiar grown, the table crumbs 
Attract his slender feet. The foodless wilds 
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Pour forth their brown inhabitants. The hare, 
Though timorous of heart, and hard beset 
By death in various forms, dark snares and dogs, 

And more unpitying men, the garden seeks, 

Urged on by fearless want. The bleating kino 
Eye the bleak heaven, and next, the glistening earth, 
With looks of dumb despair ; then, sad dispersed, 

Dig for the withered herb through heaps of snow. * * 
As thus the snows arise, and foul and fierce 
All winter drives along the darkened air, 

In his own loose revolving fields the swain 
Disastered stands ; sees other hills ascend, 

Of unknown joyless brow, and other scenes, 

Of horrid prospect, shag the trackless plain ; 

Nor finds the river nor the forest, hid 
Beneath the formless wild ; but wanders on 
From hill to dale, still more and more astray, 
Impatient flouncing through the drifted heaps, 

Stung with the thoughts of home ; the thoughts of 
| home 

| Bush on his nerves, and call their vigour forth 
In many a vain attempt. How sinks his soul ! 

What black despair, what horror, fills his heart ! 
When for the dusky spot which fancy feigned, 

His tufted cottage rising through the snow, 

He meets the roughness of the middle waste, 

Far from the track and blessed abode of man ; 

While round him night resistless closes fast, 

And every tempest howling o’er his head, 

Renders the savage wilderness more wild. 

Then throng the busy shapes into his mind, 

Of covered pits, unfathomably deep, 

A dire descent I beyond the power of frost; 

Of faithless bogs ; of precipices huge 

Smoothed up with snow; and what is land unknown, 

What water of the still unfrozen spring, 

In the loose marsh or solitary lake, 

Where the fresh fountain from the bottom boils. 

These check his fearful steps, and down he sinks 
Beneath the shelter of the shapeless drift, 

Thinking o’er all the bitterness of death, 

Mixed with the tender anguish nature shoots 
Through the wrung bosom of the dying man, 

His wife, his children, and his friends, unseen. 

In vain for him the officious wife prepares 
The fire fair blazing, and the vestment warm : 

In vain his little children, peeping out 
Into the mingling storm, demand their sire 
With tears of artless innocence. Alas ! 

Nor wife nor children more shall he behold, 

Nor friends, nor sacred home. On every nerve 
The deadly winter seizes, shuts up sense, 

And o’er his inbaost vitals creeping cold, 

Lays him along the snows a stiffened corse, 

Stretched out, and bleaching on the northern blast. 

[Benevolent Reflections, from ‘ Winter'] 

Ah little think the gay licentious proud, 

Whom pleasure, power, and affluence surround ; 

They, who their thoughtless hours in giddy mirth, 

And wanton, often cruel, riot waste; 

Ah little think they, while they dance along, 

How many feel, this very moment, death 
And all the sad variety of pain. 

How many sink in the devouring flood, 

Or more devouring flame. How many bleed, 

By shameful variance betwixt man and man. 

How many pine in want and dungeon glooms ; 

Shut from the common air, and common uso 
Of their own limbs. How many drink the cup 
Of baleful grief, or eat the bitter bread 
Of misery. Sore pierced by wintry winds, 

How many shrink into the sordid hut 
Of cheerless poverty. How many shake 
With all the fiercer tortures of the mind, 


Unbounded passion, madness, guilt, remorse; 

Whence tumbled headlong from the height of life, 
They furnish matter for tho tragic muse. 

Even in the vale, where wisdom loves to dwell, 

With friendship, peace, and contemplation joined, 
How many, racked with honest passions, droop 
In deep retired distress. How many stand 
Around the deathbed of their dearest friends, 

And point the parting anguish. Thought fond man 
Of these, and all the thousand nameless ills, 

That one incessant struggle render life. 

One 6ccne of toil, of suffering, and of fate, 

Vice in his high career would stand appalled, 

And heedless rambling impulse learn to think; 

The consious heart of charity would warm, 

And her wide wish benevolence dilate; 

The social tear would rise, the social sigh; 

And into clear perfection, gradual bliss, 

Refining still, the social passions work. 

Hymn on the Seasons. 

These, as they change. Almighty Father, these 
Are but the varied tiod. The rolling year *i 

Is full of thee. Forth in the pleasing Spring ! 

Thy beauty walks, thy tenderness and love. ! 

Wide flush the fields ; the softening air is balm ; j 
Echo the mountains round ; the forest smiles; j 

And every sense and every heart is joy. ! 

Then comes thy glory in the Summer months, ■ 

With light and heat refulgent. Then thy sun , 

Shoots full perfection through the swelling year: j 

And oft thy voice in dreadful thunder speaks, J 

And oft at dawn, deep noon, or falling eve, j 

By brooks and groves in hollow-whispering gales. 

Thy bounty shines in Autumn unconfiued, ; 

And spreads a common feast for all that lives. 

In Winter awful thou! with clouds and storms 
Around thee thrown, tempest o’er tempest rolled, 
Majestic darkness ! On the whirlwind’s wing 
Riding sublime, thou hidst the world adore, 

And humblest nature with thy northern bloat. 

Mysterious round ! what skill, what force divine, 
Deep-felt, in these appear ! a simple train, 

Yet so delightful mixed, with such kind art, 

Such beauty and beneficence combined ; 

Shade unperceived, so softening into shade; 

And all so forming a harmonious whole, 1 > 

That, as they still succeed, they ravish still. *1 

Rut wandering oft, with rude unconscious gaze, j | 

Man marks not thee, marks not the mighty hand jj 
That, ever busy, wheels the silent spheres ; 

Works in the secret deep ; shoots steaming thence ; ( 
The fair profusion that o’erspreads the spring; • 

Flings from the sun direct the flaming da> > ; j 

Feeds every creature ; hurls the tempest forth, ! 

And, as on earth this grateful change revolves, ! j 

With transport touches all the springs of life. \ j 

Nature, attend! join, every living soul jj 

Beneath the spacious temple of the sky, j! 

In adoration join; and ardent raise ; * 

One general song I To Him, ye vocal gales, j 

Breathe soft, whose spirit in your freshness breathes, i 
Oh talk of Him in solitary glooms, j 

Where o’er the rock the scarcely waving pine j 

Fills the brown shade with a religious awe. j 

And ye, whose bolder note is heard afar, j 

Who shake the astonished world, lift high to heaven j 
The impetuous song, and say from whom you rage. 

His praise, ye brooks, attune, ye trembling rills; ! 

And let me catch it as I muse along. j 

Ye headlong torrents, rapid and profound; 

Ye softer floods, that lead the humid maze 
Along the vale; and thou majestic main, 

A secret world of wonders in thyself, 

Sound His stupendous praise, whose greater voice 
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Or bids you roar, or bids your roaring fall. 

So roll your incense, herbs, and fruits, and flowers, 

In mingled clouds to Him, whose sun exalts. 

Whose breath perfumes you, and whose pencil paints. 
Ye forests bend, ye harvests wave to Him; 

Breathe your still song into the reaper’s heart, 

As home he goes beneath the joyous moon. 

Ye that keep watch in heaven, as earth asleep 
Unconscious lies, effuse your mildest beams; 

Ye constellations, while your angels strike, 

! Amid the spangled sky, the silver lyre. 

| Great source of day! blest image hero below 
’ Of thy Creator, ever pouring wide, 
i From world to world, the vital ocean round, 

; On nature write with every beam His praise, 
tj The thunder rolls: be hushed the prostrate world, 

| While' cloud to cloud returns the solemn hymn. 

: Bleat out afresh ye hills; ye mossy rocks 
Retain the sound ; the broad responsive low, 

Ye valleysf^aise; for the Great Shepherd reigns, 

And his unsuffering kingdom yet will come. 

Ye woodlands, all awake; a hound less song 
Burst from the groves ; and when the restless day, 
Kxpiring, lays the warbling world asleep, 

Sweetest of birds! sweet Philomela, charm 

The listening shades, and teach the night Ilia praise. 

Ye chief, for whom the whole ed ition smiles ; 

At once the head, the heart, the tongue of all, 

Crown the great hymn! in swarming cities vast, 

Assembled men to the deep organ join 

The long resounding voice, oft breaking clear, 

At solemn pauses, through the swelling base ; 

And, as each mingling flame increases each, 
i In one united ardour rise to heaven. 

Or if you rather choose the rural shade, 

And find a fane in every sacred grove, 

There let the shepherd’s lute, the virgin’s lay, 

The prompting seraph, and the poet’s lyre, 

Still sing the God of seasons as they roll. 

For me, when 1 forget the darling theme, 

Whether the blossom blows, the Summer ray 
Russets the plain, inspiring Autumn gleams, 

Or Winter rises in the blackening east— 

Be my tongue mute, my fancy paint no more, 

And, dead to joy, forget my heart to beat. 

Should fate command me to the farthest verge 
Of the green earth, to distant barbarous climes, 
Rivers unknown to song; where first the sun 
Gilds Indian fountains, or his setting beam 
Flames on the Atlantic isles, ’tis nought to me; 
Since God is ever present, ever felt, 

In the void waste as in the city full; 

And where He vital breathes, there must be jo y. 
When even at lost the solemn hour shall come, 

And wing my mystic flight to future worlds, 

I cheerful will obey ; there with new powers, 

Will rising wonders sing. I cannot go 
Where universal love not smiles around, 

Sustaining all you orbs, and all their suns; 

From seeming evil still educing good, 

And better thence again, and better still, 

In infinite progression. But I lose 
Myself in Him, in light ineffable! 
j Come, then, expressive silence, muse His praise. 

i 

J [The Caravan of Mccqa.] 

I Breathed hot 

| From all the boundless furnace of the sky, 

And the wide glittering waste of burning sand, 

I A suffocating wind the pilgrim smites 
With instant death. Patient of thirst and toil) 

| Son of the desert! e’en the camel feels, 

Shot through his withered heart, the fiery blast. 

I Or from the black-red ether, bursting broad, 

Sallies the sudden whirlwind. Straight the sands 


Commoved around, in gathering eddies play; 

Nearer and nearer stillthey darkening come, 

Till with the general all-involving storm ' 

Swept up, the whole continuous wilds arise ; 

And by their noon-day fount dejected thrown, 

Or sunk at night in sad disastrous sleep, 

Beneath descending hills, the caravan 
Is buried deep. In Cairo’s crowded streets 
The impatient merchant, wondering, waits in vain, i 
And Mecca saddens at the long delay. 

[ The Siberian Exile.] 

Our infant winter sinks 
Divested of his grandeur, should our eye 
Astonished shoot into the frigid zone ; 

Where for relentless months continual night 
Holds o’er the glittering waste her starry reign. 

There, through the prison of unbounded wilds, 

Barred by the hand of nature from escape, 

Wide roams the Russian exile. Nought around 
Strikes his sad eye, but deserts lost in snow; 

And heavy-loaded groves ; and solid floods 
That stretch athwart the solitary waste 
Their icy horrors to the frozen main ; 

And cheerless towns far distant, never blessed 

Save when its annual course the caravan 

Bends to the golden coast of rich Cathay. j 

[Pestilence at Carthagena.} 

Wasteful, forth 

Walks the dire power of pestilent disease. 

A thousand hideous fiends her course attend. 

Sick nature blasting, and to heartless wo 

And feeble desolation casting down 

The towering hoi>cs and all the pride of man. 

Such as of late at Carthagcna quenched 
The British fire. You, gallant Vernon, saw | 

The miserable scene ; you, pitying, saw > 

To infant weakness sunk the warrior’s arm; 

Saw the deep racking pang, the ghastly form, 

The lip pale quivering, and the beamless eye 
So more with ardour bright; you heard the groans 
Of agonising ships, from shore to shore ; 

Heard, nightly plunged amid the sullen waves. 

The frequent corse ; while on each other fixed 
In sad presage, the blank assistants seemed 
Silent to ask whom Fate would next demand. 

[From the 1 Cattle of Indolence.'] 

O mortal man, who livest here by toil, 
l>o not complain of this tby hard estate; 

That like an emmet thou must ever moil, 

Is a sad sentence of an ancient date; 

And, certes, there is for it reason great; 

For, though sometimes it makes thee weep and wail, 
And curse thy star, and early drudge and late, 
Witliouten that would come a heavier bale, 

Loose life, unruly passions, and diseases pale. 

In lowly dale, fast by a river’s side. 

With woody hill o’er hill encompassed round, 

A most enchanting wizard did abide, 

Than whom a fiend more fell is nowhere found. 

It was, I ween, a lovely spot of ground: j 

And there a season at ween June and May, ^ j 
Half pranked with spring, with summer half im- j 
browned, 

A listless climate made, where, sooth to say, 

No living wight could work, ne cared even for play. 

Was nought around but images of rest: 
Sleep-soothing groves, and quiet lawns between $ 

And flowery was that slumberous Influence kast. 
From poppies breathed; and beds of pleasant green, 
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Where never yet was creeping creature seen. 
Meantime unnumbered glittering streamlets played, 
And hurled everywhere their waters sheen ; 

That, as they bickered through the sunny glade, 
Though restless still themselves, a lulling murmur 
made. 

Joined to the prattle of the purling rills, 

Were heard the lowing herds along the vale, 

And flocks loud bleating from the distant hills, 
And vacant shepherds piping in the dale: 

And now and then sweet Philomel would wail, 

Or stock-doves ’plain amid the forest deep, 

That drowsy rustled to the sighing gale; 

And still a coil the grasshopper did keep; 

Yet all these sounds yblent inclined all to sleep. 

Full in the passage of the vale above, 

A sable, silent, solemn forest stood. 

Where nought but shadowy forms was seen to move, 
As Idlesse fancied in her dreaming mood : 

And up the hills, on either side, a wood 
Of blackening pines, aye waving to and fro, 

Sent forth a sleepy horror through the blood ; 

And where this valley winded out below. 

The murmuring main was heard, and scarcely heard, 
to flow. 

A pleasing land of drowsy-head it was, 

Of dreams that wave before the half-shut eye: 

And of gay castles in the clouds that pass, 

For ever flushing round a summer sky : 

There eke the soft delights, that witchingly 
Instil a wanton sweetness through the breast, 

And the calm pleasures, always hovered nigh ; 

But whate’er smacked of noyance or unrest, 

Was far, far off expelled from this delicious nest. 

The landskip such, inspiring perfect ease, 

Where Indolenc# (for so the wizard hight) 

Close hid his castle mid embowering trees, 

That half shut out the beams of Phoebus bright, 
And made a kind of checkered day and night. 
Meanwhile, unceasing at the massy gate, 

Beneath a spacious palm, the wicked wight 
Was placed; and to his lute, of cruel fate, 

And labour harsh, complained, lamenting man’s 
estate. 


Outcast of nature, man! the wretched thrall 
Of bitter dropping sweat, of sweltry pain, 

Of cares that eat away thy heart with gall, 

And of the vices, an inhuman train, 

That all proceed from savage thirst of gain: 

For when hard-hearted Interest first began 
To poison earth, Astrcea left the plain; 

Guile, violence, and murder, seized on man, 

And, for soft milky streams, with blood the rivers ran J 

Come, ye who still the cumbrous load of life 
Push hard up hill; but as the farthest steep 
You trust to gain, and put an end to strife, 

Down thunders back the stone with mighty sweep, 
And hurls your labours to the valleys deep, 

For ever vain ; come, and, withouten fee, 

I in oblivion will your sorrows steep, 

Your cares, your toils, will steep you in a sea 
Of full delight: oh come, ye weary wights, to me! < 

With me, you need not rise at early djfen, I 

To pass the joyless day in various stounds ; | 

Or, touting iow, on upstart fortune fawn, j 

And sell fair honour for some paltry pounds ; 

Or through the city take your dirty^rounds, ' 

To cheat, and dun, and lie, and visit pay, 

Now flattering base, now giving secret wounds : 

Or prowl in human courts of law for human prey, 

In venal senate thieve, or rob on broad highway. 

No cocks, with me, to rustic labour call, 

From village on to village sounding clear: 

To tardy swain no shrill-voiced matrons squall; ; 

No dogs, no babes, no wives, to stun your ear; 

No hammers thump ; no horrid blacksmith fear; ; 
No noisy tradesmen your sweet slumbers start, I 

With sounds that are a misery to hear; 

But all is calm, as would delight the heart 
Of Sybarite of old, all nature, and all art. ' 

Here nought but candour reigns, indulgent ea>e, j 
Good-natured lounging, sauntering up and down : 
They who are pleased themselves must always please; 
On others’ ways they never squint a frown, 

Nor heed what haps iu hamlet or in town: ; 

Thus, from the source of tender indolence, I 

With milky blood the heart is overflown, j 

Is soothed and sweetened by the social sense; ' 

For interest, envy, pride,ami strife, are banished hence. ; 


Thither continual pilgrims crowded still. 

From all the roads of earth that pass there by ; 
For, as they chanced to breathe on neighbouring hill, 
The freshness of this valley smote their eye, 

And drew them ever and anon more nigh ; 

Till clustering round the enchanter false the}- hung, 
Ymolten with his syren melody; 

While o’er the enfeebling lute his hand he flung, 
And to the trembling chords these tempting verses 
sung: 


What, what is virtue, but repose of mind, 

A pure ethereal calm, that knows m^stonn ; 

Above the reach of wild ambition’s wind, 

Above the passions that this world deform, 

And torture man, a proud malignant worm ? 

But here, instead, soft gales of passion play, 

And gently stir the heart, thereby to form 
A quicker sense of joy ; as breezes stray 
Across the enlivened skies, and make them still more 

gay- 


‘ Behold 1 ye pilgrims of this earth, behold ! 
See all but man with unearned pleasure gay : 
See her bright robes the butterfly unfold. 

Broke from her wintry tomb in prime of May l 
What youthful bride can equal her array ? 
Who can with her for easy pleasure vie ? 

From mead to mead with gentle wing to stray, 
From flower to flower on balmy gales to fly, 

Is all she has to do beneath the radiant sky. 


The best of men have ever loved repose: * 

They hate to mingle in the filthy fray; ! 

Whore the soul sours, and gradual rancour grows, i 
Imbittered more from peevish day to day. ; 

Kvcn those whom Fame has lent her fairest my, 

The most renowned of worthy wights of yore, J 

From a base world at last have stolen away : 

So Scipio, to the soft Curmean shore 
Retiring, tasted joy he never knew before. 


Behold the merry minstrels of the mom, 

The swarming songsters of the careless grove, 

Ten thousand throats l that from the flowering thorn. 
Hymn their good God, and carol sweet of love, 
Such grateful kindly raptures them emove: 

They neither plough, nor sow; ne, fit for flail, 

E’er to the bam the nodding sheaves they drove; 
Yet theirs each harvest dancing in the gale, 
Whatever crowns the hill, or Smiles along the vale. 


But if a little exercise you choose, 

Some zest for ease, ’tis not forbidden here. 

Amid the groves you may indulge the muse, 

Or tend the blooms, and deck the vernal year; 

Or softly stealing, with your watery gear, 

Along the brook, the crimson-spotted fry 
You may delude; the whilst, amused, you hear 
Now the hoarse stream, and now the zephyr’s sigh, 
Attuned to the birds, azul woodland melody. 
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Oh, grievous folly ! to heap up estate, 

Losing the days you see beneath the sun ; 

When, sudden, comes blind unrelenting fate, 

And gives the untasted portion you have won, 

With ruthless toil, and many a wretch undone, 

To those who mock you gone to Pluto’s reign, 

There with sad ghosts to pine, and shadows dun : 
Hut sure it is or vanities most vain, 

To toil for what you here untoiling may obtain.’ 

He ceased. Hut still their trembling cars retained 
The deep vibrations of his ’witching song; 

That, by a kind of magic power, constrained 
To enter in, pcll-inell, the listening throng, 

Heaps poured on heap#, and yet they slipped along, 
In silent cose; as when beneath the beam 
Of suinmer-moons, the distant woods among, 

Or by some flood all silvered with the gleam, 

The soft-embodied fays through airy portal stream. 

^ * * * 

Waked by the crowd, slow from his bench arose 
A comely full-spread porter, swollen with sleep ; 
llis calm, broad, thoughtless aspect breathed repose; 

| And in sweet torpor he was plunged deep, 

! No could himself from ceaseless yawning keep ; 

1 j While o’er his eyes the drowsy liquor ran, 
j| Through which his half-waked soul would faintly 
peep. 

Then taking his black staff, he called his man, 
i; And roused himself as much as rouse himself he can. 

The lad leaped lightly Tit his master’s call. 

: He was, to weet, a little roguish page, 

Save sleep and play who minded nought at all, 
Like most the* untaught striplings of his age. 

This hoy he kept each band to disengage, 

(Sartors amt buckles, task for him unfit, 

Hut ill-becoming his grave personage, 
j: And which his portly paunch would not permit, 

So this same limber page to all performed it. 

! Meantime the master-porter wide displayed 
Great store of caps, of slippers, ami of gowns ; 
Wherewith he those that entered in, arrayed 
| > Loose, as the breeze* that plays along the downs, 
i | Ami waves the summer-woods when evening frowns. 
| j Oh fair undress, best dress ! it checks no vein, 
j. Hut every flowing limb in pleasure drowns, 

! i And heightens ease with grace. This done, right fain 
;! Sir porter sat him down, und turned to sleep again. 

J ... 

j Strait of these endless numbers, swarming round, 

|j Ah thick as idle motes in sunny ray, 

Not one eftsoons in view was to he found, 

! Hut every man strolled off his own glad way, 

Wide o’er this ample court’s blank area, 

With all the lodges that thereto pertained ; 

No living creature could be seen to stray ; 

While solitude and perfect silence reigned : 

So that to think you dreamt you almost was constrained. 

Ab when a shepherd of the Hebrid isles, 

Placed far amid the melancholy main 
(Whether it be lone fancy him beguiles, 

Or that aerial beings sometimes deign 
To stand embodied to our senses plain), 

Sees on the naked hill, or valley low, 

The whilst in ocean Phoebus dips his wain, 

A vast assembly moving to and fro; 

Then all at once in air dissolves the wondrous show. 


The doors, that knew no shrill alarming bell, 
Ne cursed knocker plied t>y villain’s hand, 
Self-opened into halls, where, who can tell 
What elegance and grandeur wide expand, 


The pride of Turkey and of Persia land! 

Soft quilts on quilts, on carpets carpets spread, 

And couches stretched around in seemly oancl; 

And endless pillows rise to prop the head ; 

) that each spacious room was one full-swelling bed. 

And everywhere huge covered tables stood, 

With wines high flavoured and rich viands*crowned; 
Whatever, sprightly juice or tasteful food 
On the green bosom of this earth are found, 

And all old ocean genders in his round ; j 

Home hand unseen these silently displayed, r 

Even undemanded by a sign or sound; ! 

You need but wish, and, instantly obeyed, t 

Fair ranged the dishes rose, and thick the glasses 
played. 

The rooms with costly tapestry were hung, 

Where was imvoven many a gentle tale; 

Such as of old the rural poets sung, 

Or of Arcadian or Sicilian vale : 

Reclining lovers, in the lonely dale. 

Poured forth at large the sweetly-tortured heart; 

Or, sighing tender passion, swelied the gale,. I 

And taught charmed echo to resound their smart; J | 
While flocks, woods, streams, around, repose and peace ! 
impart. { 

Those pleased the most, where, by a cunning hand, j 
Repainted was the patriarchal age ; 

What time Ran Abraham left the Chaldee land, j 
And pastured on from verdant stage to stage, 

Where fields and fountains fresh could best engage. , 
Toil was not then. Of nothing took they heed| 1 
Hut with wild beasts the sylvan war to wage. 

And o’er vast plains their herds and flocks to feed ; 
Blest sons of nature they! true golden age indeed ! 

Sometimes the pencil, in cool airy halls, 

Hade the gay bloom of vernal landscapes rise. 

Or autumn’s varied shades imbrown the walls ; i 
Now the black tempest strikes the astonished eyes, . 
Now down the steep the flashing torrent flies ; i 
The trembling sun now plays o’er ocean blue, j 

And now rude mountains frown amid the skies ; j 
Whate’cr Lorraine light-touched with softening hue,; 
Or savage Rosa dashed, or learned Poussin drew. | 

j 

A certain music, never known before, j 

Here lulled the pensive melancholy mind, ] 

Full easily obtained. Behoves no more, 

Hut sidelong, to the gently-waving wind, j 

To lay the well-tuned instrument reclined ; j 

From which with airy flying fingers light, j 

Beyond each mortal touch the most refined. 

The god of winds drew sounds of deep delight; j 
Whence, with just cause, the harp of JEolus it I 
bight. j 

Ah me ! what hand can touch the string so fine! 

Who up the lofty diapason roll 

Such sweet, such sad, such solemn airs divine, ! 

Then let them down again into the soul I 

Now rising love they fanned ; now pleasing dole 

They breathed, in tender musings, through the heart; 

And now a graver sacred strain they stole. 

As when seraphic hands a hymn impart: 

Wild warbling nature all, above the reach of art / 

Such the gay splendour, the luxurious state 
Of Caliphs old, who on the Tigris’ shore, 

In mighty Bagdad, populous and great, 

Held their bright court, where was of ladies store; 
And verse, love, music, still the garland wore; 

When sleep was coy, the bard in waiting there 
Cheered the lone midnight with the muse’s lore; 
Composing music bade his dreams be fhlr, 

And music lent new gladness to the morning air. 
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Near the pavilions where we slept, still ran 
I Soft tinkling streams, and dashing waters fell, 
j And sobbing breezes sighed, and oft began 
I (So worked the wizard) wintry storms to swell, 

} As heaven and earth they would together mell; 

| At doors and windows threatening seemed to call 
| The demons of the tempest, growling fell, 
j Yet the least entrance found they none at all; 

| Whence sweeter grew our sleep, secure in massy hall. 

And hither Moz*pheus sent his kindest dreams, 

| Raising a world of gayer tinct and graco; 

O’er which were shadowy cast Elysian gleams, 
i That played in waving Lights, from place to place, 

, And shed a roseate smile on nature's face. 

I Not Titian’s pencil e’er could so array, 
j So fierce with clouds, the pure ethereal space; 

| Ne could it e’er such melting forms display, 
t As loose on flowery beds all languishingly lay, 

j No,fair illusions! artful phantoms, no! 

My muse will not attempt your l'airy land ; 
j She has no colours that like you can glow; 

To catch your vivid scenes too gross her hand. 

But sure it is, was ne’er a subtler band 

Than these same guileful angel-seeming sprights, 

Who thus in dreams voluptuous, soft, and bland, 

! Poured ail the Arabian heaven upon our nights, 
And blesscdthem oft lies ides with more refined delights. 

| They were, in sooth, a most enchanting train, 

! Even feigning virtue ; skilful to unite 
j With evil good, and strew with pleasure pain. 

But for those fiends whom blood and broils delight, 
| Who hurl the wretch, as if to hell outright, 

| Down, down black gulfs, where sullen waters sleep ; 

Or hold him clambering all the fearful night 
! On beetling cliffs, or pent in ruins deep ; 

They, till due time should serve, were bid far hence 
to keep. 

I Ye guardian spirits, to whom man is dear, 
j From these foul demons shield the midnight gloom ; 
j Angels of fancy and of love be near, 

| And o’er the blank of sleep diffuse a bloom ; 

| Evoke the sacred shades of Greece and Rome, 

And let them virtue with a look impart: 

But chief, awhile, oh lend us from the tomb 
Those lon^-lost friends for whom in love we smart, 
And fill with pious awe and joy-mixt wo the heart. 


Rule Britannia. 

When Britain first at Heaven’s command, 
Arose from out the azure main, 

This was the charter of the land, 

And guardian angels sung the strain : 
Rule Britannia, Britannia rules the waves l 
Britons never shall be slaves. 

The nations not bo blest as thee, 

Must in their turn to tyrants fall, 
Whilst thou Bhalt flourish great and free. 
The dread and envy of them all. 

Rule Britannia, &c. 


To thee belongs the rural reign; 

Thy cities shall with commerce shine ; 

• All shall be subject to the main, 

And every shore it circles thine. 

Rule Britannia, &c. 

The muses, still with freedom found, 

Shall to thy happy coast repair; 

Blest isle, with matchless beauty crowned, 
And manly hearts to guard the fair. 
Rule Britannia, &c. 


JOHN DYER. 

John Dver, a picturesque* and moral poet, was a 
native of Wales, being born at Aberglasslyn, Car¬ 
marthenshire, in 1700. His father was a solicitor, 
and intended his son for the Bame profession. The 
latter, however, had a taste for the arts, and 
rambled over his native country, filling his mind 
with a love of nature, and his portfolio with sketches 
of her most beautiful and striking objects. The 
sister art of poetry also claimed his regard, and 
during his excursions lie wrote Grungar Hill , the 
production on which his fame rests, and where it 
rests securely. Dyer next made a tour to Italy, to 
study painting. lie dews not seem to have excelled 
as an artist, though he was an able skctcher. On 
his return in 1740, lie published another poem, The 
Ruins of Rome , in blank verse. One short passage, 
often quoted, is conceived, as Johnson remarks, : 
4 with the mind of a poet 

The pilgrim oft 

At dead of night, ‘mid his orison, hears, | 

Aghast, the voice of time, disparting towers, 
Tumbling all precipitate down dashed, 

Rattling around, loud thundering to the moon, 

Seeing, probably, that he had little chance of suc¬ 
ceeding as an artist, Dyer entered the church, and 
obtained successively the livings of Calthrop, in Lei¬ 
cestershire, of Conningsby, in Huntingdonshire, and 
of Belchford and Kirkby, in Lincolnshire. He pub- 1 
lished in 1757 his longest poetical work, The Fleece , 
devoted to 

The care of sheep, the labours of the loom. j 

The subject was not a happy one. How can a man 1 
write poetically, as was remarked by Johnson, of 
serges and druggets? One critic asked Dodsloy ; 
how old the author of ‘ The Fleece’ was ; and learn- i 
ing that he was in advanced life, ‘ He will,’ said the j 
critic, ‘ be buried in woollen.’ The poet did not ; 
long survive the publication, for he died next year, j 
on the 24th of July 1758. The poetical pictures of I 
Dyer are happy miniatures of nature, correctly 
drawn, beautifully coloured, and grouped with the j 
taste of an artist. His moral reflections arise na- j 
turally out of his subject, and are never intrusive. ; 
All bear evidence of a kind and gentle heart, and a j 
true poetical fancy. 


Grongar Hill . 

Silent nymph, with curious eye, 
Who, the purple evening, lie 
On the mountain’s lonely van, 
Beyond the noise of busy man ; 
Painting fair the form of things, 
While the yellow linnet sings; 

Or the tuneful nightingale 
Charms the forest with her tale; 
Come, with all thy various hues, 
Come, and aid thy sister Muse: 
Now, while Phoebus, riding high. 
Gives lustre to the land and sky! 


Still more majestic shalt thou rise, 

More dreadful from each foreign stroke ’ T 
As the loud blast that tears the skies, 
Serves hut to root thy native oak. 

Rule Britannia, &c. 

Thee haughty tyrants ne*er rfhall tame; 

All their attempts to bend thee down 
Will but arouse thy generous flame, 

And work their wo and thy renown. 

Rule Britannia, Ac. 
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Grongar Hill invites my song, 

Draw the landscape bright and strong; 
Grongar, in whose mossy cells, 

Sweetly musing, Quiet dwells; 

Grongar, in whose silent shade, 

For the modest Muses made; 

So oft I have, the evening still, 

At the fountain of a rill, 

Sat upon a flowery bed, 

With my hand beneath my head ; 

While strayed my eyes o’er Towy’s flood, 
Over mead, and over wood, 

From house to house, from hill to hill, 

Till contemplation had her fill. 

About his chequered sides I wind, 

And leave his brooks and meads behind, 
And groveB, and grottos where I lay, 

And vistas shooting beams of day : 

Wide and wider spreads the vale, 

As circles on a smooth canal: 

The mountains round, unhappy fate, 

Sooner or later, of all height, 

Withdraw their summits from the skies, 
And lesseiaas the others rise : 

Still the prospect wider spreads, 

Adds a thousand woods and meads; 

Still it widens, widens still, 

And sinks the newly-risen hill. 

Now I gain the mountain’s brow, 

What a landscape lies below ! 

No clouds, no vapours intervene, 

But the gay, the open scene, 

Does the lace of nature show, 

In all the hues of heaven’s bow; 

And, swelling to embrace the light, 

Spreads around beneath the sight. 

Old castles on the dills arise, 

Proudly towering in the skies I 
Hushing from the woods, the spires 
Seem from hence ascending fires! 

Half his beams Apollo sheds 
On the yellow mountain heads! 

Gilds the fleeces of the flocks, 

And glitters on the broken rocks! 

Below me trees unnumbered rise, 
Beautiful in various dyes: 

The gloomy {line, the poplar blue, 

The yellow beech, tlio sable yew, 

The slender fir, that taper grows, 

The sturdy oak, with broad-spread boughs. 
And beyond the purple grove, 

Haunt of Phyllis, queen of love! 

Gaudy as the opening dawn, 

Lies a long and level lawn, 

On which a dark hill, steep and high, 
Holds and charms the wandering eye ! 
Deep are his feet in Towy’s flood, 

His sides arc clothed with waving wood. 
And ancient towers crown his brow, 

That cast au awful look below ; 

Whose ragged walls the ivy ereens, 

And with her arms from falling Keeps : 

So both a safety from the wind 
On mutual dependence find. 

’Tis now the raven’s bleak abode ; 

Tis now the apartment of the toad ; 

And there the fox securely feeds. 

And there the poisonous adder breeds. 
Concealed in ruins, moss, and weeds; 
While, ever and anon, there falls 
Huge heaps of hoary mouldered walls. 

Yet time has seen, that lifts the low, 

And level lays the lofty brow, 

Has seen this broken pile complete. 

Big with the vanity of state; 

But transient is the smile of fate! 


JOHN DYKE. 


A little rule, a little sway, 

A sunbeam in a winter’s day. 

Is all the proud and mighty have 
Between the cradle and the grave. 

And see the rivers, how they run 
Through woods and meads, in shade and sun, 
Seme times swift, sometimes slow, 

Wave succeeding wave, they go 
A various journey to the deep, 

Like human life, to endless sleep I 
Thus is nature’s vesture wrought, 

To instruct our wandering thought J 
Thus she dresses green and gay, 

To disperse our cares away. 

Ever charming, ever new, 

When will the landscape tire the view E 
The fountain’s fall, the river’s flow. 

The woody valleys, warm and low; 

The windy summit, wild and high, 

Roughly rushing on the sky! 

The pleasant seat, the ruined tower, 

The naked rock, the shady bower; 

The town and village, dome and farm. 

Each give each a double charm, 

As pearls upon an ASthiop’s arm. 

See, on the mountain’s southern side, 

Where the prospect opens wide, 

Where the evening gilds the tide. 

How close and small the hedges lie ! 

What streaks of meadows cross the eye! 

A step, moth inks, may pass the stream. 

So little distant dangers seem ; 

So we mistake the future’s face, 

Kved through hope’s deluding glass; 

As yon summits soft and fair , 

Clad in colours of the air, 

Which to those who journey near, 

Barren , brown, amd rowjh appear; 

Still we tread the same coarse way , 

The present's still a cloudy day.* 

0 may I with myself agree. 

And never covet what I see! 

Content me with a humble shade. 

My passions tamed, my wishes laid ; 

For while our wishes wildly roll, 

We banish quiet from the soul: 

’Tis thus the busy beat the air, 

And misers gather wealth and care. 

Now, even now, my joys run high, 

As on the mountain turf I lie ; 

While the wanton zephyr sings. 

Ami in the vale perfumes his wings; 

While the waters murmur deep, 

While the shepherd charms his sheep, 

While the birds unbounded fly, 

And with music fills the sky, 

Now r , even now, my joys run high. 

Be full, ye courts; be great who will; 

Search for peace with all your skill; 

Open wide the lofty door, 

Seek her on the marble floor: 

In vain you search, she is not there; 

In vain you search the domes of care! 

Grass and flowers Quiet treads, 

On the meads and mountain heads, 

Along with Pleasure close allied, 

Ever dv each other’s side: 

And often, by the murmuring rill. 

Hears the thrush, while all is still, 

Within the groves of Grongar Hill. 

* Byron thought the lines hero printed in Italics the original 
of Campbell's far-famed lines at the opening of * the Plea¬ 
sures of Hope 

1 'Tis distance lends enchantment to the view. 

And robes the moiflitain in its azure hue.* 
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"WILLIAM HAMILTON. 

William Hamilton of Bangour, a Scottish gentle¬ 
man of education, rank, and accomplishments, was 
born of an ancient family in Ayrshire in 1704. lie 
was the delight of the fashionable circles of his 
native country, and became early distinguished for 
his poetical talents. In 1745, struck, we may sup¬ 
pose, with the romance of the enterprise, Hamilton 
joined the standard of Prince Charles, and became 
the ‘volunteer laureate’ of the Jacobites, by cele¬ 
brating the battle of Gladsmuir. On the discomfi¬ 
ture of the party, Hamilton succeeded in effecting 
his escape to France; but having many friends and 
admirers among the royalists at home, a pardon 
was procured for the rebellious poet, and he was 
soon restored to his native country and his paternal 
estate. He did not, however, live long to enjoy his 
good fortune. His health had always been delicate, 
and a pulmonary complaint forced him to seek the 
warmer climate of the continent. He gradually 
declined, and died at Lyons in 1754. 

Hamilton’s first and best strains were dedicated 
j to lyrical poetry. Before he was twenty, lie hud 
! assisted Allan Ramsay in his 4 Tea-Table Miscellany.’ 

| In 1748, some person, unknown to him, collected 
I and published his poems in Glasgow; but they first 
I genuine and correct copy did not appear tilV after 
! the author’s death, in 1760, when a collection was 
I made from his own manuscripts. The most^attrac- 
! tive feature in his works is his pure English style, 
j and a somewhat ornate poetical diction/ He had 
I more fancy than feeling, and in this iespect his 
! amatory songs resemble those of the cdurticr poets 
| of Charles II.’s court. Nor was he more sincere, if 
j we may credit an anecdote related of him by Alex¬ 
ander Ty tier in his life of Henry Home, Lord Karnes, 
j One of the ladies whom Hamilton annoyed by bis 
j perpetual compliments and solicitations, consulted 
Home how she should get rid of the poet, who she 
was convinced had no serious object in view. The 
philosopher advised her to dance with him, and show 
him every mark of her kindness, as if she had re¬ 
solved to favour his suit. The lady adopted the j 
counsel, and the success of the experiment was com¬ 
plete. Hamilton wrote a serious poem, entitled Con¬ 
templation, and a national one on the Thistle, which 
is in blank verse:— 

How oft beneath 

Its martial influence have Scotia’s sons, 

Through every age, with dauntless valour fought 
On every hostile ground ! While o’er their breast, 
Companion to the silver star, blest type 
Of fame, unsullied and superior deed, 

Distinguished ornament ! this native plant 
Surrounds the sainted cross, with costly row 
()f gems emblazed, and flame of radiant gold, 

1 A sacred mark, their glory and their pride! 

Professor Richardson of Glasgow (who wrote a 
critique on Hamilton in the ‘ Lounger’) quotes the 
following as a favourable specimen of his poetical 
powers:— 

In everlasting blushes seen, 

Such Pringle shines, of sprightly mien; 

To her the power of love imparts, 

Rich gift! the soft successful arts, 

That best the lover’s fire provoke, 

The lively step, the mirthful joke, 

The speaking glance, the amorous wile, 

The sportful lau^h, the winning smile. 

Her soul awakening every grace , 

Is all abroad upon her face ; 

In bloom of youth still to survive, 

All charms are there, and all alive. 


Others of his amatory strains are full of quaint 
conceits and exaggerated expressions, "without any 
trace of real passion. His ballad of The Braes of 
Yarrow is by far the finest of his efifhsions : it lias 
real nature, tenderness, and pastoral simplicity. 
As the cause of the composition of Wordsworth’s 
three beautiful poems, 4 Yarrow Unvisited,’ * Yarrow 
Visited,’ and 4 Yarrow Revisited,’ it lias, moreover, 
some external importance in the records of British 
literature. The poet of the lakes has copied some 
of its lines and images. 

The Braes of Yarrow. 

A. Busk ye, busk ye, my bonny bonnv bride, ! 

Busk ye, busk ye, my winsome marrow I * j 

Busk yc, busk ye, my bonny bonny bride, 

And think nae mair on the Braes of Yarrow. 

B. Where gat ye that bonny bonny bride f 4 
Where gat ye that winsome marrow l 

A. I gat her where I durena weil be seen, 

Pouing the bilks on the Braes of Yarrow. 

Weej) not, weep not, my bonny bonny bride, 

Weep not, weep not, my winsome marrow! 

Nor let thy heart lament to leave 

Pouing the birks on the Braes of Yarrow. i 

B. Why does she weep, thy bonny bonny bride? > 

Why does she weep, thy winsome marrow I ! 

And why dare yc nae mair weil be seen, 

Pouing the birks on the Braes of Yarrow ? 

A. Lang maun she weep, lang maun she, maun she 
weep, 

Lang maun she weep with dule and sorrow, ; 

And lang maun I nae mair weil be seen j 

Pouing the birks on the Braes of Yarrow’. ! 

For she has tint her lover lover dear, j 

Her lover dear, the cause of sorrow, I 

And I liae slain the eomcliest swain j 

Thht e’er poued birks on the Braes of Yarrow. 

Why runs thy stream, 0 Yarrow, Yarrow, red i 'j 

Why on thy braes heard the voice of sorrow I j 

And why yon melancholious weeds j 

Hung on the bonny lurks of Yarrow ? ! j 

What’s fonder floats on the rueful rueful fludef jj 

What’s yonder floats { (> dule and sorrow ! i 

’Tis he, the comely swain I slew i 

Upon the duleful Braes of Yarrow. 1 j 

Wash, oh wash his wounds his wounds in tears, |j 

His wounds in tears with dule and sorrow, j j 

And wrap his limbs in mourning weeds, j 

And lay him on the Braes of Yarrow. j 

Then build, then build, ye sisters sisters sad, ! 

Ye sisters sad, his tomb with sorrow, 

And weep around in woeful wise, 

His helpless fate on the Braes of Yarrow. 

Curse ye, curse ye, his useless useless shield, 

My arm that wrought the deed of Borrow, 

The fatal spear that pierced his breast, 

His comely breast, on the Braes of Yarrow. 

Did I not warn thee not to luc, 

And warn from fight, but to in y sorrow ; 

O’er rashly bauld a stronger arm 
Thou met’st, and fell on the Braes of Yarrow. 

Sweet smells the birk, green grows, green grows the 
r grass, 

) ellow on Yarrow bank the gowan, 

Fair hangs the apple frae the rock, 

Sweet the wave of Yarrow flowatt. - 

U 
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flows Yarrow sweet t as sweet, as sweet flows Tweed, 
As green its grass, its gowan as yellow, 

As sweet smells on its braes the birk, 

The apple frae the rock as mellow. 

Fair was thy love, fair fair indeed thy love. 

In flowery bands thou him didst fetter; 

Though he was fair and well beloved again, 

Than me he never lued thee better. 

Busk ye, then busk, my bonny bonny bride, 

Busk ye, busk ye, my winsome marrow, 

Busk ye, and lue me on the banks of Tweed, 

And think nae mair on the Braes of Yarrow. 

j 0 '. How can I busk a bonny bonny bride, 

I How can I busk a winsome marrow, 

! How lue him on the banks of Tweed, 

That slew my love on the Braes of Yarrow. 

! O Yarrow fields! may never never rain, 

Nor dew tender blossoms cover, 

For there was basely slain my love, 

My love, as lie had not been a lover. 

The boy put on his robes, his robes of green, 

Ilis purple vest, *twas my^iin sewing, 

: Ah! wretched rne! I little little kenned 
He was in these to meet his ruin. 

The boy took out his milk-white milk-white steed, 
i I'nheedful of my dole and sorrow, 
j But e’er the to-fali of the night 
! He lay a corpse on the Braes of Yarrow. 

| Much I rejoiced that waeful wueful day ; 
j I sang, my voice the woods returning, 

But lang ere night the spear was flown 
That slew my love, and left me mourning. 

What can my barbarous barbarous father do, 

| But with his cruel rage pursue me! 

My lover's blood is on thv spear, 

How can.st thou, barbarous man, then woo me! 

My happy sisters may he may be proud ; 

With cruel and ungentle sroflin, 

May hid ine seek on Yarrow Braes 
My lover nailed in his coffin. 

j My brother Douglas may upbraid, upbraid. 

And strive with threatening words to move me, 
i My lover's blood is on thy spear, 

! How eanst thou ever bid me love thee \ 

' Yes, yes, prepare the bed, the bed of love, 
i With bridal sheets my body cover, 

Unbar, yc bridal maids, the door, 

Let in the expected husband lover. 

But who the expected husband husband is! 

His hands, metliinks, are bathed in slaughter. 

| Ah me ! what ghastly spectre's yon, 

Comes, in his pale shroud, bleeding after! 

! Pale as he is, here lay him lay him down, 

| 0 lay his cold head on my pillow; 

i Take atT take atf these bridal weeds, 

And crown my careful head with willow. 

Palo though thou art, yet best yet best beloved, 

0 could my warmth to life restore thee ! 

Ye’d lie all night between my breasts, 

No youth lay ever there before thee. 

Pale pale, indeed, 0 lovely lovely youth, 

Forgive, forgive so foul a slaughter, 

And Be all night between my breasts, 

No youth shall ever lie there after. 

A . Return, return, 0 mournful mournful bride, 
Return and dry thy useless sorrow: 

Thy lover heeds nought of thy sighs, 

He lies it corpse on the Braes of Yarrow. 


Song. 

Ye shepherds of this pleasant vale, 

Where Yarrow streams along. 

Forsake your rural toils, and join 
In my triumphant song. 

She grants, she yields; one heavenly smile 
Atones her long delays, 

One happy minute crowns the pains 
Of many suffering days. 

Raise, raise the victor notes of joy, 

These suffering days are o’er; 

Love satiates now his boundless wish 
From beauty’s boundless store: 

No doubtful hopes, no anxious fears, 

This rising calm destroy; 

Now every prospect smiles around, 

All opening into joy. 

The sun with double lustre shone 
That dear consenting hour, 

Brightened each hill, and o’er each vale 
New coloured every flower: 

The gales their gentle sighs withheld, 

No leaf was seen to move, 

The hovering songsters round were mute, 

And wonder hushed the grove. 

The hills and dales no more resound 
The lambkin’s tender cry ; 

Without one murmur Yarrow stole 
In dimpling silence by : 

All nature seemed in still repose 
Her voice alone to bear, 

That gently rolled the tuneful wave, 

She spoke and blessed my ear. 

Take, take wkate’er of bliss or joy 
You fondly fancy mine; 

Whatc’er of jov or bliss 1 boast, 

Love renders wholly thine: 

The woods struck up to the soft gale, 

The leaves were seen to move, 

The feathered choir resumed their voice, 

And wonder filled the grove; 

The hills and dales again resound 
The lambkins’ tender cry, 

With all his murmurs Yarrow trilled 
The song of triumph by ; 

Above, beneath, around, all on 
Was verdure, beauty, song; 

I snatched her to my trembling breast, 

All nature joyed along. 

Song . 

Ah, the poor shepherd’s mournful fate, 

When doomed to love and doomed to languish, 
To bear the scornful fair one’s hate, 

Nor dare disclose his anguish! 

Yet eager looks and dying sighs 
My secret soul discover, 

While rapture, trembling through mine eyes, 
Reveals how much I love her. 

The tender glance, the reddening cheek, 
Overspread with rising blushes, 

A thousand various ways they speak 
A thousand various wishes. 

For, oh! that form so heavenly fair,. 

Those languid eyes so sweetly smiling 
That artless blush and modest air, 

So fatally beguiling; 
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every look, and every grace, 
charm, whene’er 1 view thee, 

Till death o’erfcakc me in the chastj. 

Still will my hopes pursue thee. 

Then, when my tedious hours are past, 

Be this last blessing given, 

Low at thy feet to breathe my last, 

And die in sight of heaven. 

JDR SAMUEL JOHNSON. 

| In massive force of understanding, multifarious 
I knowledge, sagacity, and moral intrepidity, no writer 



l/T {■.'.miiti-l Johnson. 


1 1 of the eighteenth century surpassed Dn Samuel 
| Johnson. His various works, with their sen ten - 
5 tious morality and high-sounding sonorous periods 
—his manly character and appearance—his great 
j virtues and strong prejudices—his early and severe 
struggles, illustrating his own noble verse— 

Slow rises worth by poverty depressed— 


liis love of argument and society, into which lie 
poured the treasures of a rich and Ml mind—hU 
wit, repartee, and brow-beating— his rough manners 
and kind heart—his curious household, in which 
were congregated the lame, blind, and despised— -his 
very looks, gesticulation, anti dress— have all been 
brought so vividly More us by his biographer, Bos¬ 
well, that to readers of every class Johnson is ns 
well known as a member of their own family. His j 
heavy form seems still to haunt Fleet Street and the 
Strand, and he has stamped his memory on the re¬ 
mote islands of the Hebrides. In literature his 
influence has been scarcely less extensive. No prose 
writer of that day escaped the contagion of his pe¬ 
culiar style, lie banished for a long period the 
naked simplicity of Swift and the idiomatic graces 
of Addison ; he depressed the literature and poetry 
of imagination, while he elevated that of the under¬ 
standing ; he based criticism on strong sense and 
solid judgment, not on scholastic subu. ties apd re¬ 
finement ; and though some of tho higher qualities 
and attributes of genius eluded his grasp and obser¬ 
vation, the withering scorn and invective with which 
lie assailed all affected sentimentalism, immorality, 
and licentiousness, introduced a pure and healthful 
and invigorating atmosphere into the crowded walks 
of literature. These are solid and substantial bene¬ 
fits which should weigh down errors of taste or the 
caprices of a temperament constitutionally prone to 
melancholy and ill health, and which was little 
sweetened by prosperity or applause at that fteriod 
of life when the habits are formed ami the manners 
become permanent. As a man, Johnson was an 
admirable representative of the Fnglmhman—a# an 
' author, his course was singularly pure, high-minded, 
and independent, lie could boast; with more truth 
than Burke, that * he had no arts but manly arts.' 

At every step in his progress his passport was talent 
and virtue; and when the royal countenance ami 
favour were at length extended to him, it was but a 
ratification by the sovereign of tin* wishes and opi¬ 
nions entertained by the best and wisest of the 
nation. 

Johnson was horn at Lichfield, September 18, 
1709. His father was a bookseller, and in circum¬ 
stances that enabled him to give his son a good edu¬ 
cation. In his nineteenth year he was placed at Pern- 
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broke college, Oxford Misfortunes irutrade happened 
to the elder Johnson, and Samuel was compelled 
to leave the university without a degree. He was 



11 Pr Johiwjn’.-j Hoorn in Pembroke Collar*. 

ft short time usher in a school at Market Bos worth; 
but marrying a widow, Mrs .Porter (whose age was 
double his own), he set up a private academy near 
his native city. Ile had only three pupils, one of 
whom was David Garrick. After an unsuccess¬ 
ful career of a year and a-half, Johnson went to 
London, accompanied by Garrick. lie now com¬ 
menced author by profession, contributing essays, 
reviews, &c. t to the Gentleman’s Magazine. In 
1738 appeared his London , a satire ; in 1744 iris 
Life of Savage; in 1743 The 1 ’unity of Human 
Wishes, an imitation of Juvenal's tenth Satire, and 
the tragedy of Irene; in 1750-52 the Humbler, pub¬ 
lished in numbers; in 1755 his Dictionary of the 
; English Language, which had engaged him above 
1 1 seven years ; in 1758- 00 the Idler, another series of 
j essays ; in 1759 Husseins; in 1775 the Journey to 
! the W estern Islands of Scotland; and in 1781 the 
Lives of the Poets. The high church and Tory pre- 
; dilections of Johnson led him to embark on the 
troubled sea of party politics, and lie wrote some 
vigorous pamphlets in defence of the ministry and 
against the claims of the Americans. Ilia degree 
I of LL.D. was conferred upon him first by Trinity 
college, Dublin, and afterwards by the university 
of Oxford. His majesty, in 1702, settled upon him 
an annuity of X300 per annum. Johnson died on 
i the 13th of December 1784. 

j As an illustration of Johnson’s character, and in- 
! eidentally of his prose style, we subjoin his cele- 
; brated letter to Lord Chesterfield. The courtly 
j nobleman had made great professions to the retired 
: scholar, but afterwards neglected him for some years, 
i When his * Dictionary* was on the eve of publica- 
; tion, Chesterfield (hoping the work might be dedi- 
1 cated to him) attempted to conciliate the author by 
writing two papers in the periodical called ‘The 
World,’ in recommendation of the work. Johnson 
thought all was ‘ false and hollow,* and penned his 
indignant letter. He did Chesterfield injustice in 
the affair, as from a collation of the facts and cir¬ 
cumstances is now apparent; but as a keen and 
dignified expression of wounded pride and surly 
independence, the composition is inimitable 


February 7,17&S. {| 

My Lord— I have been lately informed by the ji 
proprietor of the ‘World,* that two papers, in which I 
my ‘ Dictionary* is recommended to the public, were j 
written by your lordship. To be so distinguished is 
an honour, which, being very little accustomed to 
I favours from the great, I know not well how to receive, 
or in what terms to acknowledge. j 

When, upon some slight encouragement, I first j 
visited your lordship, I was overpowered, like the rest 
of mankind, by the enchantment of your address, and ■ 
could not forbear to wish that I might boast myself ; 
le vainqmur clu vuingwur de la terre ;— that I might j 
obtain that regard for which I saw the world contend- ; 
ing; but 1 found my attendance so little encouraged, j 
that neither pride nor modesty would suffer me to j 
continue it. When I had once addressed your lord- I 
ship in public, 1 had exhausted all the art of pleas- ; 
ing which a retired and uncourtly scholar can possess. 

I had done all that I could ; and no man is well 
pleased to have his all neglected, be it ever so little. 

Seven years, my lord, have now passed since I j 
waited in your outward rooms, or was repulsed from 
\our door; during which time I have been pushing 
on rny work through difficulties, of which it is useless 
to complain, and nave brought it at last to the verge i 
of publication, without one act of assistance, one word jj 
of encouragement, or one smile of favour. Such treat- j 
incnt I did not expect, for 1 never had a patron before. 

The shepherd in Virgil grew at last acquainted v ith 
Love, and found him a native of the rocks. 

Is not a patron, my lord, one who looks with un¬ 
concern on a man struggling for life in the water, and, 
when he has reached ground, encumbers him with 
help? 'The notice which you have been pleased to 
take of my labours, had it been early, had been kind ; 
but it lias been delayed till I am indifferent, and can¬ 
not enjoy it; till 1 am solitary, and cannot impart it; 
till I am known, and do not want it. I hope it is no 
very cynical asperity not to confess obligations where 
no benefit has been received, or to !>c unwilling that 
the public should consider me as owing that to a 
patron which providence has enabled me to do for 
myself. 

Having carried on my v’ork thus far with so little 
obligation to any favourer of learning, I shall not be 
disappointed though I should conclude it, if less be j 
possible, with less ; for 1 have been long wakened from 
that dream of hope, in which I once boasted myself 
with so much exultation, my lord—Your lordship's > 
most humble, most obedient servant—S aml. Johnson. ; 

i 

The poetry of Johnson forms but a small portion ' 
of the history of his mind or of his works. His ) 
imitations of Juvenal are, however, among the best 
imitations of a classic author which we possess; and i 
Gray has pronounced an opinion, that ‘London (the 1 
first in time, and by far the inferior of the two) has 
all the ease and all the spirit of an originaL’ Pope j 
also admired tho composition. In The Vanity of ’ 
Human Wishes, Johnson departs more from his ori- ! 
ginal, and takes wider views of human nature, so- ! 
ciety, and manners. His pictures of Wolsey and 
Charles of Sweden have a strength and magnificence 
that would do honour to Dryden, while the histori¬ 
cal and philosophic paintings are contrasted by re¬ 
flections on the cares, vicissitudes, and sorrow s of 
life, so profound, so true, and touching, that they 
may justly be denominated ‘mottoes of the heart* 

Sir Walter Scott has termed this t>oem ‘ a satire, the 
deep and pathetic morality of which has often ex¬ 
tracted tears from those whose eyes wander dry over 
pages professedly sentimental.* Johnson was too 
prone to indulge in dark and melancholy views of 
human life * yet those who have experienced its dis¬ 
appointments and afflictions, must subscribe to the 
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severe morality and pathos with which the contem¬ 
plative poet 

Expatiates free o’er all this scene of man. 

The peculiarity of Juvenal, according to Johnson’s 
own definition, ‘is a mixture of gaiety and stateli¬ 
ness, of pointed sentences and declamatory grandeur.* 
He had less reflection and less moral dignity than 
Ills English imitator. 

The other poetical pieces of Johnson are short and 
occasional; but his beautiful Prologue on the open¬ 
ing of Drury Lane, and his lines on the death of 
Levetfc, are in his best manner. 


[Fi'orn the Vanity of Human TTVs/to.*.] 

Let observation, with extensive view, 

Survey mankind, from China to Peru ; 

Remark each anxious toil, each eager strife, 

And watch the busy scenes of crowded life ; 

Then say how hope and fear, desire and hate, 
O’crspread with snares the clouded maze of fate. 
Where wavering man, betrayed by venturous pride, 
To tread the dreary paths without a guide; 

As treacherous phantoms in the mist delude, 

Shuns fancied ills, or chases airy good. 

How rarely reason guides the stubborn choice, 

Rules the bold hand, or prompts the suppliant voice. 
How nations sink, by darling schemes oppressed, 
When vengeance listens to the fool’s request. 

Fate wings with every wish the afflictive dart, 

Each gift of nature, and each grace of art, 

With fatal heat impetuous courage glows, 

With fatal sweetness elocution flows, 

Impeachment stops the speaker’s powerful breath, 
And restless fire precipitates on death. 

But scarce observed, the knowing and the bold, 
Fall in the general massacre of gold ; 

Wide-wasting pest! that rages unconfined, 

And crowds with crimes the records of mankind ; 

For gold his sword the hireling ruffian draws, 

For gold the hireling judge distorts the laws ; 

Wealth heaped on wealth, nor truth nor safety buys, 
The dangers gather as the treasures rise. 

Let history tell where rival kings command, 

And dubious title shakes the maddened land ; 

When statutes glean the refuse of the sword, 

How much more safe the vassal than the lord ; 

Low skulks the hind beneath the rage of power. 

And leaves the wealthy traitor in the Tower, 
Untouched his cottage, and his slumbers sound, 
Though confiscation’s vultures hover round. * * 

| Unnumbered suppliants crowd preferment’s gate, 

! Athirst for wealth, and burning to be great; 

Delusive fortune hears the incessant call, 

They mount, they shine, evaporate, and fall. 

On every stage, the foes of peace attend, 

Hate dogs their flight, and insult mocks their end. 
Love ends with hope, the sinking statesman’s door 
* Pours in the morning worshipper no more ; 

For growing names the weekly scribbler lies, 

To growing wealth the dedicator flies ; 

From every room descends the painted face, 

That hung the bright palladium of the place, 

And smoked in kitchens, or in auctions sold, 

To better features yields the frame of gold ; 

For now no more we trace in every line 
Heroic worth, benevolence divine ; 

The form distorted justifies the fall, 

And detestation rids the indignant wall. 

But will not Britain hear the last appeal, 

Sign her foes’ doom, or guard her favourites’ zeal ? 
Through freedom’s sons no more remonstrance rings, 
Degrading nobles and controlling kings; 


Our supple tribes repress their patriot throats, 

And ask no questions but the price of votes j 
With weekly libels and septennial ale, 

Their wish is full to riot and to rail. 

In full-blown dignity, see Wolsey stand, 

Law in his voice, and fortune in his hand : 

To him the church, the realm, their powers consign; 
Through him the rays of regal bounty shine; 

Turned by his nod the stream of honour flows, 

11 is smile alone security bestows : 

Still to new heights his restless wishes tower; 

Claim leads to claim, and power advances power; 

Till conquest unresisted ceased to please, 

And rights submitted, left him none to seize. 

At length his sovereign frowns—-the train of state 
Mark the keen glance, and watch the sign to hate: 1 

Where’er he turns he meets a stranger’s eye, 

His suppliants scorn him, and his followers fly ; 

Now drops at once the pride of awful flC;^(e, 

The golden canopy, the glittering plate, I 

The regal palace, tlie luxurious board, 

The liveried army, and the menial lord. 

With age, with cares, with maladies oppressed, 

He .seeks the refuge of monastic rest. 

(irief aids disease, remembered folly stings, ! 

And his last sighs reproach the faith of kings. 

Sneak thou, whose thoughts at humble peace ropino, 1 
Shall Wolscy’s wealth, with Wolsey’s end be thine ? 

Or liv’st thou now, with safer pride content, 

The wisest Justice on the banks of Trent? 

For why did Wolsey near the steeps of fate, 

On weak foundations raise the enormous weight? 

Why, but to sink beneath misfortune's blow, ! j 

With louder ruin to the gulfs below. 

What gave great Villicrs to the assassin’s knife, 

And fixed disease on Harley’s closing life ? 

What murdered Wentworth, and what exiled lhde, 

By kings protected, and to kings allied ? 

What., but their wish indulged in courts to shine, j 
And power too great to keep, or to resign ! * * > 

The festal blazes, the triumphal show, 

The ravished standard, and the captive foe, i 

The senate’s thanks, the gazettes pompon* talc, ,; 

With force resistless o’er the brave prevail. | ! 

Such bribes the rapid Creek o’er Asia whirled, 

For such the steady Romans shook the world ; ; 

For such in distant lands the Britons shine, 

And stain with blood the Danube or the Rhine ; ; 

This power lias praise, that virtue scarce can warm, 

Till fame supplies the universal charm. ! l 

Yet reason frowns on war’s unequal gumo, j 

Where wasted nations raise a single name, 

And mortgaged states their grand.si res wreaths regret, j 
From age to age in everlasting debt; |j 

Wreaths which at last the dear-bought right convey j 
To rust on medals, or on stones decay. | 

On what foundations stands the warrior’s pride, i 
How just his hopes, let Swedish Charles decide; 

A frame of adamant, a soul of fire, 

No dangers fright him, and no labours tire ; 

O’er love, o’er tear, extends his wide domain, 

Unconquered lord of pleasure and of pain. 

No joys to him pacific sceptres yield, j 

War sounds the trump, he rushes to the field ; j 

Behold surrounding kings their power combine, i 

And one capitulate, and one resign ; | 

Peace courts his hand, but spreads her charms in vain; • 

* Think nothing gained,’ he cries, ‘ till nought remain, j 
On Moscow’s walls till Gothic standards fly, 

And all be mine beneath the polar sky.’ 

The march begins in military state, 

And nations on his eye suspended wait; 

Stem famine guards the solitary coast, 

And winter barricades the realms of frost: 

He comes, nor want, nor cold, bis course delay; 

Hide, blushing glory, bide Pultowa’s day; 
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The vanquished hero leaves his broken bands, 

And shows his miseries in distant lands; 

Condemned a needy supplicant to wait, 

While ladies interpose, and slaves debate. 

But did not chance at length her error mend! 

Did no subverted empire mark his end! 

Did rival monarchs give the fatal wound, 

Or hostile millions press him to the ground ? 

His fall was destined to a barren strand, m 
A petty fortress, and a dubious hand ; 

Ho left the name, at which the world grew pale, 

To point a moral, or adorn a tale.* 

All times their scenes of pompous woes afford, 

From Persia’s tyrant, to Bavaria’s lord. 

In gay hostility and barbarous pride, 

With half mankind embattled at his side, 

(Jreat Xerxes came to seize the certain prey, * 

And starves exhausted regions in his way ; 

Attendant flattery counts his myriads o or, 

' Till counted #!yriftds soothe his pride no more ; 

Fresh praise is tried till madness fires the mind, 

The waves he lashes, and enchains the wind ; 

New powers are claimed, new powers are still 
I bestowed, • 

j Till rude resistance lops the spreading god ; 

The daring (3reeks deride the martial show, 

! And heap their valleys with the gaudy foe ; 

! The insulted sea with humbler thoughts he gains, 

! A single skiff to speed his flight remains ; 

! 'Hie encumbered oar scarce leaves the dreaded coa^t 
| Through purple billows and a floating host. * * 

| Knlarge mv life with multitude of day*, 

| In health, and sickness, thus the suppliant prays; 

1 Hides from himself his state, and shuns to know, 
j That life protracted, is protracted wo. 
j Time hovers o’er, impatient to destroy, 

J And shuts up all the passages of joy : 

In vain their gifts the bounteous seasons pour, 
j The fruit autumnal, and the vernal (lower ; 

With listless eyes the dotard views the store, 

He views and wonders that they please no more; 

Now pall the tasteless meats, and joyless wines, 

And luxury with sighs her slave resigns. 

Approach, ye minstrels, try the soothing strain, 
Diffuse the tuneful lenitives of pain : 

No sounds, alas! would touch the impervious ear, 
Though dancing mountains witnessed Orpheus near ; 

* To show how admirably Johnson has Imitated this part 
of Juvenal, applying to the modem hero, CharlesX.il., what 
the Homan satirist directed against llnnnihal, we subjoin a 
literal version of the words of Juvenal:—‘Weigh llannibnl— 
how many pounds* weight will you find in that consummate 
general? This is the man whom Africa, washed by the 
Moorish sea, ami stretching to the warm Nile, cannot contain. 
Again, in addition to F.thiopia, and other elephant-breeding 
countries, Spain is udd<<d to his empire. lie jumps over tho 
Pyrenees: in vain nature opened to him tho Alps with their 
snows; he severed tho rocks, and rent the mountains with 
vinegar. Now he rendu* Italy, yet he determines to go farther : 
“ Nothing is done," says he, “ unless with our Punic soldiers wo 
break down their gates, and 1 plant my standard in the midst 
of Bahurra (street). () what a figure, and wlmt n fine picture 
he would make, the one-eyed general, carried by the fietulian 
brute? What, after all, was tho end of it? Alas for glory ! 
this very man is routed, and flies headlong into banishment, 
and there tho great and wonderful commander sits like a poor 
dependent at tho palace door of a king, till it please the 
Bithynian tyrant to awake. That life, which had so long 
disturbed all human affairs, was brought to an end, not by 
swords, nor stones, nor darts, but by that redresser of Cann®, 
and avenger of the blood that had been shed—a ring. 1 Oo, 
madman; hurry over the savage Alps, to please the school¬ 
boys, and become their subject of declamation l"' 


1 It will be recollected that Hannibal, to prevent his falling 
Into the hands of the Romans, swallowed poison, which he 
carried in a ring on his finger. 


Nor lute nor lyre his feeble powers attend, j 

Nor sweeter music of a virtuous friend. 

But everlasting dictates crowd his tongue. 

Perversely grave, or positively wrong. 

The still returning tale, and lingering jest, 

Perplex the fawning niece, and pampered guest. 

While growing hopes scarce awe the gathering 
sneer, 

And scarce a legacy can bribe to hear; 

The watchful guests Rtill hint the last offence, 

The daughter’s petulance, the sou’s expense. 

Improve his heady rage with treacherous skill, 

And mould his passions till they make his will. 

Unnumbered maladies his joints invade. 

Lay siege to life, and press the dire blockade; 

But unextinguished avarice still remains, 

And dreaded losses aggravate his pains ; 

He turns, with anxious heart and crippled hands, 

His bonds of debt, and mortgages of lands; 

Or views his coffers with suspicious eyes, j 

Unlocks his gold, and counts it till he dies. 

But grant the virtues of a temperate prime, 

Bless with an age exempt from scorn or crime; 

An age that melts with unperceived decay, 

And glides in modest innocence away; 

Whose peaceful day benevolence endears, 

Whose night congratulating conscience cheers; 

The general favourite as the general friend ; 

Such age there is, and who shall wish its end ? 

Vet even on this her load misfortune flings, 

To press the weary minutes’ flagging wings; 

New sorrow rises as the day returns, j 

A sister sickens, or a daughter mourns. « 

Now kindred merit fills the sable bier, i 

Now lacerated friendship claims a tear. j 

Year chases year, decay pursues decay, j 

Still drops some joy from withering life away; J 

New forms arise, and different views engage, | 

Superfluous lags the veteran on the stage, ! 

Till pitying nature signs the last release, j 

And bids afflicted worth retire to pence. 

But few there are whom hours like these await, 

Who set unclouded in the gulfs of fate. 

From Lydia’s monarch should the search descend, 

By Solon cautioned to regard his end. 

In life’s last scene what prodigies surprise, 

Fears of the brave, and follies of the wise \ 

From Mnrlb’rough’a eyes the streams of dotage flow, 
And Swift expires a driveller and a show. * * 

Where, then, shall hope and fear their objects 
find! 

Must dull suspense corrupt the stagnant mind ? 

Must helpless man, in ignorance sedate. 

Boll darkling down the torrent of his fate! 

Must no dislike alarm, no wishes rise. 

No cries invoke the mercies of the skies l 
Inquirer, cease ; petitions yet remain, 

Which Heaven may hear, nor deem religion vain. 

Still raise for good the supplicating voice, 

But leavo to Heaven the measure and the choice. 

Safe in his power, whose eyes discern afar 
The secret ambush of a specious prayer. 

Implore his aid, in his decisions rest. 

Secure whate’er he gives, ho gives the best. 

Yet when the sense of sacred presence fires, 

And strong devotion to the skies aspires, 

Pour forth thy fervours for a healthful mind, 

Obedient passions, and a will*resigned; 

For love, which scarce collective man can fill; 

For patience, sovereign o’er transmuted ill; 

For faith, that, panting for a happier seat, 

Counts death kind nature’s signal of retreat 
These goods for man the laws of Heaven ordain. 

These goods he grants, who grants the power to gain; 
With tnese celestial wisdom calms the mind, 

And makes the happiness she does not find* 
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Prologue spoken by Mr Garrick, at the opening of the 
Theatre in Drury Lane, in 1747. 

When Learning’s triumph o’er her barbarous foes 
First reared the stage, immortal Shakspeare rose ; 
Each change of many-coloured life he drew, 
Exhausted worlds, and then imagined new : 

Existence saw him spurn her bounded reign, 

And panting time toiled after him in vain : 

His powerful strokes presiding truth impressed, 

And unresisted passion stormed the breavst. 

Then Jonson came, instructed from the school, 

To please in method, and invent by rule ; 

His studious patience and laborious art, 

By regular approach essayed the heart: 

Cold approbation gave the lingering bays. 

For those who durst not censure, scarce could praise. 
A mortal born, he met the general doom, 

But left, like Egypt’s kings, a lasting tomb. 

The wits of Charles found easier ways to'fame. 

Nor wished for Jonson’s art, or Shakspeare’s flame ; 
Themselves they studied, as they felt they writ, 
Intrigue was plot, obscenity was wit. 

Vice always found a sympathetic friend; 

They pleased their age, and did not aim to mend. 

Yet bards like these aspired to lasting praise, 

And proudly hoped to pimp in future days : 

Their cause was general, their supports were strong, 
Their slaves were willing, and their reign was long 
Till shame regained the post that sense betrayed, 

And virtue called oblivion to her aid. 

Then crushed by rules, and weakened as refined, 

For years the power of Tragedy declined : 

From bard to bard the frigid caution crept, 

Till declamation roared, whilst passion slept; 

Yet still did virtue deign the stage to tread; 
Philosophy remained, though nature fled. 

! But forced at length her ancient reign to quit, 
i She saw great Faustus lay the ghost of wit: 

J Exulting folly hailed the joyful day, 

) And Pantomime and song confirmed her sway. 

1 But who the coming changes can presage, 

; And mark the future periods of the stage i 
j Perhaps, if skill could distant times explore, 

1 New Behns, new D’Urfeys, yet remain in store; 

| Perhaps where Lear has raved, and Hamlet died, 
j On flying cars new sorcerers may ride ; 

Perhaps (for who can guess the effects of chance?) 

Here Hunt may box, or Mahomet may dance. 

| Hard is his lot, that, here by fortune placed, 

Must watch the wild vicissitudes of taste ; 

With every meteor of caprice must play, 

And chase the new-blown bubble of the day. 

Ah! let not censure term our fate our choice, 

The stage but echoes back the public voice; 

The drama’s laws the drama’s patrons give, 

For we that live to please, must please to live. 

Then prompt no more the follies you decry, 

As tyrants doom their tools of guilt to die; 

’Tis yours this night to bid the reign commence 
Of rescued nature and reviving sense; 

To chase the charms of gound, the pomp of show, 

For useful mirth and solitary wo, 

Bid Scenic Virtue form the rising age, 

And Truth diffuse her radiance from the stage. 

On the Death of Dr Itobn't Levett —1782. 

Condemned to hope’s delusive mine, 

As on we toil from day to day. 

By sudden blasts, or slow decline, 

| Our social comforts drop away. 

Well tried through many a varying year, 

See Levett to the grave descend, 

Officious, innocent, sincere, 

Of every friendless name the friend. 


Yet still ho fills affection’s eye, 

Obscurely wise and coarsely kind; 

Nor, lettered arrogance, deny 
Thy praise to merit unrefined. 

When fainting nature called for aid, 

And hovering death prepared the blow, 

Ilis vigorous remedy displayed 
The power of art without the show. 

In misery’s darkest cavern known, 

His useful care was ever nigh, 

Where hopeless anguish poured his groan, 

And lonely want retired to die. 

No summons mocked by chill delay, j 

No petty gain disdained by pride; 1 

The modest wants of every day ! 

The toil of every day supplied. 

Ilis virtues walked their narrow round, 

Nor made a pause, nor left a ; j 

And sure the Eternal Master fourm j 

The single talent well employed. | 

The busy day—-the peaceful night, ! 

Cnfclt, uncounted, glided bv ; j 

Ilis frame was firm—his powers were bright, j 

Though now his eightieth year was nigli. 1 

Then with no fiery throbbing pain, < 

No cold gradations of decay, j 

Death broke at once the vital chain, 

And freed his soul the nearest way. 

WILLIAM COLLIN'S. 

None of our poets have lived more under the 
< skiey influences’ of imagination than that exquisite 
but ill-fated hard, Collins. His works are imbued* 
with a fine ethereal fancy and purity of taste ; and 
though, like the poems of Gray, they are small in 
number and amount, they are rich in vivid imagery 
and beautiful description. His history is brief but j 
painful. William Collins was the son of a respect¬ 
able tradesman, a batter, at Chichester, whore he i 
was born on Christmas day, I72o. Jn his ‘Ode to ; 
Pity,’ the poet alludes to his ‘native plains,’ which 
are bounded by the South Down lulls, and to the 
small river Arun, one of the streams of Sussex, near j 
which Otway, also, was born. j 

But wherefore need I wander wide 
To old 11 issue’ distant side t t 

Deserted stream and unite ! 

Wild Arun, too, has heard thy strains, 

And Echo ’midst my native plains 
Been soothed by Pity's lute. 

Collins received a learned education, in which he 
was aided by pecuniary assistance from his uncle, 
Colonel Martin, stationed with his regiment in 
Flanders. While at Magdalen college, Oxford, he, 
published his Oriental Eclogues, which, to the dls- ! 
grace of the university and the literary public, were ( 
wholly neglected. Meeting shortly afterwards witbj 
some repulse or indignity at the university, he sud# 
denly quitted Oxford, and repaired to London, ft/ 
of high hopes and magnificent schemes. Ilis learn- j 
ing was extensive, but he wanted steadiness of pur- j 
pose and application. Two years afterwards, in » 
1746, lie published his Odes, which were purchased j 
by Millar the bookseller, but failed to attract at- j 
tention. Collins sunk under the disappointment, j 
and 1x3came still more indolent and dissipated. The 
fine promise of his youth, his ardour and ambition, 
melted away under this baneful and depressing in¬ 
fluence. Once again, however, he strung his lyre 
with poetical enthusiasm. Thomson died in 1747: 
Collins seems to have known and loved him, and he 
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honoured his memory with an Ode, which is cer¬ 
tainly one of the finest elegiac productions in the 
language. Among his friends was also Home, the 
author of ‘ Douglas,’ to whom he addressed an 
Ode, which was found unfinished after his death, 
on the Superstitions of the Highlands. He loved to 
dwell on these dim and visionary objects, and the 
compliment lie pays to Tasso, may be applied 
equally to himself— 

Prevailing poet, whose undoubting mind 
Believed the magic wonders which he sung. 

At this period, Collins seems to have contemplated 
a journey to Scotland— 

The time shall come when I perhaps may tread 
Your lowly glens o’erhung with spreading broom ; 
Or o’er your stretching heaths by Fancy led; 

Or o’er jour mountains creep in awful gloom! 

Then will 1 dress once more the faded flower, 

Where Jon|f4K sat in Drummond’s classic shade; 

Or crop from Tcviotdale each lyric flower, 

And mourn on Yarrow’s banks where Willy’s laid. 

In the midst of the poet’s difficulties and distresses, 
his uncle died and left him £2000; ‘a sum,’ says 
Johnson, ‘ which Collins could scarcely think ex¬ 
haustible, and which ho did not Ir e to exhaust.’| 
lie repaid Millar the bookseller the loss sustained j 
by the publication of bis 4 Odes and buying up the 
remaining copies, committed them all to the flames, 
lie became still more irregular in his habits, ami 
sank into a state of nervous imbecility. All hope 
and exertion bad tied. Johnson met him one day, 
carrying with him as he travelled an English Testa¬ 
ment. 4 I have hut one book,’ said Collins, 4 but it 
is the best.’ In his latter days he was tended by 
his sister in Chichester; but it was necessary at one 
time to confine him in a lunatic asylum. Tie used, 
when at liberty, to wander day and night among 
the aisles and cloisters of Chichester cathedral, ac¬ 
companying the music with loud sobs and moans. 
Death at length came to his relief, and in 1750—at 
the early age of thirty-six, ten years after the publi¬ 
cation of his immortal works — his troubled and 
melancholy career was terminated : it affords one 
of the most touching examples of accomplished 
youth and genius, linked to personal humiliation 


Collins, in the course of one generation, without any 
adventitious aid to bring them *into notice, were ; 
acknowledged to be the best of their kind in the , 
language. * Silently and imperceptibly they had j 
risen by their own buoyancy, and their power was 
felt by every reader who had any true poetic feel¬ 
ing.’ This popularity seems stili to be on the in¬ 
crease, though the want of human interest and of 
action in Collins’s poetry prevent its being generally 
read. The 4 Eclogues’ are free from the occasional 
obscurity and remoteness of conception that in part 
pervade tho 4 Odes,’ and they charm by their figu¬ 
rative language and descriptions, the simplicity and 
beauty of their dialogues and sentiments, and their , 
musical versification. The desert scene in Hassan, j 
the Camel Driver, is a finished picture—impressive 
and even appalling in its reality. The Ode on the 1 
Passions, and that on Evening, are the finest of 
his lyrical works. The former is a magnificent 
gallery of allegorical paintings; and the poetical 
diction is equally rich with the conception. No 
poet has made more use of metaphors and personi- 
fication. Ho has individualised even metaphysical 
pursuits, which he terms ‘the shadowy tribes of 
Mind.’ Pity is presented with ‘eyes of dewy light’ ; 
—a felicitous epithet; and Danger is described with j 
the boldness and distinctness of sculpture— j 

Danger, whose limbs of giant mould j 

What mortal eye can fixed behold ? 

Who stalks his round, a hideous form, j 

Howling amidst the midnight storm, j 

Or throws him on the ridgy steep 
(>f some loose hanging rock to sleep. 

Eclogue II. — Hassan; or the Caaid Driver. 

Smio—The Desert. Tirno—Mid dnj'. 

I In silent lmrror, oVr the boundless waste, 

| The driver Hawaii with his camels past; 

| One cruise of water on his hack he bore, ! 

( And his light scrip contained a scanty store; 
j A fan of painted feathers in his hand. 

To guard his shaded luce from scorching sand, 
j The sultry sun had gained the middle sky, 

| And not a tree and not a herb was nigh; 
j The beasts with pain their dusty way pursue, 


and calamity, that throws its lights and shades 
our literary annals. 



Collins's Monument in Chichester Cathedral. 

Mr Southey has remarked, that, though utterly 
neglected on their first appearance, the ‘Odes’ of 


Shrill roared the winds, and dreary was the view! 
With desperate sorrow wild, the affrighted man 
Thrice sighed, thrice struck his breast, and thus began: 
4 Sad was the hour, and luckless was the day, 

When first from Schiraz’ walls I bent my way!’ 

Al»! little thought 1 of the blasting wind, 

The thirst or pinching hunger that I lmd! 

Bethink thee, Ilassan ! where shall thirst assuage, 
When fails this cruise, his unrelenting rage? 

Soon shall this scrip its precious load resign, 

Then what but tears and hunger shall be thine! 

Ye mute companions of my toils, that bear 
In all my griefs a more than equal share I 
Here, where no springs in murmurs break away, 

Or moss-crowned fountains mitigate the day, 

In vain ye hope the green delight to know,' 

Which plains more blessed or verdant vales bestow ; 
Here rocks alone and tasteless sands are found, 

And faint and sickly winds for ever howl around. 

4 Sad was the hour, and luckless was tho day, 

When first from Schiraz’ walls I bent my way!’ 

Cursed be the gold and silver which persuado 
Weak men to follow far fatiguing trade! 

The lily peace outshines tho silver store, 

And life is dearer than the golden ore; 

Y et money tempts us o’er the desert brown, 

To every distant mart and wealthy town. 

Full oft we tempt the land, and oft the sea; 

And aro wo only yet repaid by thee ! 
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Alt l why was ruin bo attractive made, 

Or why fond man easily betrayed! 

! Why need we not, while mad we haste along, 

The gentle Yoice of Peace, or Pleasure’s song ? 

Or wherefore think the flowery mountain s side, 

The fountain’s murmurs, and the valley’s pride; 
Why think we these less pleasing to behold 
Than dreary deserts, if they lead to gold ? 

‘ Sad was the hour, and luckless was the day, 

When first from Schiraz’ walls I bent my way !’ 

O cease, my fears! All frantic as I go, 

When thought creates unnumbered scenes of wo, 
What if the lion in his rage I meet! 

Oft in the dust I view his printed feet; 

And fearful oft, when Day’s declining light 
Yields her pale empire to the mourner Night, 

By hunger roused he scours the groaning plain, 
Gaunt wolves and sullen tigers in his train; 

Before them Death with shrieks directs their way, 
Fills the wild yell, and leads them to their prey. 

‘ Sad was the hour, and luckless was the day, 

When first from Schiraz’ walls I bent my way !’ 

At that dead hour the silent asp shall creep, 

If aught of rest I find, upon my sleep; 

Or some swoln serpent twist his scales around, 

And wake to anguish with a burning wound. 

Thrice happy they, the wise contented poor, 

From lust of wealth and dread of death secure ! 

They tempt no deserts, and no griefs they find ; 

Peace rules the day where reason rules the mind. 

‘ Sad was the hour, and luckless was the day, 

When first from Schiraz’ walls I bent my way!’ 

0 hapless youth ! for she thy love hath won, 

The tender Zara! will be most undone. 

Big swelled my heart, and owned the powerful maid, 
When fast she dropped her tears, as thus she said : 

‘ Farewell the youth whom sighs could not detain, 
Whom Zara’s breaking heart implored in vain ! 

Yet as thou go’st, may every blast arise 
Weak and unfelt as these rejected sighs ; 

Safe o’er the wild no perils may’st thou see, 

No griefs endure, nor weep, false youth ! like me.’ 

* 0! let me safely to the fair return, 

Say with a kiss, she must not, shall not mourn ; 

0! let me teach my heart to lose its fears, 

Recalled by Wisdom’s voice and Zara’s tears.’ 

He said, and called on Heaven to bless the day 
When back to Schiraz’ walls he bent his way. 

Ode Written in the Year 1740. 

How sleep the brave who sink to rest, 

By all their country’s wishes blest ? 

When Spring, with dewy fingers cold, 

Returns to deck their hallowed mould, 

She there shall dress a sweeter sod, 

Than Fancy’s feet have ever trod. 

By fairy hands their knell is rung, 

By forms unseen their dirge is sung; 

There Honour comes, a pilgrim gray, 

To bless the turf that wraps their clay, 

And Freedom shall awhile repair, 

To dwell a weeping hermit there. 

Ode to Evening. 

If aught of oaten stop, or pastoral song, 

May hope, chaste Eve, to soothe thy modest ear, 

Like thy own solemn springs, 

Thy springs, and dying gales ; 

Oh nymph reserved, while now the bright-haired sun 
Sits in yon western tent, whoso cloudy skirts, 

With brede ethereal wove, 

O’erhang his wavy bed; 


Now air is hushed, save where the weak-eyed bat. 
With short shrill shriek, flits by on leathern wing, 

Or where the beetle winds 
His small but sullen horn, 

As oft he rises midst the twilight oath, 

Against the pilgrim borne in heedless hum : 

Now teach me, maid composed, 

To breathe some softened strain, 

Whose numbers stealing through thy darkening vale, 
May not unseemly with its stillness suit, 

As, musing rIow, I hail 
Thy genial loved return ! 

For when thy folding-star arising shows 
Ilis paly circlet, at his warning lamp 
The fragrant hours, and elves 
Who slept in buds the day, 

And many a nymph who wreathes her brows with sedge, 
And sheds the freshening dew, and lo^^ier still, 

The pensive pleasures sweet 
Prepare thy shadowy car. 

Then let me rove some wild and heathy scene, 

Or find some ruin ’midst its dreary,dells, 

Whose walls more awful nod 
By thy religious gleams. 

Or if chill blustering winds, or driving rain, 

Prevent my willing feet, be mine the hut 
That from the mountain's side 
Views wilds and swelling Hoods, 

And hamlets brown, and dim-discovered spires. 

And hears their simple bell, and marks o’er all 
Thy dewy fingers draw 
The gradual dusky veil. 

While Spring shall pour his showers, as oft he wont, 
And bathe thy breathing tresses, meekest Eve ! 

While Summer loves to sport 
Beneath thy lingering light: 

While sallow autumn fills thy lap with leaves, 

Or Winter yelling through the troublous air, 

Affrights thy shrinking train, 

And rudely rends thy robes : 

So long, regardful of thy quiet rule, 

Shall Fancy, Friendship, Science, smiling Peace, 

Thy gentlest influence own, 

And love thy favourite name! 

Ode on the Passion*. 

When Music, heavenly maid! was young, 

While yet in early Greece she sung, 

The Passions oft, to hear her shell, 

Thronged around her magic cell ; 

Exulting, trembling, raging, fainting, 

Possessed beyond the muse’s painting; 

By turns they felt the glowing mind 
Disturbed, delighted, raised, refined ; 

Till once, ’tis said, when all were fired, 

Filled with fury, rapt, inspired, 

From the supporting myrtles round,’ 

* They snatched her instruments of sound ; 

And as they oft had heard apart 
Sweet lessons of her forceful art, 

Each, for madness ruled the hour, 

Would prove his own expressive power. 

First Fear his hand, its skill to try, 

Amid the chords, bewildered laid ; 

And back recoiled, he knew not why. 

Even at the sound himself had made. 

Next An^er rushed, his eyes on fire 
In lightnings owned his secret stings; 

In one rude clash he struck the lyre, 

And swept with hurried hand the strings. 
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I With woful measures wan Despair, 

Low sullen sounds his grief beguiled; 

A solemn, strange, and mingled air; 

’Twas sad by fits, by Btarts ’twas wild. 

, But thou, oh Mope ! with eyes so fair, 

What was thy delighted measure! 

Still it whispered promised pleasure, 

And bade the lovely scenes at distance hail. 

Still would her touch the .strain prolong ; 

And from the rocks, the woods, the vale, 

' She called on I’.cho still through all the song ; 

And where her sweetest theme she chose, 

A soft responsive voice was heard at every close ; 

And Hope enchanted smiled, and waved her golden 
hair: 

And longer had she sung, but with a frown 
Kevenge impatient rose ; 

lie threw his blood-stained sword lit thunder down, 
j And, witIpa withering look, 

The wa^denounoing trumpet i<-< k. 

And blew a blast so loud and dicad. 

Were ne’er prophetic sounds ><> full of v ; 

And ever and anon lie beat 

The double <hum with furious heat ; 

And though sometimes, each dreary pan • •• between, 
Dejected Pity at bis side 
Her soul subduing voice applied, 

Yet ‘'till lie kept hi< wild unaltered mien, 
i Whi,^ each strained bull of sight M-emed bur ring 
from hi- head. 

Thy number*, Jeahui-y, to nought wa re fixed ; 

Sad pt'Mi.f».{'thy di-trc-Hiil state; 

Of dilfering thenn - toe veering song w,i- mixed. 
And now it courted now raving call- d on Hate. 

With eye- uprai-ed, as one in-piivd. 

Pale .Melancholy sat i» tiled, 

And from her w ild .-cquotored seat. 

In notes by distance made more sweet, 

Poured through the mellow horn her pend\e s«<ui ; 
And clashing soft from rocks around, 

Bubbling runnels joined the sound ; 
f l’hrough glades and glooms the mingled mca-ure 
stole : 

Or o’er some haunted streams with fond delay, 
Hound a holy calm diffusing, 

Love of pence and lonely musing, 

In hollow murmurs died away. 

But oh ! lmw altered was its sprightly tone. 

When rheorfulness, a nvmph of healthiest hue, 

Her bow across her shoulder tiling, 

Her buskins gemmed with morning dew, 

Plow an inspiring air, that dale and thicket rung, 

The hunter’s call, to Pawn and Dryad known ; 

The oak-crowned sisters, and their chaste-eyed queen, 
Satyrs ail'd sylvan boys, were seen 
Peeping from forth their alleys green ; 

Brown Kxevci.-e rejoiced to hear. 

And Sport leaped up, and seized his becchen spear. 

Last came .Toy’s ecstatic trial: 

I He, with vinv crown advancing, 

| First to the lively pine his hand addressed ; 
j But soon he saw tho brisk, awakening viol, 

; Whose sweet entrancing voice he loved the best, 
j They would have thought, who heard the strain, 
They saw, in Tempo's vale, her native maids, 
i Amidst the festal sounding shades, 

To some unwearied minstrel dancing: 
j While, as his flying fingers kissed the strings, 

I Love framed with Mirth, a gay fantastic round, 
i Loose were her tresses seen, her zone unbound : 
j And he, amidst his frolic play, 

As if he would the charming air ropay, 
j Shook thousand odours from hia dewy wing*. 


Oh Music! sphere-descended maid, 

Friend of Pleasure, Wisdom’s aid, 

Why, goddess ! why to us denied, 

Lay’st thou thy ancient lyre aside ? 

A« in that loved Athenian bower, 

You learn an all-commanding power; i 

. Thy mimic soul, oh nymph endeared, j 

Can well recall what then it heard. j 

Where is thy native simple heart, 

Devote to virtue, fancy, art ? 

Arise, as in that elder time, ( 

Warm, energetic, chaste, sublime! ‘ 

Thy wonders in that godlike age | 

Fill thy recording sisier’s page ; j 

’Tis said, and 1 believe the tale, ! 

Thy humblest reed could more prevail, j 

Had more of strength, diviner rage, j! 

Than all which charms this laggard age; j 
liven all at once together found, j 

Cecilia’* mingled world of sound. > 

< ill ! bid your vain endeavours cease, 

Revive the just designs of Greece ; . 

Return in all thy simple ‘date ; 

Confirm the tales her son* relate. i 

Off*, t'j Liberty. j 

MUof'Hi:. | 

Wlm shall awak<* the Spartan fife, 

And call in solemn Mounds to life, 

! The \oiiths, whose locks divinely spreading, 

Like venial hyacinth* in sullen hue. 

At once the breath of fear and virtue shedding, 
Applauding freedom i<*vcd of old to view ? 

What new A locus, fancy-blo«*-ed, 

Shall sing tho sword, in myrtles dressed, 

At wisdom’s shrine awhile its flame concealing, 
(What place so fit to seal a deed renowned ?) 

Till she her brightest lightnings round revealing, 

It leaped in glory forth,and dealt Iter prompted wound 1 
Oh goddess, in that feeling hour, 

When most its sounds would court thy ears, 

Let not my shell’s misguided power, 

KVr draw thy sad, thy mindful tears. 

No, freedom, no ; I will not tell 

How Rome, before thy face, i, 

With heaviest sound, a giant statue fell, I 

Pu.-hed by a wild and artless race 

From off its wide ambitious base, ; 

When time his northern sons of spoil awoke, 

And all the blended work of strength and grace, 

With many a rude repeated stroke, 

And many a barbarous yell, to thousand fragments 
broke. 

r.rorm. j 

Yet, even where’er the least appeared, 

The admiring world thy hand revered ; 

Still ’midst the scattered states around, 

Some remnants of her strength wore found ; 

They saw, by what escaped the storm, ; 

How wondrous rose her perfect form ; 

How in the great, the laboured whole, ! 

Kach mighty master poured his soul; ; 

For sunny Florence, seat of art, 

Beneath her vines preserved a part, |! 

Till they, whom science loved to name, {I 

(Oh, who could fear it ?) quenched her flame j j 

And, lo, a humbler relic laid ii 

In jealous Pisa’s olive shade 1 !j 

See small Marino joins the theme. 

Though least, not last in thy esteem; 

Strike, louder strike the ennobling strings 

To those whose merchants’ sons were kings ; i 

To him, who, decked with pearly pride. 

In Adria weds his green-haired bride: j 
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Hail port of glory, wealth ami pleasure, 
i Ne’er let me change this Lydian measure; 

Nor e'er her former pride relate, 

To sad Liguria’s bleeding state. 

Ah, no! more pleased thy haunts I seek, 

On wild Helvetia’s mountains bleak 
(Where, when the favoured of thy choice, 

The daring archer heard thy voice, 

Forth from his eyry roused m dread, 

The ravening eagle northward fled); 

Or dwell in willowcd meads more near, 

With those to whom thy stork is dear: 

Those whom the rod of Alva bruised, 

Whose crown a British queen refused I 
The magic works, thou feel’st the strains, 

One holier name alone remains; 

The perfect spell shall then avail, 

Hail, nymph, adored by Britain, hail! 

ANT1STROPIIE. 

Beyond the measure YOvSt of thought, 

The works the wizard time lias wrought! 

The Gaul, ’tis held of antique story, 

Saw Britain linked to his now adverse strand, 

No sea between, nor clifFsublime and hoarv, 
lie passed with umvet feet through all our land. 

! To the blown Baltic then, they say, 

The wild waves found another way, 

Where Orcas howls, his wolfish mountains rounding ; 

Till all the banded west at once ’gain rise, 

A wide wild storm even Nature’s self confounding, 
Withering her giant sons with strange uncouth 
surprise. 

This pillared earth so firm and wide, 

By winds and inward labours torn, 

In thunders dread was pushed aside, 

And down the shouldering billows borne. 

And see, like gems, her laughing train, 

The little isles on every side, 

Mona, once hid from those who search the main. 
Where thousand elfin shapes abide, 
j And Wight who cheeks the westering tide, 

I For thee consenting heaven has each bestowed 
| A fair attendant on her sovereign pride: 

To thee this blessed divorce she owed, 
i For thou hast made her vales thy loved, thy last 
! abode I 

SECOND EPODE. 

Then, too, ’tis said, a lioary pile, 

’Midst the green naval of our isle, 

Thy shrine in some religious wood, 

0 soul enforcing goddess, stood ! 

There oft the painted native’s feet 
Were wont thy form celestial meet: 

Though now with hopeless toil we trace 
Time’s backward rolls, to find its place ; 

Whether the fiery-tressed Dane, 

Or Roman’s self o’ertumed the fane, 
j Or in what heaven left age it fell, 
j ’Twere hard for modern song to tell. 

I Yet still, if truth those beams infuse, 
i Which guide at once, and charm the muse, 

| Beyond yon braided clouds that lie, 

I Paving the light embroidered sky; 

Amidst the bright pavilioned plains, 

The beauteous model still remains. 

There happier than in islands blessed, 

Or bowers by spring or Hebe dressed, 

The chiefs who fill our Albion’s story, 

! In warlike weeds, retired in glory, 

| Hear their consorted Druids sing 
Their triumphs to the immortal string. 

How may the poet now unfold 
What never tongue or numbers told ? 


How learn delighted, and amaxed, . J 

What hands unknown that fabric raised I ' 

Even now, before his favoured eyes, j 

In Gothic pride it seems to rise! 

Yet Grccia’s graceful orders join, 

Majestic, though the mixed design; j 

The secret builder knew to choose, 

Each sphere found gem of richest hues; 

Whate’er heaven’s purer mould contains, 

When nearer suns emblaze its veins ; 

There on the walls the patriots sight 
May ever hang with fresh delight, 

And, graved with some pronhetic rage. 

Read Albion’s fame through every age. 

Yc forms divine, ye laureate band, 

That near her inmost altar stand! 

Now soothe her to her blissful train, 

Blithe Concord’s social form to gain: 

Concord, whose myrtle wand can steep ( 

Even Anger’s blood-shot eyes in sleep : 

Before whose breathing bosom’s balm. 

Rage drops his steel, and storm# grow calm ; 

Iler let our sires and matrons hoar 
Welcome to Britain’s ravaged shore-; 

Our youths, enamoured of the fair, 

Play with the tangles of her hair ; 

Till, in one loud applauding sound, 

The nations shout to her around. 

O how supremely art thou blest, 

Thou, lady, thou slialt rule the west 1 

J)in;c in Ci/mbdine. 

Sung by Clmjiuurs ami Anvnuous over Fidei.e, supposed 
to bo dead. 

To fair Fidele's grassy tomb 

Soft maids and village hinds shall bring 
Knell opening sweet, of earliest bloom, 

And rifle all the breathing spring. 

No wailing ghost shall dare appear 
To vex with shrieks this quiet grove, 

But shepherd lads assemble here, 

And melting virgins own their love. 

No withered witch shall here fie seen, 

No goblins lend their nightly crew ; 

The female fays shall haunt the green. 

And dress thy grave with pearly dew ; 

The redbreast oft at evening hour* 

Shall kindly lend his little aid, 

With hoary moss, and gathered flowers, 

To deck the ground where thou art laid. 

When howling winds, and beating rain, 

In tempests shake thy sylvan cell, 

Or midst the chase on every plain, 

The tender thought on thee shall dwell. 

Each lonely scene shall thee restore, 

For thee the tear be duly shed ; 

Beloved till life can charm no more ; 

And mourned till pity’s self be dead. 

Ode on the Death of Mr Thomson. 

The scene of tlio following stanzas is supposed to lie on the , 
Thames, near Richmond. 

In yonder grave a Druid lies, 

Where slowly winds the stealing wave ! 

The year’s best sweets shall duteous rise, 

To deck its poet’s sylvan grave ! 

In yon deep bed of w hispering reeds I 

His airy harp shall now be laid, j 

That he, whose heart in sorrow bleeds, 

May love through life the soothing shade. ; 

M .! 
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The maid* and youths shall linger here, 

And, while its sounds at distance swell, 

Shall sadly seem in pity’s ear 
To hear the woodland pilgrim’s knell. 

Remembrance oft shall haunt the shore, 

When Thames in summer wreaths is dresfc; 

And oft suspend the dashing oar, 

To bid his gentle spirit rest! 

1 And oft as ease and health retire 
| To breezy lawn, or forest deep, 
j The friend shall view yon whitening spire, 
j And ’mid the varied landscape weep. 

! But thou, who own’st that earthlv bed, 

Ah I what will every dirge avail ? 

Or tears, which love and pity shed, 

That mourn beneath the gliding sail! 

f Yet lives t&we one, whose heedless eye 

Shall scorn thy pale shrine glimmering near l 
j With him, sweet baKl, may fancy die, 

< And joy desert the blooming year. 

But thou, lorn sfream, whose sullen tide 
No sedge-crowned sisters now attend, 

Now waft me from the green hill’s side, 

Whose cold turf hides the buried friend ! 

And see, tin* fairy valleys fade, 

! Dun night has veiled the solemn view 1 
j Yet once again, dear parted shade, 

; Meek nature's child, again adieu ! 

The genial meads, assigned to bless 
Thy life, shall mourn thy early doom ! 

Their hinds and shepherd girls shall dr»--s 
With simple hands thy rural tomb. 

! Long, long thy stone and pointed clay 
Shall melt the musing Briton’s eyes : 

0 ! vale*, and wild woods, shall he say, 

| In yonder grave your Druid lies 1 

i WILLIAM SHENSTONE. 


William Shenstone added some pleasing pas¬ 



sion and variety.’ Though highly ambitious of 
poetical fame, he devoted a large portion of his time, 
and squandered most of his means, in landscape- 


gardening and ornamental agriculture. He reared 
up around him a sort of rural paradise, expending 
his poetical taste ami fancy in the disposition and 
embellishment of his grounds, tiil at lengt h pecuniary 
difficulties and distress drew a cloud over the fair 
prospect, and darkened the latter days of the poet's 
life. Swift, who entertained a mortal aversion to 
all projectors, might have included the unhappy 
Shenstone among the fanciful inhabitants of his 
Laputa. The estate which he laboured to adorn 
was his natal ground. At Leasowes, in the parish 
of Hales Owen, Shropshire, the poet was born in 
November 1714. He was taught to read at what 
is termed a dame school, and his venerable precep¬ 
tress has been immortalised by his poem of the 
Schoolmistress . At the proper age lie was sent to 
Pembroke college, Oxford, where he remained four 
years. In 1745, by the death of bis parents and an 
I elder brother, the paternal estate fell to his own care 
and management, and he began from this time, as 
Johnson characteristically describes it, 4 to point his 
prospects, to diversify his surface, to entangle his 
walks, and to wind his waters *, which he did with 
j such judgment and fancy, as made his little domain 
the envy of the great and the admiration of the 
skilful j a place to be visited by travellers and copied 


by designers.’ Descriptions of the Leasowes have j 
been written by Dodsley and Goldsmith. The pro- ! 
perty was altogether not worth more than £300 per ; 
annum, and Shenstone had devoted so much of his [j 



Tin* Ltwov, c s. I 

i 

means to external embellishment, that lie was com- j 
polled to live in a dilapidated house, not fit, as he 
acknowledges, to receive ‘polite friends.’ An unfor¬ 
tunate attachment to a young lady, and disappointed 
ambition—for be aimed at political as well a a poetical 
celebrity—conspired, with bis passion for gardening 
and improvement, to fix him in his solitary situation, 
lie became querulous and dejected, pined at the un¬ 
equal gifts of fortune, and even contemplated with ! 
a gloomy joy the complaint of Swift, that be would 
be ‘forced to die in a rage, like a poisoned rat in a 
hole.' Yet Shenstone was essentially kind and bene¬ 
volent, ami he must at times have experienced ex¬ 
quisite pleasure in his romantic retreat, in which 
every year would give fresh beauty, and develop 
more distinctly the creations of his taste and labour. 1 
‘The works of a person that builds,’ he says, ‘begin 
immediately to decay, while those of him who plants j 
begin directly to improve.’ This advantage he pos- ! 
sessed, with the additional charm of a love of litera- i 
ture; but Shenstone sighed for more than inward | 
peace and satisfaction. He built his happiness on j 
the applause of others, and died in solitude a votary 
of the world. II is death took place at the Leasowes, j 
February 11, 1763. 1 

The works of Shenstone were collected and pub- ! 
fished alter his death by his friend Dodsley, in three j 
volumes. The first contains his poems, the second j 
his prose essays, and the third his letters and other 
pieces. Gruy remarks of his correspondence, that 
it is * about nothing else but the Leasowes, and his 
writings with two or three neighbouring clergyman 
who wrote verses too.’ The essays are good, dis¬ 
playing an case and grace of stylo united to judg¬ 
ment and discrimination. They have not the mellow 
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ripeness of thought uud learning of Cowley’s essays, 
but they resemble them more closely than any others 
we possess. In poetry, Shenstone tried different 
styles; his elegies barely reach mediocrity; his 
levities, or pieces of humour, are dull and spirit¬ 
less. His highest effort is the 4 Schoolmistress/ a 
descriptive sketch in imitation of Spenser, so de¬ 
lightfully quaint and ludicrous, vet true to nature, 
that it has all the force and vividness of a painting 
by Teniers or Wilkie. His Pastoral Ballad , in four 
parts, is also the finest English poem of that or¬ 
der. The pastorals of Spenser do not aim at lyrical 
simplicity, and no modern poet has approached 
Shenstone in the simple tenderness and pathos of 
pastoral song. Mr Campbell seems to regret the 
I affected Arcadianism of these pieces, which un¬ 
doubtedly present an incongruous mixture of pas- 
I toral life and modern manners. But, whether from 
j early associations (for almost every person has read 
I Shenstone's ballad in youth), or from the romantic 
I simplicity, the true touches of nature aiul feeling, 
l and the easy versification of the stanzas, they are 
I always rend and remembered with delight. We 
I must surrender up the judgment to the imagination 
in perusing them, well knowing that no such Cory- 
dons or Phylisses are to be found ; but this is a sa- 
; crifiee which the Faery Queen equally demands, and 
! which few readers of poetry are slow to grant, 
j Johnson quotes the following verses of the first part, 
j with the striking culogium, that, if any mind denies 
I its sympathy to them, it has no acquaintance with 
! love or nature 

| I prized every hour that went by, 

Beyond all that had pleaded me he lure ; 

But now they are p;ut, and 1 sigh. 

And 1 grieve; that I prized them n<> kimv. 

When forced the fair nymph t<> fmvgo, 

, What anguish I felt in in y heart! 

Yet 1 thought (hut it might not ho :*<•) 

Twas with pain that she saw me di-p.-u t. 

She gazed as I slowly withdrew, 

! My path 1 could hardly discern ; 

j; So sweetly she bade me adieu, 

I I thought that slie bade me return. 

i We subjoin the best part of tin* ‘ Schoolmistress / 

/ but one other stanza is worthy of notice, not only 
i for its intrinsic excellence, lmt for its having pro* 

■ bably suggested to Gray the fine reflection in his 
|, elegy— 

j ; * Some mute inglorious Milton here may r«.st/ t vc. 

Mr DTsraeli has pointed out this resemblance in 
his ‘ Curiosities of Literature/ and it appears well- 
founded. The palm of merit, as well as originality, 
seems to rest with Shenstone; for it is more natural 
, and just to predict the existence of undeveloped 
| powers and great eminence in the humble child at 
I school, than to conceive they had slumbered through 
| life in the peasant in the grave. Yet the conception 
; of Gray has a sweet and touching pathos, that 
j sinks into the heart and memory. Shenstone’s is as 
j follows:— 

!; Yet, nursed with skill/what dazzling fruits appear! 
Even now sagacious foresight point* to show 
A little bench of heedless bishops here. 

And there a chancellor in embryo, 

Or bard sublime, if bard may ecr be so, 

As Milton, Shakspeare—names that ne’er shall die! 
Though now he crawl along the ground so low, 

: Nor weeting how the Muse should soar on ineli, 
jj Wisheth, poor starveling elf ! his paper kite Lay tly. 


The Schoolmistress. 

Ah me ! full sorely is my heart forlorn, 

To think how modest worth neglected lies *, 

While partial fame doth with her blasts adorn 
Such deeds alone as pride and pomp disguise; 
Deeds of ill sort, and mischievous emprise; 

Lend me thy clarion, goddess! let me try 
To sound the praise of merit ere it dies ; 

Such as I oft have chanced to espy, 

Lost in the dreary shades of dull obscurity. 

In every village marked with little spire, 
Embowered in trees, and lmrdlv known to fame, 
There dwells, in lowly shed, and mean attire, 

A matron old, whom we schoolmistress name ; 

Who boasts unruly brats with birch to tame; 

They grieven sore, in piteous duranL^c pent, 

Awed by the power of this relentless dame ; 

And ofttimes, on vagaries idly bent, 

For unkempt hair, or t:uk imeonned, are surely shout. 



Outtnee of the Si-IiuOndeiv-*, m i 1 .>!• ^-Ovun, sbn.p^tij<\ 

And all in Mi'iit d ill rue a hiivlu-n iut, 

\\ hieh learning near her little dome did <o... r. >•; 

\\ hilom a twig of small regard to sr, 

J hough now so wide its waving brain lies i! .vv,“ 
And work the simple uissais mickle uo ; 

For not a wind might curl the leans that blew, 
But their limbs shminerod, and their pel*!' beat I»> w 
And as they looked, tiny found their hnir>»r grew, 
And shaped it into rods, and tingled at the Geu. 

Near to this dome is found a patch s.« green, 

On which the tribe their gambols do display ; 

And at the door imprisoning board is scon,* 

Lest weakly wights of smaller size should stray; 
Lager, perdie, to bask in sunny day ! 

'i’lie noises intermixed, which thence resound, 

Do learning’s little tenement betray ; 

Where sits the dame, disguised in look profound, 
And eyes her fairy throng, and turns her wheel aroum 


Her cap, far whiter than the driven snotv. 
Emblem right meet of decency doe* yield ; 
Her apron dyed in grain, as blue, J trow, 
As is the harebell that adorns the held; 
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And in her hand, for sceptre, she does wield 
Tway birchen sprays ; with anxious fear entwined, 
With dark distrust, and sad repentance filled ; 

And steadfast hate, and sharp affliction joined, 

And fury uncontrolled, and chastisement unkind. 

A russet stole was o’er her shoulders thrown ; 

A russet kirlle fenced the nipping air; 

»Twas simple russet, but it was her own ; 

■’Tvvas her own country bred the flock so fair! 

’Tvvas her own labour did the fleece prepare ; 

And, sooth to say, her pupils ranged around, 
Through pious awe, did term it passing ran*; 

For they in gaping wonderment abound, 

And think, no doubt, she been the greatest wight on 
ground. 

Albeit lie flattery did corrupt low truth, 

Ne pompous title did debauch her car ; 

Lundy, good woman, gossip, u’aiuit, forv'th, 

Or dame, tj^.^kob* additions she did hear ; 

Yet these she challenged, these site held right dear; 
Ne would esteem him act, as mouidit behove. 

Who should not honoured eld vvirh these revere; 
For never title yet .->> moan r*'ubl prove, 

Hut there was eke a mind which del that title love. 

One ancient hen she took delight to fend, 

'I he plodding patient of the busy dame ; 

Which, ever and anon, impelled by need. 

Into her school, begin with chickens, came ; 

Such favour did her past deportment claim ; 

And, if ncidect had lavished on the ground 
Fragment of bread, she would collect the same; 

For well she knew, and quaintly could expound. 
What sin it were to wa-tc tie* smallest crumb she 
found. 

Herb. 1 ?, too, *he knew, and well < f each could q « uk, 
Thai in her garden sipped the. ■*ilu , ry*lew ; 

Where no vain flower disclosed a gaudy streak. 

Hut herb* for use and physic, not a few, 

Of gray renown, within those borders grew : 

The tufted basil, pun-provoking thyme, 

Fresh balm, and marigold of cheerful hue; 

The lowly gill, that never dares to climb ; 

And more 1 fain would sing, disdaining here to ibv me. 

Here oft the dame, on Sabbath's decent eve. 
Hymned such psalms as Sternhold forth did mete 
If winter ’tvvere, she to Ivor hearth did cleave. 

Hut in her garden found n summer-seat : 

Sweet melody ! to hear her then repeat 
llovv Israel’s sons, beneath a foreign king. 

While taunting foemen did it song entreat, 

All, for the nonce, untuning every string, 
l T phuiig their useless lyres- small heart had they to 
sing. 

For she was just, and friend to virtuous lore, 

And passed much time in truly virtuous deed ; 
And, in those elfins’ ear- would oft deplore 
The times, when truth by popish rage did bleed, 
And tortuous death was true devotion's meed ; 

And simple faith in iron chains did mourn, 

That nould on wooden image place her creed ; 

And lawny saints in smouldering flames did burn: 
All! dearest Lord, fore fend thilk (lays should eVr re¬ 
turn. 

In elbow-chair (like that of Scottish stem, 

By the sharp tooth of cankering eld defaced, 

In which, when he receives his diadem, 

Our sovereign prince and liefest liege is placed) 
The matron mat; and some with rank she graced, 
(The source of children’s and of courtiers’ pride!) 
Redressed affronts —for vile affronts there passed ; 
And warned them not the fretful to deride, 

But love each other dear, whatever them betide. 


Right well she knew each tcmjier to descry, 

To thwart the proud, and the submiss to raise; 
Some with vile copper-prize exalt on high, 

And some entice with pittance small of praise; 
And other some with baleful sprig she Trays: 
liven absent, she the reins of power doth hold, 
While with quaint arts the giddy crowd she sways ; 
Forewarned, if little bird their pranks behold, 
’Twill whisper in her ear, and all the scene unfold. 

Lo! now with state she utters her command; 
Kftsoons the urchins to their tasks repair, 

Their books of stator** small they take in hand, 
Which with pellucid horn secured arc, 

To save fioni finger wet the letters fair: 

The work so gay, that on their back is seen, 

St George’s high achievements does declare; 

<in which thilk wight that has y-gazing been, 

Kens the forthcoming rod —unp)easing sight, I ween ! 

All! luckless he, and bom beneath the beam 
Of evil star! it irk*< me whilst 1 write; 

A* erst the bard bv Mulla’s silver stream,* 

< ift, /i> he told of deadly dolorous plight, 

Sighed a-’ he sung, and did in tears indite ; 

For brandishing the rod, she doth begin 
To loo*c tin* brogues, the stripling’s late delight; 
And down they drop ; appears his dainty skin, 

Fair as the furry coat of whitest ermilin. 

(i ruthful *-<*( ne ! when, from a nook obscure, 

His littb* sister doth his peril see. 

Ail playful as she sat, -he grows demure *, 

Mu* fimK full sunn her wonted spirits flee ; 

She meditates a prayer to set him free ; 

Nor gentle pardon could this dame deny 
(If gentle pardon could with dames agree) 

To her sad grief that swell* in either eye, 

And wrings her so that all for pity she could die. 

N » longer can "he now her shrieks command ; 

And hardlv she forbears, through awful fear, 

'lo rusheii f»rth, and, with presumptuous hand, 

To stay harsh justice in its mid career. 

I ‘n time *-lie calls, on thee her parent clear; 

(Ah ! too remote to ward the shameful blow !) 

She sees no kind domestic visage near. 

And soon a flood of tears begins to flow, 

* j Ami gives a lno«e at last to unavailing wo. 

But, ah! vvbnt jam hi* piteous plight may trace ! 

(>r what dev ice hi- loud laments explain— 

The form uncouth of his disguised face— 

The pallid hue that dyes his looks amain— 

The plenteous shower that does his cheek distain! 
When he, in abject wise, implores the dame, 

Ne hopeth aught of sweet reprieve to gain ; 

(h* when from high she levels well her aim, 

And, through the thutcli, his cries each falling stroke 
proclaim. 

But now Han Phoebus gains the middle sky, 

And liberty unbars her prison door; 

And like a rushing torrent out they fly; 

And now the grassy cirque ban covered o’er 
With boisterous revel rout and wild uproar; 

A thousand ways in wanton rings they run. 

Heaven shield their short-lived pastimes 1 implore ; 
For well may freedom erst so dearly won 
Appear to British elf more gladsome than the sun. 

F.njov, poor imps ! enjoy your sportive trade, 

And chase gay flies, and cull the fairest flowers ; 

F or when my bones in grass-green sods are laid, 

Oh never may ye taste more careless hours 
In knightly castles or in ladies’ bowers. 

* Spenser. 
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Oh vain to seek delight in earthly thing! 

But most in courts, where proud ambition towers ; 
Deluded wight! who weens fair peace can spring 
Beneath the pompous dome of kesar or of king. 

See in each sprite some various bent appear ! 

These rudely carol most incondite lay; 

Those sauntering on the green, with jocund leer 
Salute the stranger passing on his way; 

Some buildcn fragile tenements of clay ; 

Some to the standing lake their courses bend, 

With pebbles smooth at duck and drake to play; 
Tlii 1 k to thehuxtcr’H savoury cottage tend, 

In pastry kings and queens the allotted mite to spend. 


Here as each season yields a different store. 

Each season’s stores in order ranged been ; 

Apples with cabbage-net v-covered o’er. 

Galling full sore the unmoneyed wight, are seem 
And goosebrie clad in livorv red or green ; 

And here, of lovely dye, the Catharine pear, 

Fine pear! as lovely for thy juice, 1 ween; 

0 may no wight e’er penniless come there, 

Lest, siuifc with ardent love, lie pine with hopchv- care. 


1 See, cherries here, ere cherries yet abound, 

With thread so white in tempting posies tied. 
Scattering, like blooming maid, their glances round. 
With pampered look draw little eyes aside ; 

And must be bought, though penury betide. 

The plum all azure, and the nut all brown ; 

I And here each season do those cake* abide, 

1 Whose honoured names* the inventive city own, 
Rendering through Britain’s i<tc Salopians praises 
known. 


1 Admired Salopia ! that with venial pride 
' Eyes her bright form in Severn's ambient wav<, 

1 Famed for her loyal cares in perils tried, 

Her daughters lovely, and her striplings brave : 

Ah ! midst the rest, may llowers adorn Ins gran* 
Whose art did first these dulcet cates display ! 

A motive fair to learning’s imps he gave. 

Who cheerless o’er her darkling region stray ; 

Till reason’s mom arise, and light them on their wa v. 


A Pastoral Bulbul, in Pour Parte —17K>. 
f Arbusta humib-aquo myric.T.'—V ikn. 


Ye shepherds, so cheerful and gay, 

Whose flocks never carelessly roam ; 

Should Corydon’s happen to stray. 

Oh ! call the poor wanderers home. 

Allow me to muse and to sigh, 

Nor talk of the change that ye find ; 

None once was so watchful as f ; 

I have left my dear Phyllis behind. 

Now I know what it is to have strove 
With the torture of doubt and desire ; 

What it is to admire and to love, 

And to leave her we love and admire. 

Ah ! lead forth my Hock in the mom, 

And the damps of each evening repel ; 

Alas ! I am faint and forlorn— 

I have bade my dear Phyllis farewell. 

Since Phyllis vouchsafed me a look, 

I never once dreamt of my vine; 

May I lose both my pipe and my crook, 

If I knew of a kid that was mine. 

I prized every hour that went by, 

Beyond all that had pleased me before; 

But now they are past, and 1 sigh, 

And I grieve that I prized them no more. 

* Shrewsbury Cakes. 


But why do 1 languish in vain I 
Why wander thus pensively here! 

Oh! why did 1 c omo from the plain, 
Where I fed on the smiles of my dear 1 

They tell me, my favourite maid, 

The pride of that valley, is flown ; 

Alas! where with her 1 have strayed, 

J could wander with pleasure alone. 

When forced the fair nymph to forego. 
What anguish 1 felt at my heart: 

Yet 1 thought—but it might not be so— 
’Twas with pain that she saw me depart. 

She gazed as 1 slowly withdrew, 

My path 1 could hardly discern; 

So sweetly she bade me adieu, 

1 thought that she bade me return. 

The pilgrim that journies all day 
To visit some far distant shrine, 

If he bear but a relic away, 

Is happy, nor heard to repine. 

Thus widely removed from the fair, 

Where my vows, my devotion, 1 owe ; 

Soft hope is the relic 1 bear, 

And my solace, wherever 1 go. 


My batiks they are furnished with bees, 

Whose murmur invites one to sleep ; 

My grottos are shaded with trees, 

And my hills are white over with sheep. 

I seldom have met with a loss, 

Such health do my fountain* be?*toW ; 

My fountains, all bordered with moss, 

Where the harebells and violets grow. 

Not a pine in my grove is there seen, 

Hut with tendrils of woodbine is bound ; 

Not a beech’s more beautiful green, 

But a sweet brier entwines it around. 

Not my fields in the prime of the year 
More charms than my eattle unfold ; 

Not a brook that is limpid and clear, 

But it glitter* with tidies of gold. 

One would think she might like to retire 
To the bovver I have laboured to rear; 

Not a shrub that 1 heard Iter admire, 

But 1 hasted and planted it there. 

O how sudden the jessamine strove 
With the lilac to render it gay ! 

Already it calls for iny love 

To prune the wild branches away. 

From the plains, from the woodlands, and groves, 
What strains of wild melody flow! 

How the nightingales warble their loves. 

From thickets of roses that blow! 

And when her bright form shall appear, 

Each bird shall harmoniously join 
In a concert ho soft and ho clear, 

As—she may not be fond to resign. 

I have found out a gift for my fair, 

I have found where the wood-pigeons breed ; 
But let me that plunder forbear, 

She will way, ’twns a barbarous deed. 

For he ne’er could be true, she averred, 

Who could rob a poor bird of his young; 

And 1 loved her the more when 1 heard 
Such tenderness fall from her tongue. 

I have heard her with sweetness unfold 
How that pity was due to a dove ; 

That it ever attended the bold, 

And she called it the sister of Love. 


SO 
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But her words such a pleasure convey, 

So much I her accents adore, 

Let her speak, and whatever she say, 
Methinks I should love her the more. 

Can a bosom so gentle remain 
Unmoved, when her Corydon sighs? 

Will a nymph that is fond of the plain, 
These plains and this valley despise ? 

Dear regions of silence and shade! 

Soft scenes of contentment and ease! 
Where I could have pleasingly strayed, 

If aught in her absence could please. 

But where does my Phyllida stray? 

And where are her grots and her bowers ? 
Are the groves and the valleys as gay, 

And the shepherds as gentle a« ours? 

The groves may perhaps be as fair, 

And the face of the valleys as fine ; 

The swairffr may in manners compare, 

But their love is not equal to mine. 

in. so i.i cm; dk. 

Why will you niy passion reprove? 

Why term it a folly to grieve ? 
lire I show you the charms of my I- ^o: 

She is fairer than you can believe. 

With her mien she enamours the brave, 
With her wit she engages the free, 

With her modesty pleases the grave ; 

She is every way pleasing to me. 

0 you that have boon of ber train. 

Come and join in my amorous lays ; 

I could lay down my life for the swain. 

That will sing but a song in her praise. 
When he sings, may the nymphs of the town 
Come trooping, and listen the while; 

Nay, on him let not Phyllida frown, 

But I cannot allow her to smile. 

For when Paridel tries in the dance 
Any favour with Phyllis to find, 

O how, with one trivial glance, 

Might she ruin the pence of my mind! 

In ringlets he dresses his hair, 

And his crook is bestudded around ; 

And his pipe—oh my Phyllis, beware 
Of a magic there is in the sound. 

’Tis his with mock passion to glow, 

’Tin his in smooth talcs to unfold 
i How her face is as bright as the snow, 

And her bosom, be sure, is as cold. 

IIow the nightingales labour the strain, 

With the notes of his charmer to vie ; 

How they vary their accents in vain, 

Repine at her triumphs, and die/ 

To the grove or the garden he strays, 

And pillages every sweet; 

Then suiting the wreath to his lays, 

He throws it at Phyllis’s feet. 

1 0 Phyllis, he whispers, more fair, 

More sweet than the jessamine’s tlower ! 
What are pinks in a morn, to compare ? 
What is eglantine after a shower ? 

Then the lily no longer i9 white, 

Then the rose is deprived of its bloom, 
Then the violets die with despite, 

And the woodbines give up their perfume. 1 
Thus glide the soft numbers along, 

And he fancies no shepherd his peer; 

Yet I never should envy the song, 

Were not Phyllis to lend it an ear. 


Let his crook be with hyacinths bound, 

So Phyllis the trophy despise: ! 

Let his forehead with laurels be crowned. 

So they shine not in Phyllis’s eyes. j 

The language that flows from the heart, 

Is a stranger to Pari del’s tongue; 

Yet may she beware of his art, j 

Or gure I must envy the song. :! 

j 

IV. DISAPPOINTMENT. 

Ye shepherds, give ear to my lay, j 

And take no more heed of my sheep: 

They have nothing to do but to stray; j 

I have nothing to do but to weep. j 

Yet do not my folly reprove ; ' 

She was fair, and my passion begun ; i 

She smiled, and I could not but love; ; 

She is faithless, and I am undone. 1 

7 t 

Perhaps I was void of all thought: 

Perhaps it was plain to foresee, ; 

That a nymph so complete would be sought i 

By a swain more engaging than me. ; 

Ah ! love every hope can inspire; j 

It banishes wisdom the while ; j 

And the lip of the nymph we admire l 

Seems for ever adorned with a smile. j 

SIk* is faithless, arid I am undone ; j 

Ye that witness the woes I endure, 

Let reason instruct you to shun j 

What it cannot instruct you to cure. 

Beware how you loiter in vain 
Amid nymphs of a higher degree : ! 

It is not for me to explain 

How fair ami how fickle they be. 

Alas! from the day that we met, 

What hope of an end to my woes? 

When I cannot endure to forget 
The glance that undid my repose. 

Yet time may diminish the pain: j 

The flower, and the shrub, and the tree, I 

Which I reared for her pleasure in vain, I 

In time may have comfort for me. [ 

■ i 

The sweets of a dew-sprinkled rose, 

The gound of a murmuring stream, 

The peace which from solitude flows, 

Henceforth shall be Corydon*s theme. 

High transports are shown to the sight, j 

But we are not to find them our own ; | 

Fate never bestowed such delight, j 

As I with my Phyllis had known. j 

O ye woods, spread your branches apace ; 

To your deepest recesses I fly ; | 

I would hide with the beasts of the chase; ! 

I would vanish from ever}* eye. j 

Yet my reed shall resound through the grove | 

With the same sad complaint it begun ; ; 

How she smiled, and I could not but love; i 

Was faithless, and I am undone! 1 

Song .— Jemmy Dawson * ! 

Come listen to iny mournful tale, : 

Ye tender hearts and lovers dear ; j 

Nor will you scorn to heave a sigh, j 

Nor will you blush to shed a tear. 

* Captain James Dawson, the amiable and unfortunate sub¬ 
ject of these stanaas, was one of the eight officers belonging 
to the Manchester regiment of volunteers, in the service of the 
young chevalier, who were hanged, drawn, and quartered, on 
Kcnnington-Common in 174& i 
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Tho dismal scene* was o'er and past* 

The lover's mournful hearse retired ; 

The maid drew back her languid head, 
And, sighing forth his name, expired. 

Though justice ever must prevail, 

The tear my Kitty sheds is due ; 

For seldom shall she hear a tale 
So sad, so tender, and so true. 

[ Written at an Jnn at //ca/ry.] 

To thee, fair Freedom, 1 retire 

From flattery, cards, and dice, and din ; 

Nor art thou found in mansions higher 
Thun the low cot or humble inn. 

*Tis here with boundless power I reign, 
And every health which I begin 

Converts dull port to bright champagne : 
Such freedom crowns it at an 

I fly from pomp, 1 fly fimii plate, 

1 fly from falsehood's specious grin ; 

Freedom I love, and form f hate, 

And choose my lodging-' at ap inn. 

Here, waiter ! take my sordid ore, 

Which lackeys else might hope to win ; 

It buys what courts have not in store. 

It buys me freedom at an inn. 

Whoe'er bn* travelled life*- dull round. 
Where'er his stages ma\ have been. 

May sigh to think he still has foiin 1 
The warmest welcome at an inn. 


J> V\ II) M ALU. j . 

Damp Mali.i t, author of souk* beautiful ballad 
stan/as, and some florid unimpasrioned poems in 
j blank verse. Mas a successful but unprincipled life* 
j rary adventurer. He praised and courted Hope 
while living, and, after experiencing bis kindness, 
traduced bis memory when dead. He earned a dis¬ 
graceful pension by contributing t<> the death of a 
brave naval officer. Admiral Ryng, who fell a victim 
to the clamour of faction *, and by various other acts 
of his life, lie evinced that self-aggrandisement was 
hN only steady and ruling passion. When John- 
j son, therefore, states that Mallet was the only Soot 
whom Scotchmen did not commend, lie pays a com¬ 
pliment to the virtue and integrity of tin* natives of 
Scotland. Tho original name of the poet was Mal- 
loeli, which, after his removal to London, and his 
j intimacy with the great, he changed to Mallet, as 
more easily pronounced by the English. His father 
kept a small inn at ('rieff, Perthshire, where David 
was horn about the year 1 Too. He attended Aber¬ 
deen college, and was afterwards received, though 
without salary, as tutor in the family of Mr Home 
of Dreghorn, near Edinburgh. He next obtained a 
similar situation, hut with a salary of .CIO per an¬ 
num, in the family of the Duke of Montrose. In 
172.*}, he went to London with the duke’s family, 
and next year his ballad of William and Margaret 
appeared in Hill's periodical, ‘ Tho Plain Dealer.’ He 
soon numbered among his friends Young, Pope, and 
other eminent persons, to whom his assiduous atten¬ 
tions, his agreeable manners, and literary taste, 
rendered his society acceptable. In 1733 he pub¬ 
lished a satire on Bentley, inscribed to Pope, en¬ 
titled Verbal Criticism , in which he characterises the 
venerable scholar as 


And thou, dear Kitty, peerless maid, 

Do thou a pensive ear incline ; 

For thou canst weep at every wo. 

And pity every plaint but mine. 

Young Dawson was a gallant youth, 

A brighter never trod the plain ; 

And well he loved one charming maid. 

And dearly was he loved again. 

One tender maid she loved him dear, 

Of gentle blood the damsel came : 

And faultless was her beauteous form. 

And spotless was her virgin fame. 

But curse on party's hateful strife. 

That led tho favoured youth astray ; 

The day the rebel clans appeared, 

O had he never seen that day ! 

Their colours and their sash he wore, 

And in the fatal dress was found ; 

And now he must that death endure. 

Which gives the brave the keenest wound. 

How pale was then lii.s true love'- cheek. 
When Jemmy's sentence reached her ear! 
For never yet did Alpine .snows 
So pale or yet so chill a]-pear. 

With faltering voice she weeping said. 

Oh Dawson, monarch of my heart ! 

Think not thy death shall end our b»vc-, 

For thou and 1 will never part. 

Yet might sweet mercy {hid a place, 

And bring relief to Jemmy's woes, 

O George ! without a prayer for thee 
My orisons should never cb'-e. 

The gracious prince that gave him life 
Would crown a never-dying llame ; 

And every tender babe 1 bon* 

Should learn to lisp the giver'.- name. 

But though, dear youth, thou slmuM-t be drag: 

To yonder ignominious tree. 

Thou shalt not want a faithful friend 
To share thv bitter fate with thee. 

O then her mourning-mach was called. 

The sledge moved slmvly on before ; 

Though borne in her triumphal ear, 

Ishc had not loved her favourite more. 

She followed him, prepared to view 
The terrible behe-t- of la;v ; 

And the last scene of Jemmy's woes 
With calm and steadfast eye she saw. 

Distorted was that blooming face, 

Which she had fondly loved so long ; 

And stifled was that tuneful breath, 

Which in her praise had sweetly sung : 

And severed was that beauteous neck, 

Round which her arms had fondly closed ; 
And mangled was that beauteous breast, 

On which her love-sick head reposed : 

And ravished was that constant heart, 

She did to every heart prefer ; 

For though it could its king forget, 

*Twas true and loyal atill to her. 

Amid those unrelenting flames 

She bore this constant heart to see ; 

But when ’twas mouldered into dust, 

Now, now, she cried, I follow thee. 

My death, my death alone can show 
The pure and lasting love I bore : 

Accept, O Ileaven 1 of woes like ours, 

And let ns, let us weep no more. 


In error obstinate, in wrangling loud, 

For trifles eager, positive, and proud ; 

Deep in the darkness of dull authors bred, 
With all their refuse lumbered in his head. 
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Mallet was appointed under secretary to the Prino 
of Whales, with a salary of £200 per annum ; and, ii 
conjunction with Thomson, lie produced, in 1740, the 
Masque of Alfred, in honour of the birth-day of tin 
Princess Augusta. A fortunate second marriage 
(nothing is known of his first) brought to the poet 
a fortune of £ 10,000. The; lady was daughter of 
Lord Carlisle's steward. Both Mallet and his wife 
professed to be deists, and the helv is paid to have 
surprised some of her friends by commencing her 
k arguments with ‘Nr, ire deists.’ When Gibbon 
i the historian was dismissed from hi* college at 
( Oxford for embracing poperv, be took refuge in 
!. Mallet’s bouse, and was rather scandalised, he «ays, 

1 than reclaimed, by the philosophy of his bust, 

i. Wilkes mentions that the vain and fantastic wife of 
" Mallet one day lane nted to a lady that her husband 

, mitered in reputation by his name Ining so often 

j, confounded witfi that of Smollett ; tlx* lady wittily 
j answered, ‘Madam, there is a short remedy; let 
!: your husband keep Ids own name.’ To gratify Lord 
j Holinghrokc, Mallet, in hisprifov to the‘Patriot 

| King/ heaped abuse on the memory of Pope, and 
I Doling broke n «;ft*ded him to bequeathing *•> him 
the whole of his vorks ami manuscripts. NN ii«*n 
j the government became unpopular by the d- feat at 
1 Minorca, he was emphyed to defend them, and 
, under the signature uf a 1 I::in Man, he published 
an address imputing cowardice to the admiral of 
the Ha t. 1 h* Mi. eeeded : Pyng " -is shot, mid Mall* t 
, was pensjom d. (»n the death of the 1 >uein*ss of Marl¬ 
borough, it was found that she had left Xinuu to 
! (il)Ver, author • * Lconida-/ a”! M illet, jo'mtly, 

on condition that tiny should draw up I'nii tin- 
j family papers a life of the great duke. <du\* r, in.- , 
i dignaut at a stipulation in the will, that the umnmir , 

1 was to 1 k i submit ohI IMdre publication t«> the Karl 
j of ('lit sterlield, and bring a high-spirited man, de¬ 
volved the wiii'lo on Mall* t. v ho also netuved a 
j pension from the s< eoud Duke of Marib in nigh, to 
1 stimulate bis indiistrv. lie pretended to be busy 
* with the work, and in the dedication to a small coj- 
| lection of his poems published in 17»'»g, he stated 
j that he hoped soon to present his grace with sonn- 
! thing more solid in the life of the first Duke of 
1 Marllvorough. Mallet had received the solid motuy. 
j and eared for nothing else. On his death, it was 
j found that not a single line of the memoir had been 
; written. In his latter days the p»*it held the lucra- 
} tivc situation of Keeper of the Book of Entries for 
i the port of Lmdon. He died April 21, 17f»d. 

; Mallet wrote some theatrical piece.*, which, though 
partially successful on their representation, are now 
I utterly forgotten. Gibbon anticipated, that. if ever 
I his friend should attain poetic fame, it would he 
s acquired by his poem of Amr/ntor and Thcodom. 

; This, the longest *of his poetical works, is a tale in 
blank verse, the scene of which is laid in the solitary 
) island of St Kilda, whither one of his characters, 

| Aurelius, lnd tied to avoid the religious j verse - 
cutions under Charles II. Some highly*wrought 
i descriptions of marine scenery, storms, and ship- 
! wreck, with a few touches of natural pathos and 
j affection, constitute the chief characteristics of the 
i poem. The whole, however, even the very names 
j in Hiich a locality, has an air of improbability and 
■ extravagance. Another work of the same kind, but 
j inferior in execution, is his poem The Excursion, 

[ written in imitation of the style of Thomsons 
‘ Seasons/ The defects of Thomson’s style are 
j servilely copied; some of his epithets and expres- 
| siori 9 are also borrowed; but there is no approach to 
i his redeeming graces and beauties. Contrary to 
j the dictum of Gibbon, the poetic fame of Mallet 
rests on his ballads, and chiefly on his ‘William 


and Margaret/ which, written at the age of twenty- 
three, afforded high hopes of ultimate excellence. 
The simplicity, here remarkable, be seems to have ! 
thrown aside when he assumed the airs and dress of 
a man of taste and fashion. All critics, from Dr 
Percy downwards, have united in considering 1 Wil¬ 
liam and Margaret* one of the finest compositions of 
the kind in our language. Mir Walter Scott con¬ 
ceived that Mailed bad imitated an old Scottish tale ' 
to he found in Allan Ramsay’s ‘Tea-Table Miscel¬ 
lany/ lxgiuning, 

There came a glued to Margaret's door. 

f 

The resemblance is striking. Mallet confessed only !; 
(in a note to his ballad) to the following verse in , 
Eh teller’s ‘ Knight of the Burning Pestle •/— j j 

Whm it was grown to dark midnight, ^ 

A tel all wore fast asleep, j 

In canto Margaret’s grimly ghost, j 

At.d stood at William’s f *ot. j 

In the first printed copies of Mallet's ballad, the two I 
first lines were m arly the same as the above— j 

W hen all was wrapt in dark midnight, j 

And all wore fa*t asleep. j 

He improved the rhyme by the change ; but beauti- j 
fill as the idea is of night and morning meeting, it j 
may l>e questioned whether there in not more of 1 
superstitious awe and aflecting simplicity in the old ‘ 
words. 

11 di/"/;f an fargant, 

’Tv;;- at the solemn hour. 

Wh.ii night and morning meet; 

!r cioled MargaretV grimly ghost, 

And -mod at William’s foot. 

Her face wa* like an April urnm 
Clad in n wintry cloud ; 

And elav-oold was her lily hand 
That held tier sable shroud. 

v • shall the faitv-t face appear 
When youth and years are flown : 

Mo h i- the robe that kings must wear, 

When death has reft their crown. 

Her bloom iv,v> like the springing flower, 

That sips the silver dew ; 

The rose was budded in her cheek, 
dust opening to the view. 

But love had, like the canker-worm, 

<’mistimed her early prime ; 

The rose grew pale, and left her cheek— 

She died before her time. 

Awake! she cried, thy true love calls, 

Pome from her midnight grave : 

Now let thv pity hear the maid 
Thy love refused to save. 

This is the dark and dreary hour 
When injured ghosts complain ; 

When yawning graves give up their dead, 

To haunt the faithless swain. 

Bethink thee, William, of thy fault, 

Thy pledge and broken oath ! 

And give me back my maiden-vow. 

And give me back my troth. 

Why did you promise love to me, 

And not that promise keep! 

Why did you swear my eyes were bright, 

Vct leave those eyes to weep \ 
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How could you say my face was fair. 
And yet that face forsake ? 

How could you win iny virgin heart, 

Yet leave that heart to break ? 

Why did you say my lip was sweet, 

And made the scarlet pale ! 

And why did I, young witless maid! 
Believe the flattering tale ? 

That face, alas! no more is fair, 

Those lips no longer red : 

Dark arc my eyes, now dosed in death, 
And every charm is fled. 

The hungry worm my sister is ; 

This winding-sheet I wear: 

And cold and weary lasts our night, 

Till that last mom appear. 

But hark ! the cock has warned me hence : 

A long and last adieu ! 

Come see, false man, how low she lies, 

Who died for love of .you. 

The lark sung loud ; the morning smiled 
With beams of rosy red : 

Pale William quaked in every limb, 

And raving jh ft his bed. 

He hied him to the fatal place 
Where Margaret’s body lay ; 

And stretched him on the green-grass turf 
That wrapt her breathless clay. 

And thrice he called on Margaret's name. 

And thrice he wept full sore; 

Then laid his cheek to her cold grave, 

Ami word spake never more! 


His sister, who, like envy formed. 

Like her in mischief joyed, 

To work them harm, with wicked skill, 
Each darker art employed. 

The father too, a sordid man, 

Who love nor pity knew, 

Was all unfeeling ns the clod 
Prom whence his riches grew. 

Long had he seen their secret flamo, 

And seen it long unmoved ; 

7’iien with a father’s frown at last 
Had sternly disapproved. 

In Edwin's gentle heart, a war 
Of ditiering passions strove: 
llis heart, that durst not disobey, 

Yet could not cease to love. 

Denied her sicht. lie oft behind * » 

The spreading hawthorn crept, 

To snatch a glance, to mark the spot 
Where Emma walked and wept. 

< Ht, too, on Summon*’s wintry # wasto, 
Beneath the moonlight shade, 

In sighs to pour It is softened soul, 

The midnight mounter strayed. 

ilis cheek, where health with beauty* glowed, 
A deadly pale o’eivast ; 

So fades tlie fresh n->o in its prime, 

Before the northern blast. 

1 lie parents now, with late renn.rse, 

Hung o'er his dying bed ; 

And wearied Heaven with fruitless vows, 

And fruitless harrows shed. 


and Idnma. 

Far in the Windings of a v ale, 

Fast by a sheltering wood. 

The safe retreat of health and peace, 

A humble cottage stood. 

There beauteous Emma flourished fair, 
Beneath a mother’s eye ; 

Whose only wish on earth was now 
To sec her blest, and die. 

The softest blush that nature spreads 
Gave colour to her cheek ; 

Such orient colour smiles through heaven, 
When vernal mornings break. 

Nor let the pride of great ones seem 
This charmer of the plains : 

That sun, who bids their diamonds blaze, 
T*» paint our lily deigns. 


' Jis pa*d ! In* cried, but, if your souls 
Sweet mercy yet can move, 

Let these dim eyes once more behold 
M hat they must ever love ! 

She eamo ; bis cold band soft I v touched 
And bathed with many n tear: 
bast-falling o'er the primrose pale, 

So morning dews appear. 

But oh l hi h sister’s jealous care, 

A cruel sister she! 
forbade what I’m ran came to say* 

* My Edwin, live for me !’ 


.... ,-y.. wept, 

1 he churchyard path along, 

The blast blew cob], the dark oivl .creamed 
Her lover s funeral song. 


Long had she filled each youth with love, 
Each maiden with despair; 

And though by all a wonder owned, 

Yet knew not she was fair; 


Amid the falling gloom of night 
Her startling fancy found 
In every bush his hovering shade, 
llis groan in every sound. 


Till Edwin came, the pride of swains, 
A soul devoid of art; 

And from whose eye, serenely mild, 
Shone forth the feeling heart. 

A mutual flame was quickly caught, 
Was quickly too revealed ; 

For neither bosom lodged a wish 
That virtue keeps concealed. 

What happy hours of home-felt bliss 
Did love on both bestow I 

But bliss too mighty long to last, 
Where fortune proves a foe. 


Alone, appalled, thus had she passed 
The visionary vale— 

When lo! the death-bell smote her car 
bad sounding in the gale ! * 


Just then she reached, with trembling 
Her aged mother’s door ; * ** 

He’s gone ! she cried, and I shall see 
lnat angel-face no more. 


mgn against my side ! 
from her white arm down sunk her head- 
*he shivered, sighed, and died. 
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HARK AKENSIDE. 


The JHrfa of Iwvemay. 

The trailing morn, the breathing spring, 

Invito the ttincfu* birds to ting ; 

And, while they warble from the spray, 

Love melt* the universal lay. 

Let us, Amanda, timely wise, 

Like them, improve the hour that flics; 

And in soft raptures waste the day, 

Among the birks of Invcrmny. 

For soon the winter of the year, 

Ami ago, life’s winter, will npjK?ur; 

At this thy living bloom will lade. 

As that will atrip the verdant shade. 

Our taste of pleasure then is o’er. 

The feathered songsters are no more; 

And when they drop and we dem v. 

Adieu the birks of Inrerruuy ! 

Some ad liftonul stanzas were add- d to tie; above 
by ])r Brvee, Kirknewtm. Invermay is i;i Perth¬ 
shire, the native county of Mallet, ami T situated 
near the termination of a little picturesque stream 
called the May., The ‘ birk’ or bireh-tree is abun¬ 
dant, adding grace and beauty' to rork and stream. 
Though a (Vit by birth and language, MaUet hr* 1 
none of the imaginative wildness or superstition of 
his native country. Mucplu thuo, <>u the other liand, 
seems to have hern compkuly imbued with it. 

• 

M \ UK AKKNMfU;. 

The author of The Pic yiAitf/.* t‘j 1 uou>ouitn,>n, i>ue 
of the in<*“t pure and iiobic-mindvd of the 

age, Trrrs rf Tuiiabb* origin. Itss parents were dis- 
Wntcrs, and the Puritanism iinhitml jn Ins earlv 
years seems, as in the case of Milton, to have given 
a gravity and earnestness to his character, aul a 
love of freedom to his thought* and imagination. 
Mark Akenmio: was the son of a respectable 



I House In which Akenaido was bom. 

! butcher at Newcastle-upon-Tyne, where he waa born, 
| November 9,1721. An accident in his early years— 


the fall of one of his father’s cleaver*, or hatchets, 
on his foot—rendered him lame for life, and per¬ 
petuated the recollection of his lowly birth. The 
Society of Dissenters advanced a sum for the edu¬ 
cation of the i>oct as a clergyman, and ho repaired 
to Edinburgh for this purpose in his eighteenth 
year. He afterwards repented of this destination, 
and, returning the money, entered himself as a stu¬ 
dent of medicine. He was then a poet, and in his 
Hymn to Science, written in Edinburgh, vre see at 
once the formation of his classic taste, and the 
dignity of his persona! character:--- 
That lu-t best effort of thy skill, 

'Jo form the life and rule the will, 

Propitious Power ! impart; 

Teach me to cool my passion’s fjrc.q j 
Make me the judge of my tlttsiros, 

The muster of tuy heart. 

Haise mo above the vulgar’s breath, 

Pursuit of fortune, fear of death, 

And all it* lid' that’s mean ; 

Still true to reason Ixt my plan, 

Still h*t rnv actions fpeak the man, 

Thr.viurh every various sccc*. ■ 

A youth animated by such sentiments, promised a 
manhood of honour and integrity. After three 
years #qx*nt in Edinburgh, Akenside removed to 
Javdcn to complete his studies; and in 1744 he was 
admitted to the degree of M.D. He next esta¬ 
blished himself as a physician in London. In Hol¬ 
land he had fat the age of twenty-three) writ- 
j ten his * Pleasures of Imagination,' which he now 
j ottered to Dndslev, demanding £120 for the eopy- 
• right, The 1 an/kseller consulted Pope, who tol 1 
! him * to maktUiP niggardly offl;r, since this was no 
; everv-day writer/ The poem attracted much at- 
tention, and was afterwards translated into French 
i and Italian. Akenside established himself as a 
; physician in Northampton, where he remained a 
year and a-half, but did not succeed. The latter 
part of his life was spent in 1/vndon. At Leyden 
he hini formed an intimacy with a young English¬ 
man of fortune, Jeremiah Dyson. Esq., which rijxmed 
into a friendship of the most close and enthusiastic 
description; and Mr Dyson (who was afterwards 
clerk of the House of Commons, a lord of the trea¬ 
sury, Ac.) had the generosity to allow the poet £300 
a year. After writing a few (hies, and attempting 
a total alteration of his great pocm*(m which he 
was far from successful), Akenside made no further 
efforts at composition. His society was courted for 
his taste, knowledge, and eloquence ; but his solemn 
sententiousness of mgjuude, his romantic idgaT’of 
blurry, atuT bTi uift^midgd of the^an- 

cicnts, cxloosed him occ asionally to ridiculcr The 
physician in Peregrine Fickle, who gives a feast in 
the manner of the ancients, is supposed to have been 
a caricature of Akenside. The description, for rich 
humour and grotesque combinations of learning and 
frilly, has not been (^celled by Smollett; but it was 
rtfiworthy his talents to cast ridicule on a man of 
high character and splendid genius. AkenSido died 
suddenly'ofrupiifnd soreThroaf” on the 23d of June 
1770, in his 42th year, and was buried in St James's 
church. With a feeling common to poets, as to 
more ordinary mortals, Akenside, in his latter days, 
reverted with delight to his native landscape on the 
banks of the Tyne. In his fragment of a fourth 
book of 4 The Pleasures of Imagination,’ written in 
the last year of his life, there is the following beau¬ 
tiful passage;— 

0 ye dales J 

Of Tyne, and ye most ancient woodlands; where \ 
Oft as the giant flood obliquely strides, \ 
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And his banks open and his lawns extend, 

Stops short the pleased traveller to view. 

Presiding o’er the scene, some rustic tower 
Founded by Norman or by Saxon hands: 

0 ye Northumbrian shades, which overlook 
The rocky pavement and the mossy falls 
Of solitary Wcnsbeck’s limpid stream ! 

How gladly I recall your well-known scats 
l Beloved of old, and that delightful time 
When all alone, for many a summer’s day, 

1 wandered through your calm recesses, led 
In silence by some powerful hand unseen. 

I Nor will I e’er forget you ; nor shall e’er 
I The graver tasks of manhood, or the advice 
I Of vulgar wisdom, move me to disclaim 

Those studies which possessed me in the dawn 
Of life, and fixed the colouryfunyuiiimT 
For"every future yeofTlVlrdiice even now 
From sleep I rescue the clear hours of morn, 
i And, while the world around lies overwhelmed 
In idle darkness, am alive to thoughts 
! Of honourable fame, of truth divine 
Or moral, and Of minds to virtue won 
' the sUKSJfc jnagTe of harmonious y.crse. 

The spirit of Milton seems to speak in this strain of 
| lofty egotis m! 

i * The Pleasures of Imagination’ is a poem seldom 
| read continuously, though its finer passages, by fre- 
| quent quotation, particularly in works of criticism 
i and moral philosophy, are well known. Gray cen- 
! sured the mixture of spurious philosophy—the spe- 
i culations of Hutcheson and Shaftesbury—which the 

• work contains. Plato, Lucretius, and even the papers 
j by Addison in the Spectator, were also laid under 
! contribution by the studious author. He gathered 
i sparks of enthusiasqi from kindred minds, but the 

/ ! train was lyJimjUiLU. 7 Phe pleasures which liis poem 
J | professes*to treat of, ‘ proceed,’ he says, ‘ either from 
( ! natural objects, as from a flourishing grove, a clear 
j and murmuring fountain, a calm sea by moonlight, 
or from works of art, such as a noble edifice, a mu¬ 
sical tunc, a statue, a picture, a poem.’ These, with 
the moral and intellectual objects arising from them, 
furnish abundant topics for illustration; but Aken- 
side dealt chiefly with abstract subjects, pertaining 
more to philosophy than to poetry, lie did not 
' seek to graft upon them human interests and pas* 

! sions. In tracing the final causes of our emotions, 

! he could have described their exercise and effects in 
| scenes of ordinary pain or pleasure in the walks' 

* of real life. This docs not seem, however, to have 
been the purpose of the poet, and hence his work is 

| | deficient in interest. He seldom stoops Jxgm the 
j heights of p hilosophy arid lie con- 

; sidcTed’ttir^r{Sfiysicar8cience improved the charms of 
; nature. Contrary to the feeling of an accomplished 
| living poet, who repudiates these ‘ cold material 
j laws,’ he viewed the rainbow with additional plea¬ 
sure after he had studied the Newtonian theory of 
j lights and colours. 

Nor ever yet 

The*melting rainbow’s vernal tinctured hues 
To me have shone so pleasing, as when first 
' The hand of Science pointed out the path 

In which the sunbeams gleaming from the wot 
Fall on the Watery cloud, whose darksome veil 
Involves the orient. 

Akenside’s 7/ym» to the fiaiads lias the true classical 
I spirit He had caught the .mauner^and.fpeling, the 
varied paugp-«*d Jbarmopy , of the Greek poets, with 
such felicity, thaT'Etoyfl considered his Hymn as 
fitted to give a better idea of that form of compo¬ 
sition, than could be conveyed by any translation 
of Homer or Callimachus. Gray was an equally 


learned poet, perhaps superior. Ilis knowledge was 
better digested. But Gray had not the romantic 
enthusiasm of character, tinged wit hjaBd antry^whlch 
naturally belonged to Akbrtdld^ He had also the 
experience of mature years. The genius of Akon- 
side was early developed, and jiis diffiis© and florid * 
description^ j^mthc natural prOdUbT^iIhnTOlIous 
nTira' To h (T —of vouthT urc x uberftftffe. "“tliT'Wttsaner- 
ivards conscious of the ttef^tirbrills poem. He saw 
that there was too much leaf for the fruit; but in 
cutting off these luxuriances, he sacrificed some of 
the finest blossoms. Posterity has been more just 
to his fame, by almost wholly disregarding this 
second copy of his philosophical poem. In his youth¬ 
ful aspirations ^fterjiuorgl mid intellectual great- 
mess and beauty, lie seems, like .TeremrTtiyldr in 
tlie pulpit 4 a n angel ngjy iy descended from the 
visions of glolTT Tnadvaneed year s , Ikm # Th 0 .f>K £ 
ffafsor in his robes; still free from staitf, but stately, 
formal, and severe. The blank verse of 4 The Plea¬ 
sures of Imagination’ is free and well-modulated, and 
seems to lx? distinctively his own. Though apt to 
run into too long periods, it has more compactness 
of structure than Thomson’s ordinary composition. , 
Its occasional want of perspicuity prohably arises 
from the fineness of his distinctions, and the diffi¬ 
culty attending mental analysis in verse. lie might 
also wish to avoid all vulgar and common expres¬ 
sions, and thus err from excessive refinement. A 
redundancy of ornament undoubtedly, in some pas¬ 
sages, takes off from tlie clearness ami prominence 
of his conceptions. His highest flights, however— 
as in the allusion to the death of Gtesar, and his 
exquisitely-wrought parallel between art mid na¬ 
ture—have a flow and energy of expression, with 
appropriate imagery, which mark the great poet. 
His style is chaste, yet elevated and musical. He 
never compromised his dignity, though he blended 
sweetness with its expression. 

(O/i.i after th< / 'fitif'.] 

Say, why was man so eminently raised 

Amid the vast creation ; why ordained . 

Through life ami death to dart his piercing eye, 

With thoughts beyond the limit of his frame ; 

But that the Omnipotent might send him foilh 
In sight of mortal and immortal powers, 

As on a boundless theatre, to run . 

The great career of justice ; to exalt 
His generous aim to all diviner deeds ; 

To chase each partial purpose from his breast; 

And through the mists of passion ami of sense, 

And through tlie tossing tide of chance and pain, 

To hold his course unfaltering, while the voice 
Of Truth and Virtue, up the steep ascent 
Of Nature, calls him to his high reward, 

The applauding smile of Heaven ? Else wherefore burn* 

In mortal bosoms this unquenched hope, 

That breathes from day to day sublimer things, 

And mocks possession ? wherefore darts the mind 
With such resistless ardour to embrace 
Majestic forms ; impatient to be free, 

Spuming the gross control of wilful might; 

Proud of the strong contention of her toils; 

Proud to be daring? who but rather turns 
To Heaven’s broad fire his unconstrained view, 

'Phan to the glimmering of a waxen flame ? <; 

Who that, from Alpine heights, his labouring cyv 
Shoots round the wide horizon, to surrey 
Nilus or Ganges rolling hi# bright wave 
Through mountains, plain#, through empires black 
with shade, i j 

And continents of sand, will turn hi# gaze | 

To mark the winding# of a scanty rill \ j 

That murmur# at his feetl The high-bom soul jj 
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Disdains to test her heaven-aspiring wing 
Beneath its native quarry. Tired of earth 
And this diurnal scene, she springs aloft 
Through fields of Air; pursues the flying storm ; 
Rides on the vollied lightning through the heavens; 
Or, yoked with whirlwinds and the northern blast, 
Sweeps the long tract of day. Then high she soars 
The blue profound, and, hovering round the sun, 

! Beholds him pouring the redundant stream 
| Of light; beholds his unrelenting sway 
| Bend the reluctant planets to absolve 
s The fated rounds of Time. Thence far effused, 
i She darts her swiftness up the long carter 
Of devious comets; through its burning sign* 
Exulting measures the perennial wheel 
Of Nature, and looks back on all the stars, 

Whose blended light, as with a milky zone. 

Invest the orient. Now, amazed she views 
The empyrealwaste, where haupy spirits hold. 
Beyond this concave heaven, their calm abode ; 

And fields of radiance, whose unfailing light 
Hah travelled the profound six thousand year*, 

Nor yet arrives in sight of mortal things. 

Even on the harriers of the world, untired 
She meditates the eternal depth lielow ; 

Till half recoiling, down the headlong steep 
.She plunges; soon o’envhelmed and svallowed up 
In that immense of being. There her hojws 
Rest at the fated goal. For from the birih 
Of mortal man, the sovereign Maker said, 

That not in humble nor in brief delight, 

Not in the fading echoes of Renown, 

Power's purple robe*, nor Pleasure's flowery lap, 

The soul should find enjoyment: but from these 
Turning disdainful to an equal good, 

Through all the ascent of thing* enlarge her > u-v,, 
Till every bound at length should disappear, 

And infinite perfection clone the scene. 

[fntdkctiml Il-autg — Patriotism .} 

Mind, mind alone (bear witness earth and heaven!) 
The living fountains in itself contains 
Of beauteous and sublime: here hand in hand 
Sit paramount the <1 races ; here enthroned, 

Celestial Venus, with divinest airs, 

Invites the soul to never-fading joy. 

Look, then, abroad through Nature, to the range 
Of planets, suns, and adamantine spheres. 

Wheeling unshaken through the void immense ; 

And speak, oh man! does this cajwicious scene 
With naif that kindling majesty dilate 
Thy strong conception, as when Brutus rose 
Refulgent from the stroke of (War's fate, 

Amid the crowd of patriots ; and his arm 
Aloft extending, like eternal Jove 
When guilt brings down the thunder, called aloud 
On Tullv'e name, and «hook his crimson steel, 

And bade the father of his country, hail! 

For lo ! the tyrant prostrate on the dust, 

And Rome again is free! Is aught so fair 
In all the dewy landscapes of the spring, 

In the bright eye of Hesper, or the morn, 

In Nature** fairest forms, is aught so fair 
As virtuous friendship t as the candid blush 
Of him who strives with fortune to be just! 

The graceful tear that streams for others' woe*. 

Or the mild majesty of private life, 

Where Peace, with ever-blooming olive, crowns 
The gate; where Honour’s liberal hands effuse 
Unenvied treasures, and the snowy wing* 

Of Innocence and Love protect the soene! 

Once more search, undismayed, the dark profound 
Where nature works in secret ; view the beds 
Of mineral treasure, and the eternal vault 
That bounds the hoary ocean j trace the forms 



MARK AKKMSIOM. j 

Of atoms moving with incessant change 
Their elemental round: behold the seeds j 

Of being, and the energy of life j 

Kindling the mass with ever-active flame : 1 

Then to the secrets of the work big mind J 

Attentive turn ; from dim oblivion call 
Her fleet, ideal band ; and bid them, go! 

Break through time's barrier, and overtake the hour 
That saw the heavens created: then declare 
If aught were found in those external scenes J 

To move thy wonder now. For what are all j 

The forms which brute unconscious matter wears, 1 
Greatness of bulk, or symmetry of parts ^ j 

Not reaching to the heart, soon feeble grows t 

The superficial impulse ; dull their diarms, 

And satiate soon, and pall the languid eye. j 

Not so the moral species, nor the powers* ; 

Of genius and design : the ambitious mind ;! 

There sees herself: by these congenial forms | 

Touched and awakened, with in ten Her act j 

She bends each nerve, and meditate* well-pleased . j 
Her feature** in the mirror. For of all 
The inhabitants of earth, to man alone 
Creative Wisdom gave to lift his eye 
To truth’s eternal measures ; thence to frame j 

The sacred laws of action and of will, f 

Discerning justice from unequal deeds, j 

And temperance from folly. Rut beyond j 

This energy of truth, whose dictates bind i 

Assenting reason, the benignant Sire, ! 

To deck the honoured paths of just and good, j 

Ha* added bright imagination’s rays: !j 

Where virtue, rising from the awful depth ; 

Of truth's mysterious bosom, doth forsake 
The unadorned condition of her birth ; 

And, dres-ed by fancy in ten thousand hues, , 

Assumes a various feature to attract 

With charms responsive to each gazer’s eye. 

The heart.* of men. Amid his rural walk, 

The ingenious youth, whom solitude inspires : 

With purest wishes, from the pensive shade 
Beholds her moving, like a virgin-muse f 

That wakes her lyre to some indulgent theme 
Of harmony and wonder : while among * j 

The herd of servile minds her strenuous furm j 

Indignant flashes on the patriot's eye, j 

And through the rolls of memory appeals ] 

To ancient honour, or, in act serene j 

Yet watchful, raises the majestic sword 
Of public power, from dark ambition's reach, j 

To guard the sacred volume of the laws. 

j 

[Ojwflfioti* of the Mind in On Production of ITor£*« 
of Imagination,] 

By these mysterious ties, the busy power 
Of memory her ideal train preserve* 

Entire ; or when they would elude her watch, 

Reclaims their fleeting footstep* from the waste 

Of dark oblivion ; thus collecting nil 

The various forms of Wing, to present 

Before the curious eye of mimic art 

Their largest choice: like spring’s unfolded blooms ' 

Exhaling sweetness, that the skilful bee 

May taste at will from their selected spoils 

To w ork her dulcet food. For not the expanse 

Of living lakes in summer's noontide calm, ; 

Reflects the bordering shade and sun-bright heaven* ; j 

With fairer semblance; not the sculptured gold 

More faithful keeps the graver’s lively trace, 

Than he whose birth the sister powers of art 
Propitious viewed, and from his genial star j j 

Shed influence to the seeds of fancy kind* 

Than his attempered bosom must preserve j 

The seal of nature. There alone, unchanged I 

Her form remains. The balmy walks of May | i 








There breathe perennial sweets: the trembling chord 
Resounds for ever in the abstracted ear, 

Melodious; and the virgin’s radiant eye, 

Superior to disease, to grief, and time, 

Shines with unbating lustre. Thus at length 
Endowed with all that nature can bestow, 

The child of fancy oft in silence bends 
O’er these mixed treasures of his pregnant breast 
- With conscious pride. From them he oft rewires 
To frame he knows not what excelling things, 

And win he knows not what sublime reward 
Of praise and wonder. By degrees the mind 
Feels her young nerves dilate; the plastic powers 
Labour for action: blind emotions heave 
Bis bosom; and with loveliest frenzy caught, 

From earth to heaven he rolls his daring eye, 

From heaven to earth. Anon ten thousand shapes, 
Like spectres trooping to the wizard's call, 

Flit swift before him. From the womb of earth, 

From ocean’s bed they come: the eternal heavens 
Disclose their splendours, and the dark abyss 
Pours out her births unknown. With fixed gaze 
He marks the rising phantoms. Now compares 
Their different forms ; now blends them, now divides; 
Enlarges and extenuates by turns ; 

Opposes, ranges in fantastic bands, 

And infinitely varies. Hither now, 

Now thither fluctuates his inconstant aim, 

With endless choice perplexed. At length his plan 
Begins to open. Lucid order dawns; 

And as from Chaos old the jarring seeds 
Of nature at the voice divine repaired 
Each to its place, till rosy earth unveiled 
Her fragrant bosom, and the joyful sun 
Sprung up the blue serene ; by swift degrees 
Thus disentangled, his entire design 
Emerges. Colours mingle, features join, 

And lines converge: the fainter parts retire ; 

The fairer eminent in light advance; 

And every image on its neighbour smiles. 

Awhile he stands, and with a father’s joy 
Contemplates. Then with Promethean art 
Into its proper vehicle he breathes 
The fair conception ; which, embodied thus, 

And permanent, becomes to eyes or ears 
An object ascertained: while thus informed, 

[ The various objects of his mimic skill, 

The consonance of sounds, the featured rock, 

The shadowy picture, and impassioned verse, 

Beyond their proper powers attract the soul 
By that expressive semblance, while in sight 
Of nature’s great original we scan 
The lively child of art; -while line by line, 

And feature after feature, we refer 
To that divine exemplar whence it stole 
Those animating charms. Thus beauty’s palm 
Betwixt them wavering hangs: applauding love 
Doubts where to choose; and mortal man aspires 
: To tempt creative praise. As when a cloud 
! Of gathering hail with limpid crusts of ice 
I Enclosed, and obvious to the beaming sun, 

; Collects his large effulgence; straight the heavens 
With equal flames present on either hand 
The radiant visage: Persia stands at gaze, 

Appalled ; and on the brink of Ganges doubts 
The snowy*vested seer, in Mithra’s name, 

To which the fragrance of the south shall burn, 

To which bis warbled orisons ascend. 

[Taste.] 

% 

What then is taste, but these internal powers 
Active, and strong, and feelingly alive 
To each fine impulse 1 a discerning sense 
Of decent and sublime, with quick disgust 
From things deformed or disarranged, or gross 


In species! This, nor gems nor stores of tfbld* 

Nor purple state, nor culture can bestow; 

But God alone, when first his active hand 
Imprints the secret bias of the soul. 

He, mighty parent! wise and just in all. 

Free as the vital breeze or light of heaven, ♦ 

Reveals the charms of nature. Ask the swain 
Who joumies homeward from a summer day's 
Long labour, why, forgetful of his toils 
And due repose, he loiters to behold 
The sunshine gleaming, os through amber clouds, 

O’er all the western sky; full soon, I ween, 

His rude expression and untutored airs, 

Beyond the power of language, will unfold 
The form of beauty smiling at his heart, 

How lovely! how commanding! But though heaven 
In every breast hath sown these early seeds 
Of love and admiration, yet in vain, 

Without fair culture’s kind parental att, 

Without enlivening suns, and genial showers, 

And shelter from the blast, in rain wo hope 
The tender plant should rear its blooming head, 

Or yield the harvest promised in its spring. 

Nor yet will every soil with equal stares 
Repay the tiller’s labour; or attend 
His will, obsequious, whether to produce 
The olive or the laurel. Different minds 
Incline to different objects: one pursues 
The vast alone, the wonderful, the wild ; 

Another sighs for harmony, and grace, 

And gentlest beauty. Hence when lightning firm 
The arch of heaven, and thunders rock the ground ; 
When furious whirlwinds rend the howling air, 

And ocean, groaning from his lowest bed, 

Heaves his tempestuous billows to the sky, 

Amid the mighty uproar, while below 
The nations tremble, Shakspenre looks abroad 
From some high cliff superior, and enjoys 
The elemental war. But Waller longs 
All on the margin of some llowery stream 
To spread his careless limbs amid the cool 
Of plantain shades, and to the listening deer 
The tale of slighted vows and love’s disdain 
Resound soft-warbling all the live-long day: 
Consenting zephyr sighs ; the weeping rill 
Joins in his plaint, melodious; mute the grove* ; 

And hill and dale with all their echoes mourn. 

Such ami so various are the tastes of men. 

O blest of heaven ! whom not the languid songs 
Of luxury, the siren ! not the bribes 
Of sqrdid wealth, nor all the gaudy spoils 
Of pageant honour, can seduce to leave 
Thine ever-blooming sweets, which from the Store 
Of nature fair imagination culls 
To charm the enlivened soul! What though not all ' 
Of mortal offspring can attain the heights 1 

Of envied life; though only few posses* 

Patrician treasures or imperial state; 

Yet nature’* care, to all her children just, 

With richer treasures and an ampler state, 

Endows at large whatever happy man 

Will deign to use them. His tho city’s pomp, j 

The rural honours his. Whatc’er adonis 

The princely dome, the column and the arch, 

The breathing marbles and the sculptured gold, j 
Beyond the proud possessor’s narrow claim, j 

His tuneful breast enjoys. For him the spring I 

Distils her dews, and from tho silken gem ; 

Its lucid leaves unfolds: for him the hand 
i Of autumn tinges every fertile branch 
With blooming gold and blushes like the mom. 

Each passing hour sheds tribute from her wings; 

And still new beauties meet his lonely walk. 

And loves unfelt attract him. Not a breea® 

Flies o’er the meadow, not a cloud ixnhibee 
The setting sun’s effulgence, not a strain 
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From ill ilm tsnants of the warbling shade 
Ascends, but whence his bosom can partake 
Fresh pleasure, unreproved. Nor thence partakes 
Fresh pleasure only; for the attentive mind, 

By this harmonious action on her powers, 

Becomes herself harmonious: wont so oft 
In outward things to meditate the charm 
Of sacred order, soon she seeks at home 
To find a kindred order, to exert 
Within herself this elegance of lore, 

This fair inspired delight: her tempered powers 
j Refine at length, and every passion wears 
| A chaster, milder, more attractive mien. 

I But if to ampler prospects, if to gaze 
I On nature's form, where, negligent of all 
l These leaser graces, she assumes the port 
Of that eternal majesty that weighed 
The world’s foundations; if to these the mind 
Exalts her daring eye ; then mightier far ^ 

' Will be the change, and nobler. Would the forms 
Of servile custom cramp her generous power; 
Would sordid policies, the barbarous growth 
Of ignorance and rapine, bow her down 
To tame pursuits, to indolence and fear ? 

Lo f she appeals to nature, to the winds 
And rolliug waves, the sun’s unwearied course, 

The elements and seasons : all declare 
For what the eternal Maker has ordained 
The powers of man : tve feel within ourselves 
His energy divine : he tells the heart, 

He meant, he made us to behold and love 
What he beholds and loves, the general orb 
Of life and being ; to be great like him, 

Beneficent and active. Thus the men 

Whom nature’s works can charm, with God himself 

Hold converse; grow familiar, day by day, 

With his conceptions, act upon his plan, 

And form to his, the relish of their souls. 

On a *Srrm<rM AyuinA Glory. —1747. 

t ome, then, tell me, sage divine, 

Is it an o(fence to own 
That our bosoms e’er incline 

Towards immortal glory's throne! 

For with me nor pomp nor pleasure, 

Bourbon’s might, Braganxa’s treasure, 

So can fancy’s dream rejoice, 

So conciliate reason’s choice, 

As one approving word of her impartial voice. 

If to spurn at noble praise 

Be the passport to thy heaven, 

Follow thou those gloomy way* ; 

No such law to me was given ; 

Nor, I trust, shall I deplore me, 

Faring like my friends before me ; 

Nor a holier place desire 
Thau Timoleon’s arms acquire. 

And Tally's curuie chair, and Miiion’s golden lyre. 

Inscription for a Monument to ShaJcspcair. 

0 youths and virgin*: 0 declining eld : 

0 pale misfortune's slaves: O ye who dwell 
Unknown with humble quiet: ye who wait 
In courts, or fill the golaen seat of kings: . 

0 sons of sport and pleasure: 0 thou wretch 
That weepVt for jealous love, or the sore wounds 
Of conscious guilt, or death’s rapacious hand, 
Which left thee void of hop; 0 ye who roam 
In exile, ye who through the embattled field 
Seek bright renown, or who for nobler palms 
Contend, the leaders of a public cause, 

Approach: behold this marble. Know ye not 


Told you the fcshion of your own estate, 


The secrets of your bosom! Here then round 
His monument with reverence while ye stand. 
Bay to each others 'This was Shakspeare’s form $ 
Who walked in eveiy path of human life. 

Felt every passion $ end to all mankind 
Doth now, will ever that experience yield, 

Which his own genius only could acquire/ 

Inscription for a Statue of Chaucer, at Woodstock. 

Such was old Chaucer: such the placid m** 1 * 

Of him who first with harmony informed 
The language of our fathers. Here he dwelt 
For many a cheerful day. These ancient walls 
Have often heard him, while his legends blithe 
He sang; of love, or knighthood, or the wiles 
Of homely life ; through each estate and age, 

The fashions and the tellies of the world 
With cunning hand portraying. Though perchance 
From Blenheim’s towers, O stranger, thou art come 
Glowing with Churchill’s trophies ; yet in rain 
Dost thou applaud them, if thy breast be cold 
To him, this other hero ; who in times 
Dark and untaught, began with charming verse 
To tamo the rudeness of his native land. 


LORD LYTTELTON. 

Asa poet, Lyttelton might escape remembrance, 
but he comes before us as a general author, and is, 
from various considerations apart from literary talent, 
worthy of notice. He was the sou of Sir Thomas 
Lyttelton of Hagley, in Worcestershire (near the 
Leasowes of Shenstone); and after distinguishing 



Hagley, the eeat of Lord Lyttelton. 

himself at Eton and Oxford, he went abroad, and 
passed some time in France and Italy. On his 
return, he obtained a seat in parliament, and op¬ 
posed the measures of Sir Robert Walpole. He be¬ 
came secretary to the Prince of Wales, and was thus 
able to beuefit his literary friends, Thomson nod 
Mallet. In 1741 he married Miss Lucy Fortescue 
of Devonshire, who, dying five years afterwards, 
afforded a theme for his muse, considered by many 
the most successful of his poetical effort* When 
Walpole and the Whigs were vanquished, Lyttetaa 
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was made one of the lords of the treasury. He waa Hence, by fond dreams of fancied power amused, 
afterwards a privy councillor and chancellor of the When most you tyrannise, you're most abused, 
exchequer, and was elevated to the peerage. Ho What is your sox's earliest, latest care, 
died August 28, 1773, aged sixty-four. Lyttelton Your heart's supreme ambition 1—To be fair, 
was author of a short but excellent treatise on The For this, the toilet every thought employs, 
Conversion gf St Paul, which is still regarded as one Hence all the toils of dross, and all the joys: 
of the subsidiary bulwarks of Christianity. He also For this, hands, lips, and eyes, are put to school, 
wrote an elaborate History of the lteign of Henry //., And each instructed feature has its rule: 
to which he brought ample information and a spirit And yet how few have learnt, when this is given, 
of impartiality and justice. These valuable works, Not to disgrace the partial boon of Heaven! 
and his patronage of literary men (Fielding, it will How few with all their pride of form can move I 
be recollected, dedicated to him his Tom Jones, and How few are lovely, that are made for love! 
to Thomson he was a firm friend), constitute the Do you, my fair, endeavour to possess 
chief claim of Lyttelton upon the regard of pos- An elegance of mind, as well os dress j 
! terity. Gray has praised his Monody on his wife's Be that ) our ornament, and know to please 
( death as tender and elegiac; but undoubtedly the By graceful Nature’s unaffected ease, 
finest poetical effusion of Lyttelton is his Prologue Nor make to dangerous wit a vain pretence, 
to Thomson's Tragedy of Coriohnus . Before this But wisely rest content with modest sense ; 
play could be brought out, Thomson had paid the }\ 0T wit * 1,ke wine, intoxicates the brain, 
debt of nature, and his premature death was deeply aoo strong for feeble woman to sustain: 
lamented. The tragedy was acted for the benefit of those who claim it more than half have none; 
j of the poet’s relations, and when Quin spoke the £ hi “ half of those who have it are undone, 
j prologue by Lyttelton, many of the audience wept Be ,! * su P eno1 ' to your sex s arts, 
at the lines_ Nor think dishonesty a proof <>f parts: 


He loved his friends—forgive this gushing tear; 
Alas ! I feel I am no actor here. 


j [From the Monody.'} 

In vain I look around 

O’er all the well-known ground, 

My Lucy’s wonted footsteps to descry ; 

Where oft we used to walk, 

Where oft in tender talk 
We saw the summer sun go down the sky ; 

Nor by yon fountain’s side, 

Nor where its waters glide 
Along the valley, can she now be found : 

In all the wide-stretched prospect's ample bound, 
No more my mournful eye 
Can aught of her espy, 

! But the sad sacred earth where her dear relics lie. 

Sweet babes, who, like the little playful fawns, 
Were wont to trip along these verdant lawns, 

By your delighted mother's side ; 

Who now your infant steps shall guide 1 
Ah ! where is now the hand whose tender care 
To every virtue would have formed your youth, 

And strewed with flowers the thorny ways of truth ! 
O loss beyond repair! 

j 0 wretched father, left alone 
i To weep their dire misfortune and thy own 1 
How shall thy weakened mind, oppressed with wo, 
And drooping o’er thy Lucy's grave, 

Perform the duties that you doubly owe, 

Now she, alas! is gone, 

From folly and from vice their helpless age to save I 
Adrice to a Lady. 

The counsels of a friend, Belinda, hear. 

Too roughly kind to please a lady’s ear, 

Unlike the flatteries of a lover’s pen, 

Such truths as women seldom leam from men. 

Nor think I praise you ill, when thus I show 
What female vanity might fear to know; 

Some merit’s mine to dare to be sincere; 

But greater yours sincerity to bear. 

Hard la the fortune that your sex attends; 

Women, like princes, find few real friends : 

All who approach them their own ends pursue; 
Lovris and ministers are seldom true. 

Hence oft from Reason heedless Beauty strays, 

And the most trusted guide the most betrays; 


e And half of those who have it are undone. 

Be still superior to your sex’s arts, 

Nor think dishonesty a proof of parts : 

For you, the plainest is the wisest Yule; 

A cunning woman is a knavish fool. 

Be good yourself, nor think another’s shame 
(‘an raise your merit, or adorn your fame. 

Virtue is amiable, mild, serene ; 

Without all beauty, and all peace within ; 

The honour of a prude is rage and storm, 

’Tis ugliness in its mod frightful form ; 

Fiercely it stands, defying gods and men, 

As fiery monsters guard a giant’s den. 

Seek to be good, but aim not to be great ; 

A woman’s noblest station is retreat; 

Her fairest virtues fly from public sight, 
Domestic worth, that shuns too strong a light 
To rougher man Ambition's task resign, 

’Tin ours in senates or in courts to shine, 

To labour for a sunk corrupted state, 

< >r dare the rage of Knvy, and be great; 

One only care your gentle breasts should move, 
'The important business of vour life is love ; 

To this great point direct your constant aim, 

This makes your happiness, and this your lame. 
Be never cool reserve with passion joined ; 

With caution choose! but then be fondly kind. 
The selfish heart, that but by halve* in given, 
Shall find no place in Love’s delightful UeuM*n ; 
Here sweet extremes alone can truly bless: 

The virtue of a lover is excess. 

A maid unasked may own a well-placed flame ; 
Not loving first, but loving wrong, is shame. 
Contemn the little pride of giving pain. 

Nor think that conquest justifiea disdain. 

Short is the j»eriod of insulting power; 

Offended Cupid finds his vengeful hour; 

Soon will resume the empire which he gave. 

And soon the tyrant shall become the slave. 

Blest is the maid, and worthy to bo blest, 

\Y hone soul, entire by him she loves ponsesved, 
Feels every vanity in fondness lost, 

And asks no power but that of pleasing most; 
Hers is the Miss, in just return, to prove 
The honest warmth of undissembled love; 

For her, inconstant man might cease to range, 
And gratitude forbid desire to change. 

But, lest harsh care the lover’s peace destroy 
And roughly blight the Under buds of joy,' * 

Let Reason teach what Passion fain would hide. 
That Hymen’s bands by Prudence should !* tied; 
v enus in vain the wedded pair would crown, 

If angry Fortune on their union frown; 

Soon will the flattering dream of bliss bo o’er. 

And cloyed Imagination cheat no more. 
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Then, waking to the mum of lasting pain, 

With mutual tears the nuptial couch they stain; 

And that fond lore, which should afford relief, 

Does but increase the anguish of their griefi 
While both uould easier their own sorrows bear, 

Than the sad knowledge of each other’s care. 

Yet may you rather feel that virtuous pain, 

Than sell your violated charms for gain, 

Than wed the wretch whom you despise or hate, 

For the rain glare of useless wealth or state. 

E’en in the happiest choice, where favouring Heaven 
Has equal love and easy fortune riven, 

| Think not, the husband gained, that all is done; 
j The prise of happiness must still be won : 

; And oft the careless find it to their cost, 

| The lover in the husband may be lost; 

| The Oraces might alone his heart allure; 

| They and the Virtues meeting must secure. 

1 Let e’en your imidcncc wear the pleasing dress 
I Of care for him, and anxious tenderness ; 

| From kind concern about his weal or wo, 

Let each domestic duty seem to flow. 

The household sceptre if he bids you l>car, 

Make it your priije his servant to appear: 

Endearing thus the common acts of life, 

: The mistress still shall charm him in the wife; 

1 And wrinkled ago shall unobserved com*' on, 

Before his eye perceives one beauty gone : 

E’en o’er your cold, vour ever-sacred urn. 

His constant flame shall unextinguished bum. 

: Thus I, Belinda, would your charms improve, 

' And form your heart to all the arts of love, 
j The task were harder, to secure my own 
Against the power of those already known ; 
i For well you twist the secret chains that bind 
With gentle force the captivated inind ; 

: Skilled every soft attraction to employ, 

; Each flattering hope, and each alluring joy ; 

I own your genius, and from you receive 
The rules of pleasing, which to you I give. 

! [Prologue to the Tragedy of Coriolumu—Spoken by 
Mr Qnw.] 

I come not here your candour to implore 
For scenes whose author is, alas! no more ; 

He wants no advocate his cause to plead *, 

You will yourselves be patrons of the dead. 

No party his benevolence confined. 

No sect—alike it flowed to all mankind. 

He loved his friends—forgive this gushing tear : 

| Alas I 1 feel I am no actor here— 

■ He loved his friends with such a warmth of heart, 

So clear of interest, so devoid of art, 

Such generous friendship, such unshaken seal. 

No words can speak it, but our tears may tell. 

; 0 candid truth ! 0 faith without a stain ! 
j 0 maimers gently firm, and nobly plain ! 

| 0 sympathising love of others* bliss — 

I Where will you find another breast like his 1 
i Such was the man: the poet well you know; 

| Oft has he touched your hearts with tender wo; 

Oil in this crowded house, with just applause, 

You heard him teach fair Virtue’s purest laws; 

For his chaste muse employed her heaven-taught lyre 
None but the noblest passions to inspire; 

Not one immoral, one corrupted thought, 

One line which, dying, he could wish to blot. 

0 may to-night your favourable doom 
Another laurel add to grace his tomb: 

Whilst he, superior now to praise or blame, 

Hearn not the feeble voice of human feme. 

Yet if totheee whom most on earth he loved, 

From whom his pious care is now removed. 

With wfchm Ills liberal band, and bounteous heart. 
Shared all his little fbrtune could Impart: 


If to those friends your kind regard shall give j 

What they no longer can from his receive, ; 

That, that, even now, above yon starry pole, * ! 

May touch with pleasure his immortal soul. J 

To the ‘ Castle of Indolence,* Lyttelton contributed i 
the following excellent stanza, containing a portrait 
of Thomson 

A bard here dwelt, more fat than bard beseems, 
Who, void of envy, guile, and lust of gain, 

On virtue still, and nature’s pleasing themes, 

Poured forth his unpremeditated strain: 

The world forsaking with a calm disdain. 

Here laughed he careless in hi* easy seat; 

Here quaffed encircled with the joyous train, 

Oft moralising sage: his ditty sweet 
He loathed mu<m to write, ne cared to repeat. 

THOMAS GHAT. 

Thomas Gray was bom at Cornhill, London, 
December 26, 1716. His father, Philip Gray, was 
a money-scrivener — the same occupation carried,! 







on by Milton's father; but though a * respectable 
citizen,’ the parent of Gray was a man of harsh 
and violent disposition. His wiflTwag •ftfKje2T w t» • 
separaTef^ ft was to the exertions ofi 

this excellent woman, as partner with her sister in ] 
a millinery business, that the poet owed the ad van-! 
tages of a learned education, first at Eton, and after- j j 
wards at Cambridge. The painful domestic circum- j 
stances of his youth gaYea.jfcinge ofmekncholy and j 
pensive reflectlonjfr, w ay, which 
p oe tr y;—ATEtonTthe young student had made the 
friendship of Horace Walpole, son of the prime 
minister; and when His college education was com* 
pleted, Walpole induced him to accompany him let 
a tour through France and Italy. They had beat 
about a twelvemonth together, exploring the natural 
beauties, antiquities, and picture galleries of Borne, 
Florence, Naples, Aa^, when a quarrel tad: place 
between them at Reggio, and thetvavdtar* •Spa- f 
rated. Grey returning to England. Walpole tod; 

_ j 
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the blame of this difference on himself, as he ~w rs 
vain and YQlate ile.a nd not disposed, to trust in tK 

bridge, to take his" degree in civil law, but without 
intending to follow up the profession. His father 
had died, his mother’s fortune was small, and the 
poet was intent ^on learning than on riches. 
He had, however, enough for his wants. Tfe fixed 
his residence at Cambridge; and amidst jta noble 
lihuarlies, and learned society passed the greater 
part of liis remaining lile.^ He hated mathematical 
and...inet^h^sic^^mr mits , but was ard^xiUx..di > 
tn -hawmlTfb. to which he added the 

study of architecture, antiquities, natural history, 
and other branches of knowledge. His retired life 
was varied by occasional residence in London, 
where he revelled among the treasures of the 
British Museum ; and by frequent excursions to 
tlio country on visits to a few learned and attached 
friends. At Cambridge Gray was considered as jm 
undujylij^stidious man, and this gave occasion to 
practical jokes being played off upon him by his 
fellow-inmates of St Peter’s college, one ot which— 
a false alarm of fire, by which he was induced to 
descend from his window to the ground by a rope— 
was the cause of his removing (1750) to Pembroke 
Hall. In 1765 he took a journey into Scotland, 
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Gray's Window, St Peter’s college, Cambridge. 

and met his brother poet Dr Beattie, at Glammis 
castle. He also penetrated into Wales, and made 
a journey to Cumberland and Westmoreland, to see 
the scenery of the lakes. His letters describing 
these excursions are remarkable for elega nce^ and 

for adx^~ao £^ti ~poe t 

Xm refttirning ffbm these agreeable h^days7"Gray 
set himself calmly down in his college retreat— pored 


hej*$V in correspondence with his friends, and ogcar 

taTSTdev^n an9jaitical care^th.jnthrtr^rlt 
and essence seem to nave sunk into nlf ipinayihiij 
cfftorircjTan IitretTorts at original composition^ " At 
tfnT same tTiftepM^ Knowledge' of humafi nature, 
and his sympathy with the world, were viuiedjuuL 
profound. Xears fell imbi^ 

^wtiv^~fkutty, ftiuT' in Uls almost monastic cell, 
his heart fin es t topes of JbuJ&ftnjtj. 

Gray’s first public appearance as a poet was 
made in 1747, when liis Ode to Eton College was 
published by l)odsley. Two years afterwards, his 
Elegy Written in a Country Churchyard was printed, 
and immediately became popular. His Pindaric 
Odes appeared in 1757, but met with little success, 
liis name, however, was now so well known, that 
he was offered the situation of poet-laureate, vacant 
by the death of Colley Cibber. Gray declined the 
appointment ; but shortly afterwards lie obtained j 
the more reputable and lucrative situation of Pro- j 
lessor of Modern History, which brought him in! 
about £4 00 i>er annum. For some years be had i 
been subject to hereditary gout, and as his cireum- j 
stances improved, his health declined. While at j 
dinner“one day in the" college bah, he was seized 
with an attack in the stomach, which was so vio¬ 
lent, as to resist all the efforts of medicine, and 
after six days of suffering, he expired on the doth 
of July 1771, in the fifty-fifth year of his age. He 
was buried, according to his desire, by the side of | 
liis mother, at Stoke, near Eton—adding otic more ! 
poetical association to that beautllul'aiul classic! 
district .ofJKnghuid. i 

The poetry of Gray is all comprised in a few [ 
pages, yet he appears worthy to rank in quality 
with the first order of poets. His two great odes. 
The Progress of Poesy , and The Bard , are the most 
splendid comiiiosktonV we possess in the Pindaric 
sTykTand measu re. They surpass the odes of Cot- ; 
tins in Hre and energy, in boldness of imagination, I 
and fn ■am&Btitt'lwd brilliant expression. Collins 
is as purely and entirely poetical, but he is less com¬ 
manding and fillbllme. GrayV stanzas, i\ptwith¬ 

standing their yaried and complicated versification, j 
ffdSrvrith'Tyrical ease.mi.fi .perfect hafthony. Each j 
presents rich personification, striking' thodghts^ or 
happy imagery*^ * 

Sublime their stany fronts they rear. 

* The Bard’ is more dramatic and picturesque than ! 
‘ The Progress of Poesy,’ yet in the latter are some 
of the poet’s richest and most maicatic stra ins. As, ; 
for example, the skefcF of the savage youth of ! 
Chili:— 

In climes beyond the solar road, 

Where shaggy forms o’er ice-built mountains ream, 
The muse has broke the twilight gloom, 

To cheer the shivering native’s dull abode. 

And oft beneath the odorous shade 
Of Chili’s boundless forests laid, 

She deigns to hear the savage youth repeat, 

In loose numbers wildly sweet. 

Their feather-cinctured chiefs and dusky lutes. 

Her track, where’er the goddess roves, 

Glory pursue and generous shame, 

The unconquerable mind and Freedom’s holy flame. 

Or the poetical characters of Shakspeare, Milton, 
and Dryden:— 

Far from the sun and summer gale, 

In thv OTVAtl lor, wo a VafliMiV .1 a .1 in tt luM i 
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Her awful face: the dauntless child 
Stretched forth his little arms, and smiled. 

* This pencil take, 1 she said, * whose colours clear 
Richly paint the vernal year: 

Thine, too, these col den keys, immortal boy ! 

This can unlock the gates of Joy; 

Of Horror that, and thrilling Fears, 

Or ope the sacred source of sympathetic Tears.* 

Nor second he, that rode sublime 
Upon the seraph-wings of Ecstacy, 

S The secrets of the abyss to spy. 

! He passed the flaming bounds of space and time: 

I The living throne, the sapphire-blaze, 

I Where angels tremble while they gaze, 

; He saw ; but blasted with excess of light, 
l Closed his eyes in endless night. 

| Behold where Oryden’s less presumptuous car 
Wide o’er the fields of glory bear 
Two coursers AT ethereal race, 

With necks in thunder clothed, ami long-resounding 
pace. 

I The ‘ Ode to Eton Colleges' the ‘ Ode to Adversity,* 
and the far-fumed ‘ Elegy,’ present the same c&roiui 
and elaborate finishing ; hut the tluftl^TTfs and ima¬ 
gery are more simple, natural, and, touching.'' A 
tjlun of nvuralfiieljngs, and solemn or a fleeting asso¬ 
ciations, is presented f(Y the mind, in connection 
with 1 1 11 ral scenery and objects of real 

life, in a letter to Beattie, Gray remarks—‘ As to 
7Jl*Yrription, I have always thought that it made tile 
. moat gra ceful ornament of poetry* but nCVtfTr ought 
to makeTliC shhjtrf/ He practised what he taught; 
fof ttTCTC“Ts 'hi\vays some sentiment or reflection 
arising out of the jioet’s descriptive pftssagds. TPl j esc 
are generally grave, tender, or pa thetic. The cast of 
his own n>indj c loneliness of his 

Situation anil studies, nursed a sort of philosophic 
spleen, uiul led firm to moralise on the vanity of 
Ilfbr'Tlyroii and others have attached inordinate 
value to the ‘Elegy,’ as the main pjrqp of Gray’s 
reputation. It is, doubtless, the most frequently 
read ami repeated of all his productions,’ liecause it 
is connected with ordinary existence and genuine 
feeling, and descrilies, in exquisite harmonious vexsu, 
wTYBt all persons must, at some time or other, ltave 
felt or imagined. But the highest i»oetry can never 
be very extensively popular. A simple ballad air 
w ill convey pleasure to a greater number of persons 
than thy jpo*A successful cflbrts yf. Jicwomplished 
inusical ^UwlC..~ibKl genius; and, in like manner, 
poPtrjr which (leafs with subjects of familiar life, 
must find more readers than {hose inspired fli ght 
of ^pagination, oUUsTons. however 

^raoe d-ttith jhe cheriW or Soetrv. whicti can OYily 
be enjoyedT>y persoug~oT ftng Be naihillLy. and some¬ 
thing of kitjiowlcdge. Gray’s 


tudeTjEveu Dr Johnson was tempted into a coarse 
and unjust criticism of Gray, chiefly boatusiTTW 
Critic admired no poetry which did not contain 
some weig hty moral or some chain of rea¬ 

soni n g. To restrict po3laO'T?X£cllciiue T<> ~TRTs 
standard, would bo to blot out Spenser from the 
list of high poets, and to curtail Slmkspeare and 
Milton of more than half their glory. Let us 
recollect with another poet — the author of the 
Night Thoughts—that 1 j|flxedstar iias much in 
jj)ft hpn nds of nature as a flowCf 5Tuie field, tho ugh 
less obvTotm, and of fiEDP gn^Stcr dlguit^.* 

—are some seeming 
inconsistencies. AsjuaaJV-he was nice* reserved^ 
and proud—a haughty retired scholar-; yet we find 
hih iniiis letters full of English idiom and English 


feeling, with a touch of tl*e gossip* and sometimes 
not over Fasfi3idus' 'lp._itis. afiiydoal remark* 

Do was indolent, y et a severe student-^RaHngOaixi- 
bridge an dlts' cbuege dlsseiplihe, yet constantly re¬ 
siding there. He toedifiteljectual ea se and lux ury, 
and wished, as a sort of MohammedSTparadti^tfl 
‘ lie op^a sofa, and read eternal new rpmAO.ces, of j 
Marivaux and' 0rebfnon7" T’fcU'&lT TTe could say of j 
Thomson’s 4 Castle of Indolence,* when it was first j 
published, was, that there were some good verses in 1 
it! Akenside, too, whom he was so well fitted to 
appreciate, he thought ‘..often obscure, and eyennar. 
intelligible/. As a poet, Gray studied in {uaschool 
(TtTre trrtCTent and Italian poets, labouring like an" 
artist to Ibfnse part of tlieir spirit^ their melody, aa3 
even some of their expressions, into bis inimitable 
Mosajc^iatfirX o ver whlcTf fiu.Jireathed the life and 
fragrance oTt^enTaPsprlng. In his country tours, 
the piiet carried wlfli him a plano-convex roirr py. 
which, in surveying lauds<3tpcs;“gfllfi^rs into one 
confined glance the forms and tints of the surround¬ 
ing scene. Iiis imagination performed a similar 
operation in collecting, fixing, and appropriating 
the materials of poetry. All ip bright, natnr^ find 
interesting—rich or magnificent—but it is seen but 
fair & mdiixfiut "XiTT Acspite Ti is' cTas slc T^A^iia^ 
models, Gray was among the fifgf to "Welcome and 
admire the Celtic strains of Macpherson’s Ossian; 
and he could also delight in the wild superstitions of 
the Gothic nations: in translating from the Norse 
tongue the Fatal Sisters and the Descent of Odin, 
he called up the mart nil fire, the rude energy and 
abruptness of the ancient ballad minstrels. * Had 
tils situation ubd circumstances hecirTliflereuE the 
genius of this accomplished and admirable poet 
would ip all probability have expanded, so as to em¬ 
brace subjects of wider and more varied interest— 
of greater length aud diversity of character. 

The subdued hu mour and fancy of Gray arc per- 
]>c*fuaIIy“T)rei3ang out uTlils fetters, with brief 
picturesque touches that mark the poet aud man of 
taste. The advantages of travelling and of taking 
notes on the spot, he has playfully but admirably ! 
summed up in a letter to a friend, then engaged in 
making a tour in Scotland:— 4 Do not you think j 
a man may be the wiser (I had almost said the ' 
better) for going a hundred or two of miles; and 
that the mind has more room in it than most 
people seem to think, if you will but furnish the 
apartments ? I almost envy your last month, being I 
in a very insipid situation myself; aud desire you » 
would not fail to send me some furniture for my \ 
Gothic apartment, which is very cold at present. 
It will be: the easier task, as you have nothing j 
to do but transcribe your little red books, if they * 
are not rubbed out; for I conclude you have not 
trusted everything to memory, which is tentimea., 
worse than.a.ted pencil H5lf a word fiSSTupon 
of Hear the spot is worth a cartload nf r wenlWtinn. j 
When we trust to the picture that objects draw : 
of themselves on our mind, we deceive ourselves; 
without accurate and particular observation, it is 
but ill-drawn at first, the outlines are soon Uami > 
the colours every day grow fainter, and TlWBfr j 
when we would produce it to anybody, wo are 
forced to supply its defects with a few strokes of our 
own imagination.* 

Impressed with the opinion he here inculcates, 
the poet was a careful note-taker, and his delinea¬ 
tions arc all frftfhjrod djafo pefi Thus, he writes in 
the foUowmg graceful strain to liia friend NidaoQs, 
iu commemoration of a tour which he made to 
Southampton and Netley Abbey: — 4 My health 
is much improved by the sea, not that I drank 
it or bathed in it, as the common people do : 
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to im. 


no, I only walked by it, and looked upon it The little lake they command. Prom the dwtfpe * low 

btimate is remarkably mild, even in October and promontory pushes itself for into the water, ana on 

November; no snow has been seen to lie there it stands a white village with the parish church j 
for these thirty years past; the myrtles grow in the rising in the midst of it; la gging inchy u^CP 1 ^ i 
ground against the houses, and Guernsey lilies flelds,and meadowsjxscntheir j 

bloom in every window; the town dean and well- tfCSSTMpwr wntr'cattle, dll up the whole space i 

built, surrounded by its old stone-walls, with their from the edge of the water. Just opposite to you is 
towers and gateways, stands at the point of a penin- a large farm-house, at the bottom of a steep smooth 
sula, and opens full soutli to an arm of the sea, lawn embosomed ip old woods, which climb h alf wa y 
whidi, having formed two beautiful bays on each up the mountain s aide* anil diijeover above them a 
hand of it, stretches away in direct view, till it joins broken TffiC oT crags, that crown the scene. m>t a 
the British Channel; it is skirted on either side single red tHe, no glaring gentToftmns house or 
yfitli gnntly-riaing jgyouada^ clothed with thick wood*, garden walls, break in upon the repose of this little 
and directlyt!f6s8 its moutliTrTse'tTie high lands of unsuspected paradise ; but till is peace, rusticity, 
the Isle of Wight at some distance, but distinctly and happy poverty, in its neatest and mosThcTorniflg 
seen. In the bosom of the woods (concealed from ntthtjT'* 

profang^e^cs) lie hid the ruins of NeHeyAhliey; Tho - s u blime scenery of the Grande Chartreuse, 
IKBlTfipay lie richer and greater houses of religion, in Itouphiny (the subject of («niv’« noble Alcaic 
but~“fie.abb9t is content with his situation. See ode), awakened all hi* j^iieUval cntliiitiasrn. M rit- 
th?re^ at the top of that hanging meadow, under the ing to his^hiofficr from Lyons, he saw- It is a 
shade of those old trees that bend into a half circle fortnight since we set out hcnic upon a httlo ( \cur- 
I about it, he is walking slowlv (good nian!), and i sion to Genoa. Wt took tin lt*ngi*»t road, "bub 
bidding his beads for the souh of his hem factors, lies through Savoy, on purpose to mc a bimmts 
| inter red venerable pile thatJics benc.itli lnm- monastery, (.died the (>rnndt < lmttrcUM’. and had ' 

Beyond it (tlw meadow still descending) n ods a , no reason to think our time lost. After having j 
thicket of oaks that mask the^building, and have travelled seven days very slow (for we did not j 
excluded a view too garish 'and luxlifTirnt for a holy chance horses, it Udng impossible for a chaise to go < 
eye; only on either hand they leave an opening to post in these roads), we armed at a little vitlne< j 
Ihe blue glittering sea. Did you not observe how, among the mountains of Suvov, e died Kelu lit * . 
as that white sail shot by and was lost, he turned from thence we prom tied on bursts, who au used 
and crossed himself to drive the tempter from him to the vav, to the mountain of the ( lurtivuse. It 


that had thrown that distraction in Ins way 1 


is six miles to the top; the road runs winding up it, 


should tell you that the ferryman who rowed me, a commonlv not six fut broad, on one b m 1 is 
lusty young fellow, told me that lie would not for all rock, with woods of piuc-tms hanging <>\<rhcad. [ 
the world pass a night at theabbev (there were such on the other a monstrous pit< ipn e, .dim st pirjn.u~ 
tliings near it), though there was a power of monev dicular, at the bottom of whuiurolte a torrent, that, j 
hid there. From thence I went to Salisbury, Wil- sometimes tumbling among the fragment* of stone 
ton, and Stonehenge; but of these I sav no more; that have fallen from on high, and sometimes pren- J 


1 they will be published at the university press. 

P. S.—I must not close my letter without giving 


pitating itself down vast desunts with a noise like 
thunder, which is still made great* r hv tin echo 


you one principal event of my history, which was, from the mountains on ta<h side, concurs to form 
that (in the course of my late tour) I set out one one ol A lie most solemn, the most toman tic. aud the 
morning before live o’clock, the moon sinning most astyuLJuwjghrtes 1 < verlxluM. Add to this * 
through a dark and misty autumn,It air, and got to flic strange views made hy The crags und chfl* on 
the sea-coast time en oug h to he at the sun’s levee, the other hand, the cascade* flint in main plan's 

I saw the cloucts'Tltl3 (lark Vnpotirs open gradually* to throw themselves from the very summit down into 
right and left, rolling over one another in great the vale and the river balww, and many other par- * 
smoky wreaths, and the tide (as it flowed gently in ticulara impossible to desenhe, \on will conclude 
upon the sands) first whitening, then slightly tinged we had no occasion to repent our pains. 'Phis place 
with gold and blue; and all at once a little line of St Bruno chose to retire to, and upon its very top 
insufferable brightness that (before I eilfi write there founded the aforesaid convent, which is the superior 
live words) was grown to half an orb, and now to a of the whole order. When wc came then, the two 
whole one, too glorious to he distinctly seen. It is fathers who are commissioned to entertain strangers 
vfery odd it makes no figure on paper; yet I shall (for the rest must neither speak one to another, nor 
remember it as long as the sun, or at least as long as to any one else) received us very kindly, and set be- 

I I ndurc. I wonder whether anybody ever saw it fore us a repast of dried fish, eggs, butter, and fruits, 

before? I hardly believe it.’ all excellent in their kind, and extreme! v neni t 


1 1 ndurc. I w onder whether anybody ever saw it fore us a repast of dried fish, eggs, butter, and fruits, 
bdore? I hardly believe it.’ all excellent in their kind, and extremely neat, i 

Much as has since been written on the lake They pressed us to spend the night there, and to 
country, iy>thing can exceed the beauty and jimsh stay some days with them ; but this we could not 


of this miniature picture of Grassmere:—‘Passed 
by the little chapel of Wiborn, out of which the Sun- 


do, so they led us about their house, which is, you 
must think, like a little city, for there are a hundred 


j day congregation were then issuing. Passed a beck fathers, besides three hundred servants, that make j 
[rivulet] near Dunmailrousc , and entered Westmorc- their clothes, grind their corn, press their wine,"and , 
land a second time; now begin to see Ilebncrag , dis- J8 everything among themselves. The whole 14 
^fffkh^feom its rugged neighbours not so much quite orderly and simple: nothing of finery: but 1 
M.?y the Strangensro^'^mne of the wonderfet recency, aM the strange situation, ; 


m wuq.xoaawipn.^ just oeyona it opens on^.^t the many clouds that were then forming themselves on 
ever^tt§Jx^lt«a-4o-ISIi the mountain’s side/ 

wjte. The bosom of theni op^ h£I£» In a subsequent letter to his poetical friend West, 

eWaa4pdItfl, vL^cuVersin the midst wbrttMnicre Gray again adverts to this memorable visit: * In our 


exclamation that there was no restraining. Not 
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THOMAS QUXT, 


i t t not a cliff, buttsj 


1 (jSSpMif 1 "iCTffe need not have % very 
4 gmation to *ee spirits there at j5o5ftaayr"You have 
PS^^perpetuauy before your eyes, only sofer re¬ 
moved, as to compose the mind witTfduriHghtem 

)m#k'r .. .. .. „.. 

In turning from tliese exquisite fragments of de¬ 
scription to the poetry of Gray, the difference will 
be round to consist chiefly in the rhyme and mea¬ 
sure : fii loftiness o f sent iment a nd vivi dness uL 
e xpresgidtTr Tfie prflscTs egmiTTd tTic~ verse. 

Hymn to Adversity. 

| daughter of Jove, rcdontles* power, 

; Thou tamer of the human breast, 

Whose iron scourge, and torturing hour, 

• j The had afmght, afflict the best! 

’ Round in thy adamantine chain, 

, The proud are taught to taste of pain, 

And purple tyrant* vainly groan 

With puug* unftdt before, unpitied, and alone. 

j W'hen fir.it thy sire to send on earth 
! Virtue, his darling child, designed, 
j 'IV» tho? he gave the heavenly birth, 

| And bade to form her infant mind. 

J Stem rugged nur-c, thy rigid lore 

j' With patience many a year she bore : 

j VV'hat sorrow was, tln»u badVt her know, 

j; And from her own die learned to melt at other.-’ wo, 

i Seared at thy frown terrific, flv 
, Self-pleasing Folly'* idle hr«*»d, 
i; Wild Laughter, Noise, and thoughtle— Joy, 
iAnd leave u* leisure to be good, 
j Light they disperse, and with them go 
i The summer friend, the flattering foe ; 

! Ry vain Prosperity recoiled, 

; To her they vow their truth, and are again belieud. 

Wisdom, in sable garb arrayed, 

; Immersed in rapturous thought profound, 

And Melancholy, silent maid, 

With leaden eye, that loves the ground. 

Still on thy solemn steps attend : 

Warm Charity, the general friend, 

, With Justice, to herself severe, 

- j And Pity, dropping soft the sadly-pleasing tear. 

‘ Oh, gently on thy suppliant's head, 

!» Dread goddess, lay thy chastening hand! 

■Not in thy gorgon terrors clad, 

Nor circled with the vengeful band 
■i (As by the impious thou art seen). 

With thundering voice, and threatening mien, 

! With screaming Horror’s funeral cry, 
j Despair, and fell Disease, and ghastly Poverty. 

| Thy form benign, oh goddess! wear, 

I Thy milder influence impart, 

| Thy philosophic train he there, 

| To soften, not to wound, my heart. 

The generous spark extinct revive ; 

Teach me to love and to forgive; j 

Exact my own defects to scan, 

What others are, to feci, and know myself a man. 

Ode on a Distant Prospect of Eton College. 

Ye distant spires, ye antique towers, 

That crown the watery glade, 

Where grateful science still adores 
Her Henry’s* holy shade; 

* King Henry tX, founder of the oollega 


And ye, that from the stately brow 
Of Windsor's heights the expanse below 
Of grove, of lawn, of mead survey; 

Whose turf, whose shade, whose flowers among 
Wanders the hoary Thames along 
His silver-winding way I 

Ah, happy hills ! ah, pleasing shade! 

Ah, fields beloved in vain ! 

Where once my careless childhood strayed, 

A stranger yet to pain : 

I feel the gales that from ye blow 
A momentary bliss bestow, 

A*, waving fresh their gladsome wing, 

My weary soul they seem to soothe, 

And, redolent of joy and youth. 

To breathe a st'-oml spring. 

Say, Father Thames, for thou hast seen 
Full many a sprightly race, 

Disporting on thy margent green, 

The paths of pleasure trace, 

Who foremost now delight to cleave 
With pliant arm thy glassy wave! 

The captive linnet which inthral l 
What idle progeny succeed 
To chase the rolling circle’s sj>eed. 

Or urge the flying ball ? 

While some on earnest business bent 
'1 iieir murmuring lalx»urs ply 
’Gainst graver hours, that bring constraint 
To sweeten liberty *, 

Some bold adventurers disdain 
The limits of their little reign, 

And unknown region* dare de*erv : 

Still ns they run, they look behind; 

They hear a voice in every wind, 

And .snatch a fearful joy. 

Gay hope i< theirs, by fancy fed, 

Le-s pleasing when p«>-seised ; 

The tear forgot as soon as shed, 

The sunshine of the brea>t. 

Theirs buxom health of rosy hue, 

Wild wit, invention ever new, 

And lively cheer of i igour born ; 

The thoughtless day, the easy n ight, 

The spirits pure, the slumbers light, 

That fly the approach of morn. 

Alas! regardless of their doom, 

The little victims play ; 

No sense have they of ills to come. 

Nor care beyond to day ; 

Yet see how all around ’em wait 
The ministers of human fate. 

And black Misfortune’s baleful train. 

Ah! show them where in ambush stand, 

To seize their prey, the murth’rous band; 

Ah, tell them they are men 1 

These shall the fury passions tear, 

The vultures of the mind, 

Disdainful Anger, pallid Fear, 

And shame that skulks behind ; 

Or pining love shall ivastc their youth. 

Or Jealousy with rankling tooth, 

That inly gnaws the secret heart; 

And Knvy wan, and faded Care, 

Grim-visaged comfortless Despair, 

And Sonw’s piercing dart. 

Ambition this shall tempt to rise, 

Then whirl the wretch from high. 

To bitter Scorn a sacrifice, 

And grinning Infamy. 

The stings of Falsehood those shall try* 

And hard Unkindness’ altered eye, 








That mocks the tear it forced to flow $ 

And keen Remorse with blood defiled. 

And moody Madness laughing wild 
Amid severest wo. 

Lo! in the vale of years beneath 
A grisly troop are seen, 

The painful family of Death, 

More hideous than their queen : 

This racks the joints, this fires the veins, 

That every labouring sinew strains, 

Those in the deeper vitals rage : 

Lo ! Poverty, to fill the band, 

That numbs the soul with icy hand, 

And slow-consuming Age. 

To each his sufferings : all are men, 

Condemned alike to groan; 

The tender for another’s pain, 

The unfeeling for his own. 

Yet, ah! why should they know their fate, 

Since sorrow never comes too late, 

And happiness too swiftly flies? 

Thought would destroy their paradise. 

No more; where ignorance is Miss, 

’Tis folly to be wise. 

[ [The Bal'd.—A Pindaric Ode."] 

I [This ode is founded on a tradition current in Wales, that 
; Edward I., when he completed the conquest of that country, 
, ordered all the bards that fell into his hands to lx.* put to 
| death.] 

; * Ruin seize thee, ruthless king, 

Confusion on thy banners wait; 

Though fanned by couqjigst’ia crimson..wing, 

They mocTTTKb air with idle stafe. 

Helm, nor hauberk’s twisted mail, 
j Nor e’en thy virtues, tyrant, shall avail 
To save thy secret soul from nightly fears. 

Fro m C ambria’s cujse, from Cambria’s tears!’ 
j SucTi wercTltRrbounds, that o’er the crested pride 
Of the first Edward scattered wild dismay. 

As down the steep of Snowdon’s 1 shaggy side 
lie wound with toilsome march his long array. 

; Stout Glo’ster- stood aghast in speechless trance; 
j ‘ To arms !’ cried Mortimer,’* and couched his quiver¬ 
ing lance. 

On a rock, whose haughty brow 
j Frowns o’er old Conway’s foaming flood, 

| Robed in the sable garb of wo, 

With haggard eyes the poet stood 
I (Loose his heard, and hoary hair 
Streamed, like a meteor, to the troubled air); 
j And with a master’s hand, and prophet’s tire, 

Struck the deep sorrows of his lyre. 

‘ Hark, liow each giant oak, and desert cave, 

Sighs to the torrent’s awful voice beneath! 

O or thee, oh king! their hundred arms they wave, 

^ Revenge on thee in hoarser murmurs breathe j 
■ Vocal no more, since Cambria’s fatal day, 

To high-born Iloel’s harp, or so ft Llewellyn’s lay. 

1 Snowdon was a name given by the Saxons to that moun¬ 
tainous tract which the Welsh themselves call Craigian-cryri. 
It Included all the highlands of Caernarvonshire and Merio- 

i ncthsh ire, os far east os the river Conway. R. ITygden, speak- 
j ing of the castle of Conway, built by King Edward I., says, 
‘Ad ortum amnis Conway ad clivum montis Erery,’ and 
Matthew of Westminster (ad ann. 1283), « Apnd Aberconway 
ad pedes montis Snowdonia) fecit erigi cast rum forte.’ 

2 Gilbert de Clare, surnamed the Red, Earl of Gloucester 
and Hertford, son-in-law to King Edward. 

3 Edmond de Mortimer, Lord of Wigmoro. They both were I 

Lords-Marchors, whoso lands lay on the borders of Wales, and I 
probably accompanied the king in this expedition. I 


* Cold is Cadwallo’s tongue. 

That hushed the stormy main: 

Bravo Urien sleeps upon nis craggy bed : 

Mountains, ye mourn in vain 
Modred, whose magic song 

Mado huge Plinlimmon bow his cloud-topped head* 
On dreary Arvon’s shore 1 they lie, 

Smeared with gore, and ghastly pale: 

Far, far aloof the affrighted ravens sail; 

The famished eagle 2 screams, and passes by. 

Dear lost companions of my tuneful art. 

Dear as the light that visits these sad eyes, 

Dear as the ruddy drops that warm my heart, 

Ye died amidst your dying country’s erica— 

No more I weep. 'They do not sleep. 

On yonder dirts, a grisly hand, 

I see them sit; they linger yet. 

Avengers of their native land : 

With me in dreadful harmony they join, 

And weave with bloody hands the (issue of thy line.* 

* Weave the warp, ami weave the woof, 

The winding-sheet of Edward's nice. 

(live ample room, and verge enough 
The characters of hell to trace. 

Mark the year, and mark the night, 

When Severn shall re-echo with affright, 

The shrieks of death through Berkeley V* roof that ring, 
Shrieks of an agonising king! 

She-wolf 1 of Franco, with unrelenting fangs, 

That tear’st the bowels t »f thy mangled mate, 

From thee he horn/ who o’er thy country hung* 

The scourge of Heaven ! What terrors round him 
wait ! 

Amazement in his van, with Flight combined. 

And Sorrow's faded form, and Solitude Udiind. 

Mighty victor, mighty lord, 

Low 1 ' on his funeral conch he lies ’ 

No pitying heart, no eve afford 
A tour to grace his obsequies. 

Is the sable warrior? fled ? 

Thy son is gone. He rests among rlo> dead. 

The swarm, that in thy noontide beam were horn? 

Horn- to salute the rising morn, 
f air laughs the m-»ni, H and soft the zephyr bleu-, 

While proudly riding o’er the azure realm, 

In gallant trim the gilded vo-sd goes; 

Youth on the prow, and Pleasure at the hdm ; 
Regardless of the sweeping whirlwind’s sway. 

That, hushed in grim repose, expects his evening prey. 
Fill high the sparkling howl, 5 * 

'flic rich repast prepare ; 

Reft of a crown, he yet may share the feast: 

( lose, by the regal chair 
Fell Thirst and Famine scowl 
A baleful smile upon their baffled guest. 

1 The shores of Caernarvonshire, opposite lo the Isle of 1 

Anglesey. j 

2 Camden and others observe, that eagles used annually to - 
build their eyry among the rooks of Snowdon, which from I! 
thence (as some think) were named by the Welsh Cruiginn- j‘ 
eryri, or the crags of the eagles. At this day, I am told, the I: 
highest point of Snowdon is called the eagle's nest. That bird j ■ 
is certainly no stranger to this island, as the Soots and the : 
people of Cumberland, Westmoreland, Ac., can testify ; it 
has even built its nest in the Peak of Derbyshire.—(Sec Wil- 
loufihby’s Ornithology , published by Ray). 

3 Edward II., cruelly butchered in Berkeley Castle. 

4 Isabel of France, Edward II.'s adulterous queen, 

Alluding to the triumphs of Edward III. in France. 

0 Alluding to the death of that king, abandoned by his ohfl- [ 
dren, and even robbed in his last moments by his courtier* and 
his mistress. 

7 F.dvvard, the Black Prince, dead some time before hie father. 

8 Magnificence of Richard II.'s reign. See Froissart, and 
other contemporary writers. 

2 Richard II. (as we are told hy Aachhtehop Scroop, and the 

54 













m&UB W LITERATURE. 


tSOlUft QftAY* ! 


Heard ye the din of battle bray, 1 
Lance to lance, and bone to bone I 
Long yean of Woo urge their destined course, 
And through the kindred squadrons mow their way. 
Ye Towers of Julius, 2 London’s lasting shame, 

With many a foul and midnight murder fed, 
*feYerejdi.<^ father?*! im$* 

'^^parojbcjpeck usurper’^ holy head 1 
Above,"tfelbw, tfie rose ofsnow,® 

Twined with her blushing foe, wc spread : 

The bristled boar? in infant gore 
Wallows beneath the thorny shade, 
j Now, brothers, bending o’er the accursed loom, 
Stamp we our vengeance deep, and ratify his doom. 

M Edward, lo! to sudden fate 

(Weave we the woof. The thread is spun). 

Half of thy heart* 1 we consecrate. 


Bright Rapture calls, and soaring as she sings, 

Wares in the eye of Hearen her many-coloured wings. 

The verse adorn again 
Fierce War, and faithful Lore, 

And Truth severe, by fairy Fiction dressed. 

In buskined 1 measures more 
Pale Grief, and pleasing Pain, 

With Horror, tyrant of the throbbing breast* 

A voice 2 as of the cherub-choir, 

Gales from blooming Eden bear; 

And distant warbling** 1 lessen on my ear. 

That, lost in long futurity, expire. 

Fond, impious man, think *st thou yon sanguine cloud, 
liaised by thy breath, has quenched the orb of day I 
To-morrow he repairs the golden flood, 

And warms the nations with redoubled ray. 

Enough for me: with joy I see 


j (The web is wave. The work is done).*’ 

Stay, oh stay ! nor thus forlorn 

IfCave me unblessed, unpitied, here to mourn : 

In yon bright tract, that tire* the western skies, 

They melt, they vanish from my eyes. 

But oh! what solemn scenes, on Snowdon’s height 
» Descending slow, their glittering skirts unroll ? 
Visions of glory, spare my aching sigh* ; 

Ye unborn ages, crowd not on my smii! 

! No more our long-lost Arthur 5 ’ we bewail. 

All hail, ye genuine kings! 1 ” Britannia’s issue hail! 

Girt with many a baron bold, 

Sublime their starry fronts they rear ; 

And gorgeous dames, and -talesmen old, 

In bearded majesty appear. 

In the midst a form divine ! 

Her eye proclaims her of the Briton-line ; 

Her lion-port,* 1 her awe-commanding face, 
Attempered sweet to virgin-grace. 

What strings symphonious tremble in the air, 

What strains of vocal transport round her play f 
Hear from the gra\e, great Taliessin, 1 - hear! 

They breathe a soul to animate thy clay. 

confederate lords in their mnniferto, hr Thomas of Walking- 
j ham, an«l all the older writers) was starved n.» death. The 
story of his AHHArtsination hy hir Piers, t>f Exon, is of much 
later date. 

| 1 Humous oh it wars of York and Lancaster. 

! J Henry VI., (horse, Duke of Clarence, F.dward V., Hichard, 
fluke of York, Ate., l*>lievi*I to K* murdered secretly in the 
Tower of London. The oldest purt of that structure is vul¬ 
garly attributed to Julius Osar. 

3 Margaret of Anjou, a woman of heroic spirit, w ho struggled 
hard to save her husband and her crown. 

* Henry V. 5 Hour) VI., very near been canon- 

j i*K*d. The lino of Lancaster had no right of inheritance to the 
J crown. 

'* The white an<l red roses, devices of York and Lancaster. 

* * The silver boar was the twidge of Hiclmrd 111.; whence 
he was usually known, in his own time, hy the name of the 
Boar. 

i * Eleanor of Hostile died n few years after the eompiest of 
j Wales. The hemic proof she gave of her affection for her lortl 
i is well -known. The monuments of his regret and sorrow for 
j the loss of her, are still to be seen at Northampton, (iedding- 

* ton. Width Ain, and other pliwm 

I ” It was the eommon belief of the Welsh nation, that King 
Arthur was still alive in Fairy Laud, and should return again 
| to reign over Britain. 

j Both Merlin and Taliessin had prophesied, that the Welsh 
should regain their sovereignty over this island, whioh seemed 
to bo accomplished in the house of Tudor. 

11 Speed, relating an audience given hy Queen Elisabeth to 
Paul Dalalinskl, ambassador of Poland, says, * And thus she, 
lion-like, rising, daunted the moliport orator no less with her 
stately port and majestieal deport ujto, than with the tortnease 
of her prlnoelle cheokes.* 

l# Taliessin, ohtef of the bards, flourished in the sixth con* 


The different doom our Fates assign. j 

Be thine Despair, and sceptred Care; 

To triumph, and to die, are min".* j 

He spoke, and headlong from the mountain’s height, 1 
Deep in the roaring tide he plunged to endless night. ! 

I 

Elegy Written in a Country Churchyard. j 



Stoke Pogcis Church, and Tomb of Gray. 


The curlew tolls the knell of parting day, 

The low ing herds wind slowly o’er the lea, ; 

The ploughman homeward plods his weary way* i 
And leaves the world to darkness and to me. 

Now fades the glimmering landscape on the right, 

And all the air a solemn stillness holds. 

Save where the beetle wheels his droning flight. 

And drowsy tinklings lull the distant folds: 

Save that from yonder ivy-mantled tower, 

The moping owl docs to the moon complain 
Of such as, wandering near her secret bower, 

Molest her ancient solitary reign. 

tury. Ills works are still preserved, and his memory held In 
high veneration among hi* countrymen. 

1 Shakspeare. * Milton. 

* The succession of poets after Milton's time 

u 
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Beneath these rugged elms, that yew-tree’s shade, 
Where heaves the turf in many a mouldering heap, 
Each in his narrow ceil for ever laid, 

The rude forefathers of the hamlet sleep. 

The breezy call of incense-breathing morn, 

The swallow twittering from the straw-built shed, 
The cock’s shrill clarion, or the echoing horn, 

No more shall rouse them from their lowly bed. 

For them no more the blazing hearth shall burn, 

Or busy housewife ply her evening care : 

No children run to lisp their sire’s return, 

Or climb his knees the envied kiss to share. 

Oft did the harvest to their sickle yield, 

Their furrow oft the stubborn glebe has broke; 

IIow jocund did they drive their team a-lield! 

How bowed the woods beneath their sturdy stroke 

Let not Ambition mock their useful toil, 

Their homely joys, and destiny obscure; 

Nor Grandeur hear with a disdainful smile 
The short and simple annals of the poor. 

If The boast of heraldry, the pomp of power, 
jj And all that beauty, all that wealth e’er gave, 

If Await alike the inevitable hour:— 

I The paths of glory lead but to the grave. 

Nor you, ye proud, impute to these the fault. 

If Memory o’er their tomb no trophies raise, 

Where through the long-drawn aisle and fretted vault 
The pealing anthem swells the note of praise. 

Can storied urn or animated bust 

Hack to its mansion call the fleeting breath i 
Can Honour’s voice provoke the silent dust, 

Or Flattery soothe the dull cold ear of Death * 

Perhaps in this neglected spot hi laid 

Some heart once pregnant with celestial fire; 

I Hands that the rod of empire might have swayed, 
j Or waked to ecstasy the living lyre : 

i But knowledge to their eyes her ample page 
| Kieh with the spoils of time did ne’er unroll; 

Chill Penury repressed their noble rage, 

And froze the genial current of the soul. 

Full many a gem, of purest ray serene, 

; The dark unfathomed caves of ocean bear: 
j Full many a flower is born to blush unseen, 

I And waste its sweetness on the desert air. 

Some village-Ilampden, that with dauntless breast 
The little tyrant of his fields withstood ; 

I Some mute inglorious Milton here may rest, 

j Some Cromwell guiltless of his country’s blood. 

The applause of listening senates to command, 

| The threats of pain and ruin to despise, 

To scatter plenty o’er a smiling land, 

And read their history in a nation’s eyes. 

i Their lot forbade: nor circumscribed alone 
j Their growing virtues, but their crimes confined ; 

[ Forbade to wade through slaughter to a throne?, 

II And shut the gates of mercy on mankind : 

j The struggling pangs of conscious truth to hide, 
f To quench the blushes of ingenuous shame, 

1 Or heap the shrine of Luxury and Pride 
j With incense kindled at the Muse’s flame. 

! Far from the madding crowd’s ignoble strife 
Their sober wishes never learned to stray ; 

Along the cool sequestered vale of life 
They kept the noiseless tenor of their way. 

Yet even these bones from insult to protect, 

Some frail memorial still erected nigh, 

With uncouth rhymes and shapeless sculpture decked, 
Implores the passing tribute of a sigh. 


Their name, their years, apelt by the unlettered xuuae, 
The place of fame and elegy supply: 

And many a holy text around she strews, 

That teach the rustic moralist to die. 

For who, to dumb Forgetfulness a prey, 

This pleasing anxious being e’er resigned, 

Left the warm precincts of the cheerful day, ! 

Nor cast one longing, lingering look behind f ! 

On some fond breast the parting soul relies, ! 

Some pious drops the closing eye requires ; 

Even from the tomb the voice of nature cries, 

Even in our ashes live their wonted fires. j 

For thee, who, mindful of the unhonoured dead, 

Dost in these lines their artless tale relate; i 

If chance, by lonely Contemplation led. 

Some kindred spirit shall inquire thy fate; 

Haply some hoary-headed swain may say, 

4 Oft have we seen him at the jwep <>" dawn 
Brushing with hasty steps the dews away, 

To meet the sun upon the upland lawn. 

I There at the foot of fonder nodding beech, 

That wreathes its old fantastic roots *<; high, 

His listless length at noontide would he stretch, * 

And pore upon the brook that babbles by, i 

Hard by yon wood, now smiling as in scorn, 

Muttering his wayward fancies he would rore ; 

Now drooping, woful, wan, like one forlorn, 

Or crazed with care, or crossed in hopeioss hue. 

One mom I missed him on the Yu-domed hill, 

Along the heath and near his favourite tree ; 

Another came; nor yd beside the rill, 

Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was he. 

The next, with dirges due in sad array, 

Slow through the ehurehway path we saw him borne ; 
Approach and read (for thou canst read) the lay 
Graved on the stone beneath ) on aged thorn.’ 

Tin: ki'ita i'M. ! 

Here rests his head upon the lap of Earth, 

A Youth, to Fortune and to Fame unknown ; f 

Fair Science frowned not on his humble birth, j 

And Melancholy marked him for her own. j 

Large was his bounty, and his miuI sincere, j 

Heaven did a recompense as largely send : 

He gave to Misery all he had, a tear, j 

He gained from Heaven (’twas all he wished) a friend. • 

No farther seek his merits to disclose, I 

Or draw his frailties from their dread abode, ! 

(There they alike in trembling hope repose), i 

The bosom of his Father and his God. 

The Alliance between Government and Education ; 

a Fragment . 1 

As sickly plants betray a niggard earth, i 

Whose barren bosom starves her generous birth, j 
Nor genial warmth, nor genial juice retains j 

Their roots to feed, and fill their verdant veins; 

And, as in climes where Winter holds his reign, ' 

The soil, though fertile, will not teem in vain, 1 

Forbids her germs to swell, her shades to rise, 

Nor trusts her blossoms to the churlish skies: 

To draw mankind in vain tho vital airs, 

Unformed, unfriended by those kindly cares, 

That health and vigour to the soul impart, * 

Spread the young thought, and warm the opening heart; 

So fond instruction on the growing powers 
Of nature idly lavishes her store*, 

If equal justice, with unclouded (ace, 

Smile not indulgent on the rising race, 
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And scatter with a free, though frugal hand, 

Light golden shower* of plenty o'er the land; 

But tyranny ha* fixed her empire there, 

To check their tender hope* with chilling fear, 

, And blast the blooming promise of the year. 

The spacious animated scene survey, 

From where the rolling orb that gives the day, 

His sable sons with nearer course surrounds, 

To either pole, and life’s remotest bounds. 

How rude soe’er the exterior form wo find, 

Howe’er opinion tinge the varied mind, 

Alike to all the kind impartial Heaven 
The sparks of truth and happiness has given : 

With sense to feel, with memory to retain, 

They follow plea ure, and they fly from pain ; 

Their judgment mtmds the plan their fancy draw*, 
The event presages, and explores the cause; 

; The soft returns of gratitude they know, 

By fraud elude # by force repel the foe; 

While mutual wishes mutual woes endear, 

The social smile and sympathetic tear. 

Say, then, through ages by what fate confined, 

To dilicrent climes seem different souls assigned? 
Here measured laps and philosophic ease 
Fix ami improve the polished arts of peace. 

There industry and gain their vigils keep, 

Command the winds, and tame the unwilling deep. 

■ Here force and luirdy deeds of Moral prevail ; 
j There languid pleasure sighs in every gale. 

; Oft o’er the trembling nations from afar 
I lias Scythia breathed the living cloud of war; 
j And, where the deluge burst, with sweepv sway, 
i Their arms, their kings, their gods were rolled 
away. 

As oft huw? issued, host impelling host, 

The blue-eyed myriads from the Baltic vou-t, 

The prostrate south to the destroyer yields 
Her boasted titles, and her golden fields; 

With grim delight the brood of winter view 
A brighter dav, and heavens of azure hue. 

Scent the new fragrance of the breathing rose, 

And quaff the prudent vintage, as it grows. 

Proud of the yoke, and pliant l»> tin* rod, 

Why yet does Asia dread a monarch’s nod, 

While Kuro{>can freedom still withstands 

The encroaching tide that drown* her lessening lands, 

And sees far off, with an indignant groan, 

Her native plains and empires once her own ? 

Can opener skies and suns of fiercer flame 
O’crpower the tin* that animates our frame ; 

: As lamps, that shed at eve a cheerful ray, 
i Fade and expire beneath the eye of day ? 
l Need we the influence of the northern star 
To string our nerves and steel our hearts to war? 

; And where the face of nature laughs around, 

, Must sickening virtue flv the tainted ground? 

J Unmanly thought ! what seasons can control, 

; What fancied zone can circumscribe the soul, 

I Who, conscious of the source from w hence she sp.ings. 
By reason’s light, on resolution’s wings, 

Spite of her frail companion, dauntless goes 
O’er Lybia’s deserts and through Zomhla’s snows ? 

She bids each slumbering energy awake, 

Another touch, another temper take. 

Suspends the inferior laws that rule our clay ; 

The stubborn elements confess her svvfty ; 

Their little wants, their low desires, refine, 

And raise the mortal to a height divine. 

Not but the human fabric from the birth 
Imbibes a flavour of its parent earth. 

As various tracts enforce a various toil, 

The manners speak the idiom of their soil. 

An iron race the mountain-cliffs maintain, 

Foes to the gentle genius of the plain ; 

For whore unwearied sinews must be found. 

With side-long plough to quell the flinty ground, 


To turn the torrent's swift-descending flood. 

To brave the savage making from the wood. 

What wonder, if to patient valour trained. 

They guard with spirit what by strength they gained! 
And while their rocky ramparts round they see. 

The rough abode of want and liberty, 

(As lawless force from confidence will grow), 

Insult the plenty of the vales below! 

What wonder, in the sultry climes that spread, 

Where Nile, redundant o’er his summer bed, 

From his broad bosom life and verdure flings. 

And broods o’er Egypt with his watery wings, 

If with adventurous oar and ready sail, 

The dusky people drive before the gale; 

Or on frail floats to neighbouring cities ride. 

That rise and glitter o’er the ambient tide. 

WILLIAM MASON. 

I 

William Mason, the friend and literary executor 
of Gray, long survived the connection which did him 
so much honour, but he ap]>cared early as a poet. 
He was the son of the Bev. Mr Mason, vicar of 
Trinity, Yorkshire, where he was born in 1725. 
At Pembroke college, Cambridge, he became ac-j 
quainted with Gray, who assisted him in obtaining 
bis degree of M.A. His first literary production ? 
was an attack on the Jacobitism of Oxford, to which 
Thomas Warton replied in his * Triumph of Isis.’ In 
17.V1 apjK'iired his tragedy of Elfruia, ‘ written,’says 
Southey, 4 on an artificial model, and in a gorgeous 
diction,' Ijceanse he thought Shakspeare had pre¬ 
cluded all hope of excellence in any other form of 
drama.’ The model of Mason was the Greek drama, 
and he introduced into his play the classic accom¬ 
paniment of the chorus. A second drama, Caracta - 
cu.h, is of a higher cast than ‘Elfrida/ more noble 
anti spirited in language, and of more sustained 
dignity in scenes, situations, and character. Mason 
also wrote a series of odes on Indef*endence r Memory , 
Melancholy , ami The Fall of Tyranny , in which his 
gorgeousness of diction swells into extravagance 
anti bombast. His other poetical works are his 
Knytish Garden, n long descriptive poem in blank 
verse, extended over four books, and an ode on the 
Cummemoratim of the British It evolution, in which he 
asserts those Whig principles which he steadfastly 
maintained during the trying period of the Ameri¬ 
can w ar. As in his dramas Mason had made an in 
novation on the established taste of the times, he 
ventured, with equal success, to depart from the 
practice of English authors, in writing the life of 
his friend Gray. Instead of presenting a continuous 
narrative, in which the biographer alone is visible, 
he incorporated the journals and letters of the poet 
in chronological order, thus making the subject of 
the memoir in some degree his own biographer, 
and enabling the reader to judge more fully and 
correctly of his situation, thoughts, and feelings. 
The plan was afterwards adopted by Boswell inhis 
Life of Johnson, and has been sanctioned by subse¬ 
quent usage, in all cases where the subject is of im- , 
portance enough to demand copious information and 
minute jiersonal details. The circumstances of; 
Mason’s life are soon related.. After bis career at 
college, he entered into orders, and was appointed 
one of the royal chaplains. He held the living of 
Ashton, and was precentor of York cathedral. 
When politics ran high, lie took an active part on 
the side of the Whigs, but was respected by all 
parties. He died in 1707. 

Mason’s poetry cannot be said to be popular, even 
with poetical readers. His greatest want is simpli¬ 
city, yet at times his rich diction has a fine effect 
In his 4 English Garden/ though verbose and Ion- 
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grid aa a whole, there are some exquisite images. 
Thus, he says of Time, its 

Gradual touch 

lias mouldered into beauty many a tower 
Which, when it frowned with all its battlements, 

Was only terrible. 

Of woodland scenery— 

Many a glade is found 
The haunt of wood-gods onty ; where, if art 
E’er dared to tread, ’twas with unsandaled foot, 
i Printless, as if ’twero holy ground. 

j Gray quotes the following lines in one of Mason’s 
i odes as ‘ superlative :*— 

While through the west, where sinks the crimson day, 
Meek twilight slowly sails, and waves her banners gray. 

[From Caractacus .] 

Mona on Snowdon calls : 

Hear, thou king of mountains, hear ; 

Hark, she speaks from all her strings : 

Hark, her loudest echo rings ; 

King of mountains, bend thine ear: 

Send thy spirits, send them soon, 

Now, when midnight and the moon 
Meet upon thy front of snow ; 

See, their gold and ebon rod, 

; Where the sober sisters nod, 

And greet in whispers sago and slow. 

Snowdon, mark ! ’tis magic's hour, 

Now the muttered spell hath power ; 

Power to rend thy ribs of rock, 

And burst thy base with thunder’s shock : 

But to thee no ruder spell 
Shall Mona use, than those that dwell 
In music’s secret cells, and lie 
Steeped in the stream of harmony. 

Snowdon has heard the strain : 

Hark, amid the wondering grove 
Other harpings answer clear, 

Other voices meet our ear, 

Pinions flutter, shadows move, 

Busy murmurs hum around, 

Bustling vestments brush the grouud ; 

Hound and round, and round they go, 

Through the twilight, through the shade, 

Mount the oak’s majestic head, 

And gild the tufted misletoe. 

Cease, ye glittering race of light. 

Close your wings, and check your flight; 

Here, arranged in order due. 

Spread your robes of saffron hue ; 

For lo 1 with more than mortal fire, 

Mighty Mador smites the lyre: 

Hark, he sweeps the master-strings ; 

Listen all- 

Epitaph oh Mrs J/cwon, in the Cathedral of Bristol . 

Take, holy earth! all that my soul holds dear: 

Take that best gift which heaven so lately gave: 

To Bristol’s fount I bore with trembling care 
Her faded form ; she bowed to taste the wave, 

And died ! Does youth, does beauty, read the line ? 

Does sympathetic fear their breasts alarm ? 

Speak, dead Maria ! breathe a strain divine; 

Even from the grave thou shalt have power to chanu. 
Bid them be chaste, be innocent, like thee ; 

Bid them in duty’s sphere as meekly move ; 

And if so fair, from vanity as free; 

As firm in friendship, and as fond in love. 

Tell them, though His on awful thing to die, 

(Twas even to thee) yet the dread path once trod, 
Heaven lifts its everlasting portals high, 

And bids * the pure in heart behold their God.’ 


OLIVKlt GOLDSMITH. 

Oliver Goldsmith, whose writings range over 
every department of miscellaneous literature, chal- 
lenges attention as a poet chiefly for the unaffected 
ease, grace, ami tenderness of his descriptions of rural 
and domestic life, and lor a certain vein of pensive 
philosophic reflection. Ilis countryman Burke said 
of himself, that he had taken his ideas of liberty not 
too high, that they might last him through life. 
Goldsmith seems to have pitched his poetry in a 
subdued under tone, that he might luxuriate at will 
among those images of quiet l>eauty, comfort, bene¬ 
volence, and simple pathos, that were most congenial 
to his own character, his hopes, or his exj>eriencc. 
This popular poet was born at Pallas, a small village 
in the parish of Forney, count v of Longford, Ireland, 
on the loth of November 1728. He was the sixth 
of a family of nine children, and his fit her, the Bev. 
Charles Goldsmith, wjus a poor curate, who eked 
out the scanty funds which he derived from his pro¬ 
fession, by renting and cultivating some land, iho 
poet’s father afterwards succeeded to t he rectory of 
Kilkenny West, and removed to the house and farm 



Huin* of the* house at Liwi.v, where C«ol<lhmith spent 
his youth. 


ofLissoy, in his former parish. Here Goldsmith’s : 
youth was spent, and here he found the materials 
for his Deserted Villcnje. After a good country edu¬ 
cation, Oliver was admitted a sizer of Trinity college, » 
Dublin, June 11, 1745. The expense of his education 
was chiefly defrayed by his uncle, the Bev. Thomas i 
Oontarini, an excellent man, son to an Italian of the ! 
Contarini family at Venice, and a clergyman of the I 
established church. At college, the poet was < 
thoughtless and irregular, and always in want His 
tutor was a man of fierce and brutal passions, and i 
having struck hirn on one occasion l>eforc a party 
of friends, the poet left college, and wandered about 
the country for some time in the utmost poverty. 
His brother Henry clothed 'and carried him back to 
college, and on the 27 th of February 1740, he was 
admitted to the degree of B.A. Goldsmith now 
gladly left the university, and returned to Lissoy, 
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His tether was dead, but he idled away two yearn 
among his relations. He afterwards became tutor 
in tlie temily of a gentleman in Ireland, where he 
remained a year. His uncle then gave him £30 to 
, study the law in Dublin, but he lost the whole in a 
gaming house. A second contribution w as raised, 
and the poet next proceeded to Edinburgh, where 
! he continued a year and n-half studying medi- 
i cine. He then drew upon his uncle for £20, and 
{ embarked for Bordeaux. The vessel was driven 
| into Newcastle-upon-Tyne, and whilst there, Gold¬ 
smith and his fellow passengers were arrested and 

? ut into prison, where the poet was kept a fortnight, 
t appeared that his companions were Scotsmen, in 
! the French service, and had been in Scotland enlist¬ 
ing soldiers for the French army. Having over- 
|j come this most innocent of all his misfortunes, he is 
I] represented as having immediately proceeded to 
Leyden; but til is part of his biography has lately 
got a new f turn from the inquiries of a gentleman 
|; whose lK>ok is quoted Mow,* according to which it 
■ would apjienr to have Iwcn now, instead of four years 
:| later, that Goldsmith acted as usher of Dr Milner’s 
I; school at Beckham, in the neighbourhood of London. 

| The tradition of the school is, that he was ex¬ 
tremely good-natured and playful, and advanced 
bis pupils more by conversation than i>v book-tasks. 

’ On the supposition of this being the true account of 
Goldsmith’s 23th year, we may presume that be 
next went to Leyden, ami there made the resolution 
1 to travel over the Continent in spite of all ]K‘cuniary 
deficiencies. He stopped some time at Louvain, in 
j Flanders, at Antwerp, and at Brti<*els. In France, 

; lie is said, like George 1’rimrose, in bis Vicar of 
Wakefield, to have occasionally earned a night’s 
lodging and food by playing on bis flute. 

How often have I led thy sportive choir, 

With tuneless pi|x*, beside the murmuring Loire! 
Where shading elms along the margin grew. 

And freshened from the wave the zephyr flew ; 

Ami haply, though my hardi tou»*h, faltering still. 

Hut mocked all tune, and manvd the dancer's .thill, 
Yet would the village prai-e mv wondrous power, 

And dance, forgetful of the noontide hour, 
j Travel t^T. 

Scenes <>f this kind formed an appropriate school 
for the poet He brooded with delight over these 
pictures of humble primitive happiness, and bis 
imagination loved to invest them with the charms of 
poetry. Goldsmith afterwards visited Germany 
and the Rhine. From Switzerland lie sent the first 
sketch of the ‘Traveller’ to his brother. The loftier 
1 charms of nature in these Alpine scenes seems to 
have had no permanent effect on the character or 
* direction of his genius. He visited Floremx, Verona, 
Venice, and stopped at lhulua some months, where 
he is supposed to have taken his medical degree. In 
s 175f» the poet reached England, after two years of 
wandering, lonely, and in poverty, yet buoyed up 
i by dreams of hope and fame. Many a hard struggle 
he had yet to encounter! His biographers repre- 
| sent him as now Manning usher at Dr Milner’s 
j school, a portion of his history which we have seen 
reason to place at an earlier period. However this 
may be, he is soon after found contributing to the 
Monthly Review. He was also some time assistant 
to a chemist A college friend, Dr Sleigh, enabled 
him to commence practice as a humble physician 
in Batikside, Southwark; but his chief support 
arose from contributions to the periodical literature 

* Collections Illustrative of the Geology, History, Anti¬ 
quities, and Associations of Camberwell. By Douglas Allport. 
Camberwell: 184L 


of the day. In 1758 he presented himself at 
Burgeons Hall for examination as an hospital 
mate, with the view of entering the army or navy ; 
but he had the mortification of being rejected 
as unqualified. That he might appear before 
the examining surgeon suitably dressed, Goldsmith 
obtained a new suit of clothes, for which Griffiths, ; 
publisher of the Monthly Review, became security. 
The clothes were immediately to lie returned when jj 
the purpose was served, or the debt was to be 
disci larged. Poor Goldsmith, having failed in his 
object, and probably distressed by urgent want, 
pawned the clothes. The publisher threatened, and > 
the poet replied —‘ I know of no misery but a gaol, i 
to which my own imprudences and your letter ■ 
seem to point. I have seen it inevitable these 
three or four weeks, and, by heavens ! request it as 
a favour—as a favour that may prevent somewhat 
more fatal. I have Mil some years struggling w ith 
a wretched being—with all that contempt and indi¬ 
gence brings with it—with all those strong passions 
which make contempt insupportable. What, then, 
has a gaol that is formidable?’ Such was the almost 
hopeless condition, the deep despair, of this im¬ 
prudent hut amiable author, who has added to the 
delight of millions, and to the glory of English 
literature. j 

Henceforward the life of Goldsmith was that of a 
man of letters, lie lived solely by his pen. Besides 
numerous contributions to the Monthly and Critical 
Review's, the Lady's Magazine, the British Maga¬ 
zine, &<*., he published an Inquiry into the Present 
State of Polite Learning in Kurope (1739), his admir¬ 
able Chinese 1 a tiers, afterwards published with the 
title of The Citizen of the World, a Life of Beau Nadi, 
and the History of fcngland in a series of letters from 
a nobleman to his son. The latter was highly suc¬ 
cessful, .and was popularly attributed to Lord Ches¬ 
ter lit Id. In December 17*74 appeared his poem of 
The 'Traveller, the chief corner-stone of his fame, 
•without one had line,’ as has been said ; 4 without 
one of Dry den's careless verses.’ Charles Fox pro¬ 
nounced it one of the finest poems in the English 
language; and Dr Johnson (then numbered among 
Goldsmith's friends) said that the merit of ‘The 
Traveller’ was so well established, that Mr Fox’s 
praise could not augment it, nor his censure diminish 1 
it. The periodical critics were unanimous in its 
praise. In 17f*f* he published his exquisite novel, 
The \~icar of Wakefield , which had K*cn written two ; 
years More, and sold to Newberry the bookseller, 
to discharge a pressing debt. His comedy of The 
(uhhI-N atured Man was produced in 17G7, his Homan 
History next year, and The Deserted Village in 1770. 
The hitter was as popular as ‘The Traveller,’ and 
sjK*edily ran through a number of editions. In 1773, 
Goldsmith’s comedy. She Stoops to Conquer, was ! 
brought out at Covent Garden theatre with immense 
applause. He was now at the summit of his fame 
and popularity. The march had been long and toil¬ 
some, and he was often nearly fainting by the way; !| 
but his success was at length complete. His name 
stood among the foremost of his contemporaries; his 
works brought him in tVom £1000 to £1800 per an- . 
mim. Difficulty ami distress, however, still clung 
to him: ]x>etry had found him poor at first, and she j 
kept him so. From heedless profusion and extrava¬ 
gance, chiefly in dress, and from a benevolence which 
knew no limit while his tends lasted, Goldsmith was 
scarcely ever free from debt. The gaming table also 
presented irresistible attractions. He hung loosely 
on society, without wife or domestic tie? and his 
early habits and experience were ill calculated to j 
teach him strict conscientiousness or regularity. He , 
continued to write task-work for the booksellers, ; 
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and produced a 4 History of England’ in four volume*, heightening the effect of hie picture*. In the fol* 
This was succeeded by a ‘History of Greece’ in two lowing quotation, the rich scenery of Italy, and the 
volumes, for which he was paid £250. He had con* effeminate character of its population, are placed in 
tr&cted to write a ‘ History of Animated Nature’ in striking juxtaposition with the rugged mountains of 
eisrht volumes, at the rate of a hundred guineas for Switzerland and their hardy natives. 


Its uplands sloping deck the mountain’s side, 
Woods over woods in gay theatric pride; 

While oft some temple’s mouldering tops between, 
With venerable grandeur mark the scene. 

Could nature’s bounty satisfy the breast, 

The sons of Italy were surely blest. 

Whatever fruits in different climes were found. 


eight volumes, at the rate of a hundred guineas for Switzerland and their hardy natives, 
each volume; but this work he did not live to com¬ 
plete, though the greater part was finished in his [Italians and Swiss CvntmsUd.] 

own attractive and easy manner. In March 1774, 

he was attacked by a painful complaint (dysuria) Far to the right, where Apennine ascends, 
caused by close study, which was succeeded by a Bright as the summer, Italy extends ; 
nervous fever. Contrary to the advice of his apo- Its uplands sloping deck the mountain’s side, 
thecary, he persisted in the use of James’s powders. Woods over woods in gay theatric pride; 
a medicine to which he had often had recourse; and While oft some temple’s mouldering tops bet we 
I gradually getting worse, he expired in strong con- With venerable grandeur mark the scene. 

|| vulsions on the 4th of April. The death of so popu- Could nature’s bounty satisfy the breast, 
lar an author, at the age of forty-five, was a shock Ihe sons ol Italy were surely blest, 
equally to his friends and the public. The former ^ hatever fruits in different climes were found, 
knew Ills sterling worth, and loved him with all his That proudly rise, or humbly court the ground ; 
foibles—his undisguised vanity, his national prone- Whatever blooms in torrid tract# apjjpur, 
ness to blundering, his thoughtless extravagance, his Whose bright succession decks the varied year ; 
credulity, and his frequent absurdities. Under these Whatever sweets salute the northern sky 
ran a current of generous benevolence, of enlightened ltJl vernal lives, that blossom hut to die : 
zeal for the happiness and improvement of mankind, 1 hese here disporting, own the kmdml soil, 
and of manly independent feelinjr. He died *2000 »u*ur«i«v iroin the planar a toil ; 

in debt: ‘Was ever poet so trusted before!’ ex- r \' htle sea-lairn gales their gelid wings expand, 
claimed Johnson. His remains were interred in the I<> winnow fragrance round the smiling land. 
Temple burring ground, and a monument erected to ‘ lt smu J 'he 'bat uen*c alone bestows, 
his memory in Westminster Abbey, next the grave M )tisuat bliss is all the nation kneivs. 

of Gav, whom he somewhat resembled in character, ' V H " rU W T' 1 a I , .I x ‘“ r ’ , 

and far surpassed in genius. * ta “ s “ m , B * he 1 ‘“' , l v prs.wO. tlmt dwindles here. 

The plan of ‘ The Traveller’ is simple, yet compre- Contrasted faults through all h.» manners reign : 
hensive and philosophical. The poet represents him- I 1 poor, luxurious ; though submissive, van 
self as sitting among Alpine solitudes, looking down 1F ™ T °' • v, ' t tnl,, ," S; /l “ ’ ' " } 

on a hundred realms- I TV" I*™ 1 ™ ““ 


I Lakes, forests, cities, plains- extending wide, 

I The pomp of kings, the shepherd’s humbler pride. 

| He views the whole with delight, yet sighs to think 
! that the hoard of human bliss is so small, and he 
| wishes to find some spot consigned to real happiness, 
where his 4 worn soul’ 

| Might gather bliss to see his fellows blessed. 

! But where is such a spot to be found ? The natives 
! of each country thiuk their own the best—the pa¬ 
triot boasts— 

Iiis first, best country, ever is at home. 

I If nations arc compared, the amount of happiness in 
each is found to be alxmt the same; and to illustrate 


Whose bright succession decks the varied year ; 

| Whatever sweets salute the northern sky 
> With vernal lives, that blossom hut to die ; 

These, here disporting, own the kindred soil. 

Nor ask luxuriance from the planer’s toil ; 

While sea-born gales their gelid wings expand, 

To winnow fragrance round the smiling land. 

But smull the bliss that sense alone bestows, 

And sensual bliss is all the nation knows. 

In tiorid beauty groves and fields appear, 

Man seems the only growth that dwindles here. 
Contrasted faults through all his manners reign : 
Though poor, luxurious ; though submissive, vain ; 
Though grave, yet trifling ; zealous, yet untrue ; 

Ami even in penance planning sins anew. 

All evil.> here contaminate the mind, 

That opulence departed leaves behind ; 

For wealth was theirs, not far removed the date. 
When commerce proudly flourished through the state ; 
At her command the palace learned to rise. 

Again the long-fallen column sought, the skies ; 

The canvas# glowed beyond even nature warm, 

The pregnant quarry teemed with human form, 

Till, more unsteady than the southern gale, 

Commerce on other shores displayed her sail ; 

While nought remained of all that riches gave, 

But towns unmanned, ami lords without a slave; 

And late the nation found with fruitless skill, 

Its former strength was but plethoric, ill. 

Yet, still the loss of wealth is here supplied 
By arts, the splendid wrecks of former pride; 


this position, the poet describes the state of manners j From these the feeble heart and long-fallen mind 


and government in Italy, Switzerland, France, IIol- An easy compensation seem to find, 
land, and England. In general correctness and Here may he seen, in bloodless pomp arrayed, 
beauty of expression, these sketches have never been The pasteboard triumph and the cavalcade ; 
surpassed. The politician may think that the poet Processions formed for piety and love, 
ascribes too little importance to the influence of A mistress or a saint in every grove, 
government on the happiness of mankind, seeing By sports like these are all their cares beguiled, 
that in a despotic state the whole must depend on The sports of children watisfy the child ; 
the individual character of the governor; yet in the Each nobler aim, repressed by long control, 
cases cited by Goldsmith, it is difficult to resist his Now sinks at last, or feebly man# the soul ; 
conclusions; while his short sententious reasoning While low delight#, succeeding fast behind, 
is relieved and elevated by hursts of true poetry. In happier meanness occupy the mind; 

His character of the men of England used to draw As in those domes, where (jvxar# once bore sway, 
tears from Hr Johnson :— Defaced by time and tottering in decay, 

Stem o’er each Worn reason holds her state. I!‘ erc in thc ™ in - 1,podk ™ of tl > e 


By sports like these are all their care# beguiled, 
The sports of children Hatisfy the child ; 

Each nobler aim, repressed by long control, 


Stern o’er each bo#ora reason holds her state, rr . , 

With daring aims irregularly great. \ he .^eltcT-oeeki.ig peasant build, lax shed ; 

Pride in their port, defiance in their eye. Ami wondering man could want the larger pile, 

I ace the lords of human kind pas* by ; f ‘ x “ Us > ar J ,] own ? h ' s < f tta Z c WIth a 

Intent on high designs, a thoughtful band, 8,,,,1 tarn f !? n ' »« 

By forms unfashioned, fresh from nature’s hand. ..., Kre rougher clinics a nobler race display, 

Fierce in their native hardiness of soul, ” Tf the Swiss their stormy mansion tread. 

True to imagined right, above control, £ I,d for 1 ce a p >'“rh»h soil for scanty bread ; 

While even the peasant boasts these rights to scan, o product here the barren hills afford, 

And learns to venerate himself as man? ” ut ,nan »^1, the soldier and his sword ; 

~ , ... „ , _ y0 venial idooms their torpid rocks array, 

Goldsmith was a master of the art of contrast m But winter lingering chills the lap of May ; 
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No xtphft fondly sues the mountain’* breast, 

But meteors glare, and stormy glooms invest. 

Yet still, even here, content can spread a charm, 
Redrew the dime, and all its rage disarm. 

Though poor the peasant’s hut, his feasts though 
small, 

He secs his little lot the lot of all ; 

Secs no contiguous palace rear its head, 

To shame the meanness of his humble shed ; 

No costly lord the sumptuous banquet deal. 

To make him loath his vegetable meal ; 

But calm, and bred in ignorance arid toil, 

Each wish contracting, fits him to the soil. 

Cheerful at morn, he wakes from short rejKmc, 
Breathes the keen air, and carols as he goes ; 

With patient angle trolls the finny deep, 

Or drives his venturous ploughshare to the steep ; 

Or seeks the den where snow-tracks mark the way, 
And drags the struggling savage into day. 

*At night returning, every labour sped, 

He sits him down the monarch of a shed ; 

Smiles by his cheerful fire, and round surveys 
His children’s looks, that hriirhten at the blaze ; 
While his loved partner, boastful of her hoard, 
Displays her cleanly platter on the board : 

And haply too some pilgrim thither led, 

Witli many a tale repays the nightly lw<». 

Thus every good his native wilds impart, 

Imprints the patriot passion on his heart ; 

And even those HU that round his mansion rise, 
Enhance the bliss his scanty fund supplies. 

Dear is that shed to which his «*<>ul conforms. 

And dear that hill which lift 4 * him to the storm*; 
And as a child, when soaring sounds nodest, 

Clings close and closer to the mother’s breast, 

So the loud torrent, and the whirlwind’s roar, 

But bind him to Ids native mountain* more. 

[Fmnee ( y "titmsft'd with Holland. ] 

So blest a life these thoughtless realms display, 
Thus idly busy rolls their world away: 

Theirs are those art* that mind to mind endear, 

For honour forms the s*rt ial temper here. 

Honour, that praise which real merit gains. 

Or even imaginary worth obtains. 

Here passe* current; paid from hand to hand, 

It shifts in splendid traffic round the land. 

From courts to camp*, to cottages it strays, 

And all are taught an avarice of praise ; 

They please, are pleased, they give to get esteem, 
Till, deeming blest, they grow to what they seem. 

But while this softer art their bli*s supplies, 

It gives their follies a bo room to ri-e: 

For praise too dearly loved, or warmly sought, 
Enfeebles all internal strength of thought ; 

And the weak soul, within itself unblest. 

Lean* for all pleasure on another’s breast. 

Hence ostentation here, with tawdry art, 

Pants for the vulgar praise which fools impart ; 

Here vanity assumes her pert grimace, 

And trims her robe of frieze with copper laec ; 

Here beggar pride defrauds her daily cheer, 

To boast one splendid banquet once a-year ; 

The mind still turns where shifting fashion draws, 
Nor weighs the solid worth of self-applause. 

To meu of other minds my fancy flies, 

Embosomed in the deep where Holland lies. 
Methinks her patient sons before me stand, 

Where the brood ocean leans against the land, 

And, sedulous to stop the coming tide, 

Lift the tall mnpirrs artificial pride. 

Onward, methinks, and diligently slow, 

The firm connected bulwark seems to grow j 
Spreads its long arms amidst the watery roar, 

Scoops out an empire, and usurps the shore: 


While the pent ocean, rising o’er the pile, 

Sees an amphibious world beneath him smile; 

The slow canal, the yellow-blossomed vale, 

The willow-tufted bank, the gliding sail. 

The crowded mart, the cultivated plain, 

A new creation rescued from hit reign. j 

Thus, while around the wave-subjected soil 
Impels the native to repeated toil, j 

Industrious habits in each bosom reign, | 

And industry begets a love of gain. j 

Hence all the good from opulence that springs, j 

With all those ills superfluous treasure brings, 

Are here displayed. Their much-loved wealth imparts 
Convenience, plenty, elegance, and arts ; 

But view them closer, craft and fraud appear. 

Even lilierty itself is bartered here. 

At gold’s superior charms all freedom flies, 

'The needy sell it, and the rich man buys; 

A land of tyrants, ami a den of slave* ; j 

Here wretches seek dishonourable graves, | 

And calmly bent, to servitude conform, ' 

Dull as their lakes that slumber in the storm. 

The ‘ Deserted Village ’ is limited in design, but ; 
exhibits the same correctness of outline, and the 
same beauty of colouring, ns * The Traveller.’ The < 
poet drew upon his recollections of Lis soy for most 
of the landscape', as well as the characters introduced. 
His father sat fur the village pastor, and such a por- 1 
trait might well have cancelled, with Oliver's rela¬ 
tions, all the follies and irregularities of his youth. 
Perhaps there is no poem in the English language 
more universally {xtpular than the ‘Deserted Vil¬ 
lage.* Its l>est passages are learned in youth, and 
never quit the memory. Its delineations of rustic ' 
life accord with those ideas of romantic purity, 1 
seclusion, and happiness, which the young mind 
associates with the country and all its charms, be¬ 
fore modern manners and oppression had driven j 
them thence— 

To pamper luxury, and thin mankind. 

Political economists may dispute the axiom, that 
luxury is hurtful to nations; and curious speculators, 
like Mandeville, may even argue that private vices j 
an public benefits; but Goldsmith has a surer ad¬ 
vocate in the feelings of the heart, which yield a 
simultaneous assent to the principles he inculcates, 
when teaching by examples, with all the efficacy of 
apparent truth, and all the effect of poetical beauty 
and excellence. 

f Description of A ubum — The Village Preacher, , the 
&'hofdmastei\ and Alehouse- — Reflections,] 

Sweet Auburn ! loveliest village of the plain, 

Where health and plenty cheered the labouring swain ; 
Where smiling spring its earliest visit paid. 

And parting summer’s lingering blooms delayed; 
lH'ar lovely lowers of innocence and ease. 

Seats of my youth, when every sport could please ; j 
How often have 1 loitered o'er thy green, j 

Where humble happiness endeared each scene! j 

Iiow often have I paused on every chanu! 

The sheltered cot, the cultivated farm; 

The never-failing brook, the busy mill, j 

The decent church that topped the neighbouring hill; 
The hawthorn bush, with scats beneath the shade, 

For talking age, and whispering lovers made! 

How often have I blessed the coming day, 

When toil remitting lent its turn to play ; 

And all the village train, from labour free, 

Led up their sports beneath the spreading tree ; 

While many a jiastiine circled in the shade. 

The young contending as the old surveyed; 

And many a gambol frolicked o’er the ground, 

And sleights of art and feats of strength wont round. 
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And stilly as each repeated pleasure tired, 

Succeeding sports the mirthful band inspired: 

The dancing pair that simply sought renown, 

By holding out to tire each other down ; 

The swain, mistrustless of his smutted face, 

While secret laughter tittered round the place; 

The bashful virgin’s sidelong looks of love, 

The matron’s glance that would those looks reprove— 
These were tliy charms, sweet village ! sports like these, 
With sweet succession, taught e’en toil to please. 

Sweet was the sound, when oft, at evening’s close, 
Up younder hill the village murmur rose; 

There as I passed, with careless steps and slow, 

The mingling notes came softened from below; 

The swain responsive as the milk-maid sung, 

The sober herd that lowed to meet their young; 

The noisy geese that gabbled o’er the pool, 

The playful children just let loose from school ; 

The watchdog’s voice that bayed the whispering wind, 
And the loud laugh that spoke the vacant mind; 
These all in sweet confusion sought the shade, 

And filled each pause the nightingale had made. 

Near yonder copse, where once the garden smiled, 
And still where many a garden flower grows wild, 
There, where a few torn shrubs the place disclose, 

The village preacher’s modest mansion rose. 

A man he was to all the country dear, 

And passing rich w1th forty pounds u-year ; 

Remote from towns, he ran his godly race, 

Nor e’er had changed, nor w ished to change, \iU place ; 
Unskilful he to fawn, or seek for power. 

By doctrines fashioned to the varying hour; 

Far other aims his heart had learned to prize, 

More bent to raise the wretched than to rise. 

His house was known to all the vagrant train ; 

He chid their wanderings, but relieved their pain. 

The long-remembered beggar was his guest, 

I Whose beard descending swept his aged breast; 

| The ruined spendthrift now no longer proud, 

; Claimed kindred there, and had his claims allowed ; 
j The broken soldier, kindly bade to stay, 

: Sat by his fire, and talked the night away ; 
j Wept o’er his wounds, or tales of sorrow done, 
i Shouldered his crutch, and showed how' fields were won. 
Pleased with his guests, the good man learned to glow, 
And quite forgot their vices in their wo; 

Careless their merits or their faults to scan, 
j His pity gave ere charity began. 

Thus to relieve the wretched was his pride, 

! And even his failings leaned to virtue’s side; 
i But, in his duty prompt at every call, 
j He watched and wept, he prayed and felt for all; 
i And, as a bird each fond endearment tries, 

To tempt her new fledged offspring to the skies, 
j He tried each art, reproved each dull delay, 

Allured to brighter worlds, and led the way. 

Ik-side the bed where parting life was laid, 

And sorrow, guilt, and pain, by turns dismayed, 

The reverend champion stood. At his control 
Despair and anguish fled the struggling soul; 

Comfort came down the trembling wretch to raise, 

| And his last faltering accents whispered praise. 

At church, with meek and unaffected grace, 

His looks adorned the venerable place ; 

Truth from his lips prevailed with double sway ; 

And fools, who came to scoff, remained to pray, 
j The service past, around the pious man, 
j With ready zeal, each honest rustic ran ; 

; Even children followed with endearing wile, 

And plucked his gown, to share the good man’s smile; 
j His ready smile a parent’s warmth expressed, 

Their welfare pleased him, and their cares distressed ; 

! To them his heart, his love, his griefs were given, 
j But all his serious thoughts had rest in heaven, 
j As some tall cliff that lifts its awful form, 

Swells from the vale, and midway leaves the storm; 


Though round its breast the rolling clouds are spread, 
Eternal sunshine settles on its head. 

Beside yon straggling fence that Bkirts the way, 

With blossomed furze unprofitably gay, 

There, in his noisy mansion skilled to rule, 

The village master taught his little school; 

A man severe he was, and stern to view ; 

1 knew him well, and every truant knew. 

Well had the boding tremblers learned to trace 
'flte day’s disasters in his morning’s face; 

Full well they laughed with counterfeited glee 
At all his jokes, for many a joke had he; 

Full well the busy whisper circling round, 

Conveyed the dismal tidings when he frowned; 

Vet he was kind ; or, if severe in aught, 

The love lie bore to learning was in fault; 

The village all declared how much he knew; 

Twas certain he could write, and cipher too; 

Lands he could measure, terms and Aides presage; 

And even the story ran that he could gunge; 

In arguing, too, the parson owned his skill, 

For even, though vanquished, he could argue still; i; 
While words of learned length, and thundering sound, j 
Amazed the gazing rustics ranged,around ; , \ 

And still they gazed, and still the wonder grew, ij 
That one small head could carry nil he know. i: 

But pn-t is all his fame: the very spot j 

Where many a time he triumphed, is forgot. , | 

Near yonder thorn that lifts its head on high, 

Where once the sign-post caught the passing eye, 

Low lies that house where nut-brown draughts inspired, j j 
Where grav-beard mirth and smiling toil retired; ! ! 
Where village statesmen talked with looks profound, ij 
And news much older than their ale went round. j? 
Imagination fondly stoops to trace j| 

The parlour splendours of that festive place ; j 

'Hie white-washed wall, the nicelv sanded floor, 

The varnished clock that clicked behind the door ; j 
The chest, contrived a double debt to pay, ji 

A bed by night, a chest of drawers by day; j! 

The pictures placed for ornament and use, : 

'fhe twelve good rules, the royal game of goo.se ; 

The hearth, except when winter chilled the day, 

With uspen boughs, and flowers, and fennel gay ; , 

While broken tea-cups, wisely kept for show, {j 

Ranged o’er the chimney, glistened in a row. ’ 

V ain transitory splendour 1 could not all M 

Reprieve the tottering mansion from its fall ! j; 

Obscure it sinks, nor shall it more import h 

An hour’s importance to the poor man’s heart. !l 

Thither no more the peasant shall repair, j; 

To sweet oblivion of his daily care; | 

No more tlie; farmer’s news, the barber’s tale, 

No more the woodman’s ballad shall prevail; ! 

No more the smith his dusky brow shall clear, ! 

Relax his ponderous strength, and lean to hear ; || 

The host himself no longer shall be found si 

Careful to sec the mantling blDs go round ; 11 

Nor the coy maid, half willing to be pressed, ’ 

Shall kiss the cup to pass it to the rest. f 

Yes ! let the rich deride, the proud disdain, j 

These simple blessings of the lowly train ; • i 

To me more dear, congenial to my heart, j 

One native charm, than all the gloss of art. 

Spontaneous joys, where nature has its play, 

The soul adopts, and owns their first-boni sway: 

Lightly they frolic o’er the vacant mind, 

Unenvied, unmolested, unconfined. 

But the long pomp, the midnight masquerade, 

With all the freaks of wanton wealth arrayed, 

In these, ere tritiers half their wish obtain, 

The toiling pleasure sickens into pain ; 

And even while fashion’s brightest arts decoy, 

The heart distrusting asks if this be joy ! 

Ye friends to truth, ye statesmen who survey 
The rich man’s joys increase, the poor’s decay, 
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I *Tis yours to judge how wide the limits stand 
Between a splendid and a happy land. 

Proud swells the tide with loads of freighted ore, 

And shouting folly hails them from her shore ; 

, Hoards, even beyond the miner’* wish, abound, 

And rich men flock from all the world around, 
j Yet count our gains. This wealth is but a name, 

| That leaves our useful product still the same. 

, Not so the loss. The man of wealth and pride 
Takes up a space that many poor supplied ; 

Space for his lake, his parks extended bounds, 

Space for his horses, equipage, and hounds; 

The robe that wraps his limbs in silken sloth, 

; Has robbed the neighbouring fields of half their 
growth; 

■ His seat, where solitary sports arc seen, 

. Indignant spurns the cottage from the green ; 

Around the world each needful product flies. 

For all the luxuries tho world supplies. 

•While thus the luml adorned for pleasure all. 

In barren splendour feebly waits the fall. 

; As some fair female, unadorned and plain, 

Secure to please while youth confirms her reign, 
Slights every borrowed charm that dress .supplies, 

Nor shares with art the triumph of her eyes ; 

But when those charms are past, for charms are frail, 
When time advances, and when lovers .ail, 

She then shines forth, solicitous to bless, 

In all the glaring impotence of dress : 
j 'rims fares the land, by luxury betrayed, 

In nature’s simplest charms at first arrayed j 
I But verging to decline, its splendours ri-*\, 

Its vistas strike, its puluees surprise; 

While, scourged by famine from the smiling land, 
The mournful peasant lead** his humble band ; 
i And while he sinks, without one arm to save, 

| The country bloom*—a garden, and it grave. 

J'.dmn and Any*Una. 

‘Turn, gentle hermit of the dale, 

Ami guide my lonely way, 

To where ) on taper cheers the vale 
With hospitable ray. 

For hen* forlorn and lost T tread, 

With fainting steps and slow ; 

When? wilds immeasurably spread, 

Seem lengthening as I go/ 

‘ Forbear, mv son/ the hermit cries, 

To tempt the dangerous gloom ; 

; For yonder phantom only flies 

! To lure thee to thy doom. 

Here, to the houseless child of want, 

! My door is open still : 

j Ami though my portion is but scant, 

[ I give it with good will. 

| Then turn to-night, and freely share 

I WhateVr my cell bestows ; 

| My rushy couch ami frugal fare, 

j My blessing ami repose. 

No flocks that range the valley free, 

To slaughter I condemn ; 

Taught by that power that pities me, 

I learn to pity them. 

But from the mountain’s grassy side, 

A guiltless feast I bring ; 

A scrip, with herbs and fruits supplied. 

And water from the spring. 

Then, Pilgrim, turn, thy cares forego ; 

All earth-born cares are wrong : 

Man wants but little here below, 

Nor wants that little long.* 


Soft as the dew from heaven descends. 

His gentle accents fell; 

The modest stranger lowly bends, 

And follows to the cell. 

Far in a wilderness obscure. 

The lonely mansion lay ; 

A refuge to the neighbouring poor. 

And strangers led astray. 

No stores beneath its humble thatch 
Required a master’s care ; 

The wicket, opening with a latch, 

Received the harmless pair. 

And now, when busy crowds retire, 

To take their evening rest, 

The hermit trimmed his little fire, 

And cheered his pensive guest: 

And spread his vegetable store, 

And gaily pressed and smiled; 

And, skilled in legendary lore. 

The lingering hours beguiled. \\ 

Around, in sympathetic mirth, 

Its tricks the kitten tries ; 

The cricket chirrups in the hearth, 

The crackling faggot flies. 

But nothing could a charm impart, 

To soothe the stranger’s wo ; 

For grief was heavy at his heart, 

And tears began to flow. 

His rising cares the hermit spied, 

With answering care opprest : 

‘And whence, unhappy youth,’ he cried, 

‘ The sorrows of thy breast f 

From letter habitations spumed, 

Reluctant dost thou rove ? 

Or grieve for friendship unreturned, 

Or unregarded love! 

Alas! the joy* that fortune brings 
Are trifling and decay ; 

And those who prize the paltrj T things 
More trifling still than they. 

And what is friendship but a name : 

A charm that lulls to sleep! 

A shade that follows wealth or fame. 

And leaves the w retch to weep! 

And love is still an emptier sound, 

The modem fair-one’s jest; 

On earth unseen, or only found 
To warm the turtle’s nest. 

For shame, fond youth, thy sorrows hush, 

And spurn the sex,’ ho said : 

But while he spoke, a rising blush 
His love-lorn guest betrayed. 

Surprised, he secs new beauties rise. 

Swift mantling to the view, 

Like colours o’er the morning skies. 

As bright, as transient too. 

The bashful look, the rising breast, 

Alternate spread alarms ; 

The lovely stranger stands contest 
A maid in all nor charms. 

1 And ah! forgive a stranger rude, 

A wretch forlorn,’ she cried, 

‘ Whose feet unhallowed thus intrude 
Where heaven and you reside. 

But let a maid thy pity share, 

Whom love has taught to stray ; 

Who seeks for rest, but finds despair 
Companion of her way. 








CYCLOPAEDIA OP 


10 im 


My father lived beside the Tyne, 

A wealthy lord was he; 

And all his wealth was marked as mine j 
Ho had but only me. 

To win me from his tender anus, 
Unnumbered suitors came; 

Who praised me for imputed charms, 

And felt, or feigned, a flame. 

Koch hour a mercenary crowd 
With richest proffers strove ; 

Amongst the rest young Edwin bowed, 

But never talked of love. 

In humblest, simplest, habit clad, 

No wealth nor power had he ; 

Wisdom and w r orth were all he had ; 

But these were all to me. 

Tho blossom opening to the day, 

The dew's of heaven refined, 

Could nought of purity display, 

To emulate his mind. 

The dew, the blossoms of the tree. 

With charms inconstant shine ; 

I Their charms were his ; but, wo to me, 

| Their constancy was mini*, 

f For still I tried each fickle art, 

j Importunate and vain ; 

And while his passion touched my heart, 

I triumphed in his pain. 

Till quite dejected with my scorn, 

He left me to my pride ; 

And sought a solitude forlorn, 

In secret, where he died ! 

But mine the sorrow, mine the fault, 

And w r cll my life shall pay : 

HU seek the solitude he sought, 

And stretch me w here he lay. 

And there, forlorn, despairing, hid, 
i I’ll lay me down and die : 

| Twan so for me that Edwin did, 

And so for him will I.’ 

‘ Forbid it, Heaven !’ the hermit cried, 

And clasped licr to his breast : 

The wondering fair one turned to chide : 

Twas Edwin’s self that prest! 

‘ Turn, Angelina, ever dear, 

My charmer, turn to see 
Thy own, thy long-lost Edwin here, 

Restored to love and thee. 

Thus let me hold thee to my heart, 

And every care resign ; 

And shall we never, never part, 

My life—my all that’s mine 1 

No, never from this hour to part, 

We’ll live and love so true ; 

The sigh that rends thy constant heart, 

Shall break thy Edwin’s too.* 

[Extracts from Retaliation.'] 

[Goldsmith and some of his friends occasionally dined to¬ 
gether at the St James’s coffee-house. One day it was projjosod 
to write epitaphs upon him. Ilis country, dialect, and wisdom, 
furnished subjects for w itticism. lie was called on for retalia¬ 
tion, and, at the next meeting, produced his poem bearing that 
name. In which we find much of the shrewd observation, wit, 
and liveliness which distinguish his prose writings.] 

. 0» V * 

Here lies our good Edmund,* whose genius was such, 
We scarcely can praise it or blame it too much ; 
Who, bom for the universe, narrowed his mind, 

And to party gave Up what was meant for mankind. 

* Burke. 


Though fraught with all learning, yet straining his 
throat, 

To persuade Tommy Townsend to lead him a vote ; 
Who, too deep for his hearers, still went on refining, 
And thought of convincing, while they thought of 
dining. 

Though equal to all things, for all things unfit; 

Too nice for a statesman, too proud for a wit: 

For a patriot too cool ; for a drudge disobedient, 

And too fond of the right to pursue the expedient. 

In short, ’twas his fate, unemployed, or in place, sir, 
To eat mutton cold, aud cut blocks with a rarer. 

41 * * 

Here lies David Garrick, describe him who can. 

An abridgment of all that was pleasant in man J 
As an actor, confessed without rival to shine ; 

As a wit, if not first, in the very first line; 

Yet with talents like these, and an excellent heart, 
Tho man had his failings—a dupe to his art; 

Like an ill-judging beauty, his colours he spread, 

And beplastered with rouge his own natural red. 

On the stage he was natural, simple, affecting ; 

Twas only that when he was offhc was acting : 

With no reason on earth to go ou^ of his way, 

He turned and he varied full ten times a day ; 

Though secure of our hearts, yet confoundedly sick 
If they were not his own by finessing and trick : 

He cast otriiis friends as a huntsman his pack, 

For he knew, when he pleased, he could whistle them 
back. 

Of praise a mere glutton, he swallowed w hat came ; 
And the puli'of a dunce he mistook it for fume ; 

Till his relish grown callous almost to disease, 

Who peppered the highest was surest to piea.se. .* 

But let us he candid, and speak out our mind ; 

If dunces applauded, he paid them in kind. 

Ye Kenricks, ye Kellys, and Wood falls so grave. 

What a commerce was yours, while you got and you 
gave ! i 

How did Grub Street re-echo the shouts that you raised, 
While he was be-Rosciused, ami you were U*-praised ! 
Blit jwncc to his spirit, wherever it flics. 

To act as an angel, and mix with the skies : 

Those poets who owe their best fame to hi* skill, 

Shall still Ik? his flatterers, go where he will ; 

Old Shakspcure, receive him with praise and with love, 
And Beaumonts and Bens be his Kellys above. 

♦ * * 

Here Reynolds* is laid ; and, to tell you my mind, jl 
He has not left a wiser or better behind. jl 

His pencil was striking, resistless, and grand ; 

His manners were gentle, complying, and bland ; fi 
Still born to improve us in every part, 

His pencil our faces, his manners our heart. 1 

To coxcombs averse, yet most civilly steering; 

When they judged w ithout skill, he was still hard of 
hearing: i 

When they talked of their Raphaels, Correggios, and i 
stuff, j 

He shifted his trumpet, f and only took snuff. j 

j 

TOBIAS GEOROK SMOLLETT. j 

Many who are familiar w ith Smollett as a novel- ! 
ist, scarcely recollect him us a poet, though he ho* j 
scattered some fine verses amidst his prose fictions, 
and has written an Ode to Independence, which 
possesses the masculine strength of Dryden, with 
an elevation of moral feeling and sentiment rarely 
attempted or felt hy that great poet Tobias I 
George Smollett was born in Dalquhum-house, 
near the village of Renton, Dumbartonshire, in 

* Sir Joshua Reynolds. 

t Str Joshua was so remarkably deaf, os to be under the 
necessity of using an ear-trumpet In oomj»any. 


64 








ENGLISH LITERATURE. 


TOBIAS OBOftCE SMOLLETT. 


tfrSl. His father, a younger son of Sir James 
Smollett of Bonhili, having died early, the poet 
was educated by hit grandfather. After the usual 

, . ,« ;• *5 MW * v • 



course of iindruction in tin* grammar school ufj 
Dumbarton, and sit the university of (abtNgnw, 
Tobias w jin placed upprenti* e to a medical prac- j 
titiuncr, Mr Gordon, Glasgow. lb was ninetern j 
when his tmn of apprenticeship expired, and, at 
this early age. his grandfather having died with- j 
out making anv provision for him, tin* young and 
sanguine adventurer proceeded to London, his chief ; 
dependence lieing a tragedy, railed the fuyinde, 
which lie attempted to bring out at the theatres. 
Foiled in this effort of juvenile ambition, Smollett 
Ineume surgeon’s mate on hoard an eighty-gun ship, 
and was present at the ill-planned and disastrous ' 
expdition against Carthagena, which he has de- j 
scnlied with mueh force in his /WmVA Ilandnm. 
lie returned to England in 1740, published two 
satires, Adrirc and Ilrproof, and in 174M gave to the 
world his novel of * Roderick Random.’ Peregrine 
Pickle appatred three years afterwards. Smollett 
next attempted to practise as a physician, but failed, 
and, taking a house at Chelsea, devoted himself to 
literature as a profession. Notwithstanding his 
facility of composition, his general information and 
talents, his life was one continual struggle for exist¬ 
ence, embittered by personal quarrels, brought on 
partly by irritability of temper. In 17 "A his ro¬ 
mance of Ferdinand Count Fathom was published, 
and in 17"»5 bis translation of Don Quixote. The 
version of Motteux is now generally preferred to 
that of our author, though the latter is marked by 
Ills characteristic humour and versatility of talent. 
After he had finished this task, Smollett paid a visit 
to his native country. 11 is fume had gone before 
him, and his reception by the literati of Scotland 
was cordial and flattering. His filial tenderness and 
affection was also gratified by meeting with his 
surviving parent 4 On Smollett's arrival/ says Dr 
Moore* 4 he was introduced to his mother, with the 
connivance of Mrs Telfer (his sister) as a gentleman 
from the West Indies, who was intimately acquainted 


with her son. The better to support bis assumed 
character, he endeavoured to preserve a serious 
countenance approaching to a frown ; but, while his 
mother’s eyes were rivetted on his countenance, he 
could not refrain from smiling. She immediately 
sprung from her chair, and throwing her arms 
around his neck, exclaimed, 44 Ah, my son! ray son ! 
I have found you at last.” She afterwards told him 
that if lie had kept his austere looks, and continued 
to gloom, he might have escaped detection some time 
longer; “ but your old roguish smile,” added she, 
“l »etrayeil you at once.” * On this occasion Smollett 
visited his relations and native scenes in Dumbar¬ 
tonshire. and spent two days in Glasgow, amidst 
his boyish companions. Returning to England, he 
resumed his literary occupations. He unfortunately 
became editor of the Critical Review, and an attack 
in that journal on Admiral Knowles, one of the 
commanders at Carthagena (which Smollett ac¬ 
knowledged to l>e his composition), led to a trial 
for liM; and the author was sentenced to pay a fine 
of £100, and suffered three months imprisonment. 
He consoled himself by writing, in prison, his novel of 
Launcclot (i reaves. Another proof of his fertility 
and industry as an author was afforded by his His¬ 
tory of England, written, it is said, in fourteen . 
months. Jle engaged in political discussion, for j 
which he was ill qualified by temper, and, taking j 
the unpopular side, he was completely vanquished ; 
bv the truculent satire and abuse of Wilkes. His 
health was also shattered by close application to his 
studies, and by private misfortune. In his early 
days Smollett had married a young West Indian 
j lady. Miss I.ascelles, by whom he had a daughter. 

I This only child died at tiie age of fifteen, and the 
| disconsolate father tried to fly from his grief by a 
tour through France and Italy, lie was absent two 
years, and published an account of his travels, which, 
amidst gleams of humour and genius, is disfigured 
by the coarsest prejudices. Sterne has successfully 
ridiculed this work in his Sentimental Journey. 
Some of the critical dicta of Smollett are mere 
ebullitions of spleen. In the famous statue of the 
Venus dc Medici, * which enchants the world/he 
could see no beauty of feature, and the attitude he 
considered awkward and out of character! The ' 
Pantheon at Rome—that 4 glorious combination of : 
beauty ami magnificence*—lie said looked like a : 
huge cock-pit. open at the tup. Sterne said justly, j 
that such declarations should have been reserved \ 
for his physician; they could only have sprung ! 
from bodily distemper. ‘Yet.be it said/ remarks j 
Sir Walter Scott, 4 w ithout offence to the memory j 
of the witty and elegant Sterne, it is more easy to | 
assume, in composition, an air of alternate gaiety 
and sensibility, than to practise the virtues of gene¬ 
rosity and benevolence, which Smollett exercised 
during his whole life, though often, like his own 
Matthew* Bramble, under the disguise of peevish¬ 
ness and irritability. Sterne’s writings show much 
flourish concerning virtues of which his life ia 
understood to have produced little fruit; the temper 
of Smollett was 

like a lusty winter, 

Frosty, but kindly.* 

The native air of the great novelist was more cheer¬ 
ing and exhilarating than the genial gales of the 
south. On his return from Italy he repaired to 
Scotland, saw once more his affectionate mother, and 
sojourned a short time with his cousin, Mr Smollett 
of Bonliill, on the banks of the Leven. 

4 The water of Leven/ he observes in bis Hum¬ 
phry Clinker, 4 though nothing near so considerable 
as the Clyde, is much more transparent, pastoral, 
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and delightful. This charming stream is the outlet in a cottage which Dr Armstrong, then abroad, cn- 
of Loch Lomond, and through a trac k of four miles gaged for him in the neighbourhood of Leghorn, 
pursues its winding course over a bed of pebbles, till The warm and genial climate seems to hare 
it joins the Firth of Clyde at Dumbarton. On this awakened his fancy, and breathed a temporary ani- 
spot stands the castle formerly called Alcluyd, and rnution into his debilitated frame. He here wrote 
washed by these two rivers on all sides except a his Humph tv Clinker , the most, rich, varied, and 
narrow isthmus, which at every spring tide is over- agreeable of all his novels. Like Fielding, Srnol- 
flowed; the whole is a great curiosity, from the left was destined to die in a foreign country. He 
quality and form of the rock, as from the nature of had just committed his novel to the public, when 
its situation. A very little above the source of the he expired, on the 21st of October 1771, aged 61. 
Leven, on the lake, stands the house of Cameron, Had he lived a few years longer, he would have in- 
belonging to Mr Smollett (the late commissary), so herited, as heir of entail, the estate of Bonhill, 
embosomed in oak wood, that we did not perceive it worth about £1000 a-year. His widow erected a 
till we were nothin fifty yards of the door. The plain monument over his remains at Leghorn, and 
lake approaches on one side to within six or seven his relations, who lmd neglected him in his days of 
yards of the windows. It might have been placed suffering and distress, raised a cenotaph to his mo¬ 
on a higher site, which would have afforded a more mory on the banks of the Leven. The pfW works 
extensive prospect, and a drier atmosphere; but of Smollett Will hereafter be noticed. ) He wrote no 
this imperfection is not chargeable on the present poem of any length ; but it is evldeci he could have I 
proprietor, who purchased it ready built, rather than excelled in verse bad he cultivated his talents, and f 
be at the trouble of repairing his own family house enjoyed ft life (if greMfcer ease and competence. Sir 
of Bonhill, which stands two miles hence, on the Waiter Scott hH» pfrtl«§d the flue mytholdgjcal com- 
Leven, so surrounded with plantations, that it used mencerrient of his Ode { ftfld few readers or taste or 
to be known by the name of the Mavis (or Thrush) feeling arc unacquainted with Ids lines on Leven 
Nest. Above "the house is a romantic glen, or cleft Water, the picturesque scene of his early days. The 
| of a mountain, covered with hanging woods, having latter were first published itl ‘Humphry Clinker/ 
at the bottom a stream of fine water, that forms a after the above prose description of the same land- 


number of cascades in its descent to join the Leven, 
so that the scene is quite enchanting. 


scape, scarcely less poetical. When soured by mis- I 
fortune, by party conflicts, and the wasting effects of j 


I have seen the Lago di Gardi, Albano di Vico, disease, the generous heart and warm sensibilities of j 
Bolsena and Geneva, and I prefer Loch Lomond to Smollett seem to have kindled at the recollection of 
them all—a preference which is certainly owing to his youth, and at the rural life and manners of his 
the verdant islands that seem to float upon its sur- native country, 
face, affording the most enchanting objects of repose 

to the excursive view. Nor are the hanks destitute (hh to I mb jioohoar. 

of beauties which can partake of the sublime. On Strophe 

this side they display a sweet variety of woodland, . 

corn field, and pasture, with several agreeable villas, 1 h >' spirit. Independence, let me share, 

emerging as it were out of the lake, till at some dis- ^ lc hon-heart and eagle-eve ; 

tance the prospect terminates in huge mountains, *jdops I follow, with my bosom bare, 

covered with heath, which, being in the bloom, Nur heed the storm that howls along the sky. 

affords a very rich covering of purple. F. very thing lh‘ep m the frozen regions of the north, 

here is romantic beyond imagination. This country , goddess violated brought thee forth, 

is justly stvled the Arcadia of Scotland; I do not !j ,1,riorta Liberty, whose look sublime 

doubt but it may vie with Arcadia in cvcrvtliinft “‘hblcachcd the tyrant, dock m every vwymgcluue. 

but climate. I am sure it excels it in verdure, wood, tnuc.the iron-hearted Gaul, 

and water’ " Jt h frantic siqierstition for his guide, 

All who have traversed the banks of the Leven, * r,m ’' 1 with the da-^er and the pall 
or sailed along the shores of Loch Lomond, in a l'' c 0,1 ™ * ht ’ 'l '' 1 ' 1 

calm clear summer day, when the rocks and islands . h<’ n ithl<sH ha", >> esers flood, 
are reflected with magical brightness and fidelity in » ca " e '! 3 " 7' m1 U ‘ c blow i 

its waters, will acknowledge the truth of this de- rC th . e ^gui. to flow : 

scription, and can readily account for Smollett’s 1 he vanquwhed were baptised with blood ! 
preference, independently of the early recollections Antistrophe, 

which must have endeared the whole to his feelings The Saxon prince in horror fled, 
and imagination. The extension of manufactures in From altars stained with human gore, 

Scotland has destroyed some of the pastoral charms And Liberty his routed legions led 

and seclusion of the Leven, but the course of the In safety to the bleak Norwegian shore. 

river is still eminently rich and beautiful in sylvan There in a cave asleep she lay, 

scenery. Smollett’s health was now completely Lulled by the hoarse-resounding main, 

gone. His pen, however, was his only resource. When a bold savage passed that way, 

and on his return to England he published a politi- Impelled by destiny, his name Disdain. 

cal satire. The Adventures of an Atom, in which he Gf ample front the portly chief appeared : 

attacks his former patron, Lord Bute, and also the The hunted bear supplied a shaggy vest j 

Earl of Chatham. As a politician, Smollett was far The drifted snow hung on his yellow beard, 

from consistent. His conduct in this respect was Ami his broad shoulders braved the furious blast. 

guided more by personal feelings than public prin- Gc stopt, he gazed, his bosom glowed, 

ciples, and any seeming neglect or ingratitude at And deeply felt the impression of her charms: 

once roused his constitutional irritability and indig- iIe seized the advantage Fate allowed, 

nation. He was no longer able, however, to con- And straight compressed her in his vigorous arms. 

tend with the ‘sea of troubles’ that encompassed Strophe. 

L lim ,A In J. 77 2! 1 he J * gai 5 Went “ br ?^ . in 1“®** of The curlew a creamed, the tritone blew 
health. His friends endeavoured, but in vain, to Their shell, to celebrate the ravished rite j 

S rocure him tm appointment as consul in some port Old Time exulted as he flew 5 
i the Mediterranean ; and he took up his residence And Independence saw the light 


Nor heed the storm that howls along the skv. I 

Deep in the frozen regions of the north, j 

A goddess violated brought thee forth, j 

Immortal Liberty, whose look sublime j 

Hath bleached the tyrant’s cheek in every varying clime, j 
What time the iron-hearted Gaul, 

With frantic superstition for his guide, 

Armed with the dagger and the pall. 

The sons of Woden to the field defied 


In Heaven’s name urged the infernal blow ; 
And red the stream began to flow ; 

The vanquished were baptised with blood ! 

Antistrophe. 
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The light he saw in Albion’s happy plain*, 

Where under cover of a flowering thorn, 

While Philomel renewed her warbled strains, 

Tho auspicious fruit of stolen embrace was born— 
Tho mountain Dryads seized with joy, 

The smiling infant to their charge consigned; 

The Doric muse caressed the favourite boy; 

The hermit Wisdom stored his opening mind. 

As rolling years matured his age, 

He flourished bold and sinewy as bis sire; 

While tho mild passions in his breast assuage 
The fiercer flames of his maternal fire. 

Anttatrophe. 

Accomplished thus, he winged his way, 

And zealous roved from pole to pole, 

The rolls of right eternal to display, 

And warm with patriot thought the aspiring soul. 
On desert isles^^vas he that raised 
Those spires that gild the Adriatic wave, 

Where Tyranny l>eheld amazed 

Fair Freedom's temple, where he marked her grave. 

He steeled the blunt ilatavian’s arms 

To burst the Iberian’s double chain ; 

And cities reared, and planted farms. 

Won from the skirts of Neptune’s wide domain, 
lie, with the generous rustic*, sat 
On Uri’s rocks in close divan ; 

And winged that arrow sure as fate. 

Which ascertained the sacred right < of man. 

Strophe. 

Arabia's scorching sand* he crossed. 

Where blasted nature pants supine, 

Conductor of her tribes adust, 

To Freedom’s adamantine shrine ; 

And many ti Tartar horde forlorn, aghast! 
lie snatched from under fell Oppression's wing, 
And taught amidst the dreary waste, 

The all-cheering hymns of liberty to sing. 

He virtue finds, like precious ore. 

Diffused through every baser mould ; 
liven now he stands on (’alvi’s rocky shore, 

And turns tin* dross of Corsica to gold : 
lie, guardian genius, taught my youth 
Pomp’s tinsel livery to despise: 

My lips by him chastised to truth, 

Ne’er paid that homage which my heart denies. 

Autist rophe. 

Those sculptured halls my feet shall never tread, 
Where varnished vice and vanity combined, 

To dazzle and seduce, their banners spread. 

And forge vile shackles for the free-born mind. 
While Insolence bis wrinkled front uproars. 

And all the flower** of spurious fancy blow; 

And Title his ill-woven chaplet wears, 

Full often wreathed around the miscreant'!? brow : 
Where ever-dimpling falsehood, pert and vain, 
Present* her cup of stale profession’* froth ; 

And pale disease, with all his bloated train, 
Torments the son* of gluttony and sloth. 

Strophe. 

In Fortune’* car behold that ininion ride, 

With either India’s glittering spoil* oppressed, 

So mores the saniptcr-inule in harnessed pride. 
That bears the treasure which he cannot taste. 

For him let venal bards disgrace the bay, 

And hireling minstrels wake the tinkling string ; 
Her sensual snares let faithless pleasure lay, 

And jingling bells fantastic folly ring: 

Disquiet, doubt, and dread, shall intervene; 

And nature, still to all her feelings just, 

In vengeanoe hang a damp on every scene, 

Shook from the baleful pinions of disgust. 


Afitistrophe. , 

Nature I’ll court in her sequestered haunts, 1] 

Ry mountain, meadow, streamlet, grove, or cell; j| 
Where the poised lark his evening ditty chaunts. 

And health, and peace, and contemplation dwell. 
There, study shall with solitude recline. 

And friendship pledge trie to liis feliow-sWains, 

And toil ami temperance sedately twine 
The slender cord that fluttering life sustains : 

And fearless poverty shall guard the door, 

And taste unspoiled tho frugal table spread, 

And industry supply the humble store. 

And sleep unbribed hi* dews refreshing shed j 
White-mantled Innocence, ethereal sprite, 

Shall chase far off the goblin* of the night; 

And Independence o’er tho day preside, 

Propitious power ! my patron and my pride. 

Ode to Lemi- Water. 

On Devon's bank*, while free to rove, 

And tune the rural pipe to love, 
i envied not the happiest swain 
That ever trod the Arcadian plain. 

Pure stream, in whose transparent wave 
My youthful limbs 1 wont to lave ; I 

No torrent* stain thy limpid source, 

N<> rocks impede thy dimpling course. 

That sweetly warbles o’er its bed, 

With white, round, polished pebble* spread ; 

While, lightly poised, the scaly brood 
In myriads cleave thy crystal flood ; 

The springing trout in speckled pride. 

The salmon, monarch of the tide; 

The ruthless pike, intent on war, 

The silver eel, and mottled par. 

Devolving from thy parent lake, 

A charming maze thy waters make, 

Ry bowers of birch, and groves of pine, 

And edges flowered with eglantine. 

Still on thy banks so gaily green, 

May numerous herds and flocks be seen : 

And lasses chanting o’er the pail, 

And shepherds piping in the dale ; 

And ancient faith that knows no guile, 

And industry embrowned with toil ; 

And hearts resolved, and hands prepared, 

The blessings they enjoy to guard ! 

The 7 Yum ej Scotland. 

[Written on the horbaritie* committed in the Highland* by J 
order of tho Duke of Cumberland, after tho battle of CuUoden, j] 
174(1 Smollett was then a nurgeon** mate, newly returned J 
from service abroad. It is said that he originally finished the ! 
poem in six stanzas; when, some one representing that auch a 
diatribe against government might injure his prospect*, he not 
down and added tlio still more pointed invective of the seventh 
stanza.] 

Mourn, hapless Caledonia, mourn 
Thy banished peace, thy laurels tom! 

Thy sons, for valour long renowned, I 

Lie slaughtered on their native ground ; 

Thy hospitable roof* no more 
Invite the stranger to the door ; 

In smoky ruin* sunk they lie, 

The monuments of cruelty. 

The wretched owner sees afar 
Hi* all become the prey of war ; 

Rethinks him of his babe* and wife. 

Then smite# his breast, and curses life. 

Thy swains are famished on the rock*, 

Wnere once they fed their wanton flocks $ 

Thy ravished virgins shriek in vain $ 

Thy infante perish on the plain. 
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; Wkafcboots it, then, in every dime, 

Through the wide-spreading waste of time, 

Thy martial glory, crowned with praise, 

Still shone with undiininished blaze ! 

Thy towering spirit now is broke, 

Thy neck is pended to the yoke. 

What foteign arms could never quell, 

By civil rage and rancour tell. 

The rural pipe and merry lay 
No more shall cheer the happy day : 

No social scenes of gay delight 
Beguile the dreary winter night: 

No strains but those of sorrow How, 

And nought be heard but sounds of wo, 

While the pale phantoms of the slain 
Glide nightly o’er the silent plain. 

Oh! baneful cause, oh ! fatal mom, 

Accursed to ages yet unborn ! 

The sons against their father stood. 

The parent shed his children’s blood. 

Yet, when the rage of battle ceased, 

The victor’s soul was not appeased : 

The naked and forlorn must feel 
Devouring flames and murdering steel! 

The pious mother, doomed to death, 

Forsaken wanders o’er the heath, 

The bleak wind whistles round her head, 

Her helpless orphans cry for bread ; 

Bereft of shelter, food, and friend. 

She views the shades of night descend : 

And stretched beneath the inclement skies, 
Weeps o’er her tender babes, and dies. 

While the warm blood bedews mv veins, 

And unimpaired remembrance reigns. 
Resentment of my country’s fate 
Within my filial breast shall beat ; 

And, spite of her insulting foe, 

My sympathising verse shall flow : 

‘Mourn, hapless Caledonia, mourn 
Thy banished peace, thy laurels torn.* 

I JOHN ARMSTRONG. 

John Armstrong, the friend of Thomson, of 
; Mallet, Wilkes, and other public and literary clni- 
, racters of that period, is now only known as the 
! author of a didactic poem, the Art of Preserving 
Health , which is but little read. Armstrong was 
; son of the minister of Castleton, a pastoral parish 
; in Roxburghshire. He studied medicine in Edin- 
; burgh, and took bis degree of M.I). in 1732. He 
| repaired to London, and became known by the 
• publication of several fugitive pieces and medical 
essays. A very objectionable poem, the Economy of 
I Love, gave promise of poetical powers, but marred 
1 his practice as a physician. In 1744 appeared his 
; ‘ Art of Preserving Health,’ which was followed by 
" two ocher poems, Benevolence and Taste , and a 
| volume of prose essays, the latter indifferent enough. 

! In 1760 he was appointed physician to the forces 
I in Germany; and on the peace in 17G3, he returned 
1 to London, where he practised, but with little suc- 
| cess, till his death, September 7, 1779, in the 70th 
year of his age. Armstrong seems to have been 
an indolent and splenetic, but kind-hearted man— 
shrewd, caustic, and careful (lie left £3000, saved 
out of a small income), yet warmly attached to his 
friends. His portrait in the ‘ Castle of Indolence’ is 
in Thomson's happiest manner:— 

With him was sometimes joined in silent walk 
(Profoundly silent, for they never spoke) 

One shyer still, who quite detested talk ; 

Oft stung by spleen, at once away he broke 


To groves of nine and broad o’ershadowing oak; 

There, inly tnrilled, he wandered all alone, 

And on himself his pensive fury wroke, 

Nor ever uttered word, save when first shone 
The glittering star of eve—* Thank Heaven, the day is 
done !* 

Warton 1ms praised the * Art of Preserving Health’ 
for its classical correctness and closeness of style, j 
and its numberless poetical images. In general, 
however, it is stiff and laboured, with occasional J 
passages of tumid extravagance; and the images ! 
are not unfrequently echoes of those of Thomson and J 
other poets. The subject required the aid of orna- j 
incut, for scientific rules arc in general bad themes j 
for jxx'try, and few men are ignorant of the true : 
philosophy of life, however they may deviate from | 
it in practice. That health is to be preserved by ; j 
temperance, exercise, and cheerful recreation, is a j 
truth familiar to all from infancy. Armstrong, how- • 
ever, was no ascetic philosopher. Ilis motto is, *> 
4 take the good the gods provide you,’ but take it ‘ ( 
in moderation. f 

When you smooth .! 

The brows of care, indulge your festive vein 
In cups by well-informed experience found 
The least your bane, and only with your friend*. 

The effects of over-indulgence in wine he has finely 
described:— 

Ilut most too passive, when the blood runs low, 

Too weakly indolent to strive with pain, 

And bravely hv resisting conquer fate, 

Try Circe’s arts; and in the tempting bowl 
Of poisoned nectar sweet oblivion swill ! 

Struck by the powerful charm, the gloom dissolves i 
In empty air; Flysium opens round, 

A pleasing phrenzy buoys the lightened sou!, , ’ 

And sanguine hopes dispel your fleeting care ; i 

And what was difficult, and what was dire, 

Yields to your prowess and superior stars: > 

The happiest you of all that e’er were mad, i 

(>r are, jbr shall be, could thi> folly last. ' 

But soon your heaven is gone : a heavier gloom 
Shuts o’er your head ; and, as the thundering stream, 
Swollen o’er its hanks with sudden mountain rain, 

Nnks from its tumult to a silent brook, 

S>, when the frantic raptures in your breast i 

Subside, you languish into mortal man ; 

You sleep, and waking find yourself undone. 

For, prodigal of life, in one rash night 

You lavished more than might support three day*. 

A heavy morning comes ; your cares return 
With tenfold rage. An anxious stomach well 
May be endured ; so may the throbbing head ; 

But such a dim delirium, such a dream, 

Involves you ; such a dastardly despair 
( limans your soul, as maddening Pentheus felt, I 

When, baited round Cithieron’s cruel sides, , 

He saw two suns, and double Thebes ascend. ' 

In prescribing ns a healthy situation for residence ;} 
a house on an elevated part of the sea-coast, he ; 
indulges in a vein of }>oetical luxury worthy the en- | 
chanted grounds of the * Castle of IndolenceI 
Oh ! when the growling winds contend, and all 
The sounding forest fluctuates in the storm; 

To sink in wann repose, and hear the din 
Ilowl o’er the steady battlements, delights 
Above the luxury of vulgar sleep. 

The murmuring rivulet, and the hoarser strain 
Of waters rushing o’er the slippery rocks. 

Will nightly lull yon to ambrosial rest. 

To please the fancy is no trifling good, . \ 

Where health is studied ; for whatever move* 

The mind with calm delight, promotes the just 
And natural movements of the harmonious frame. 

ea 
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AH who have witnessed or felt the inspiriting effects 
of line mountain scenery on invalids, will subscribe 
to the truth so happily expressed in the concluding 
lines of this passage. Tlie blank verse of Armstrong 
somewhat resembles that of Cowjier in compact¬ 
ness and vigour, but his imagination was hard and 
literal, and wanted the airy expansiveness and 
tenderness of pure inspiration. It was a high merit, 
however, to succeed where nearly all have failed, in 
blending with a subject so strictly practical and 
prosaic, the art and fancy of the poet. Much learn¬ 
ing, skill, nrnl knowledge are compressed into his 
poem, in illustration of his medical and ethical doc¬ 
trines. The whole is divided into four books or 
divisions—the first on air, the second on diet, the 
third on exercise, and the fourth on the passions. In 
his first hook, Armstrong has penned a ludicrously 
pompous involve on the climate of Great Britain, 
'steeped in continual rains, or with raw fogs lx?- j 
dewed.’ He exclaims— j 

Our fathers talked 

Of summers, balmy airs, and skies serene: 

Good Heaven! f<>r*what unexpiated crimes 
This dismal change ! The brooding elements 
Do they, your powerful ministers of w.ath. 

Prepare some fierce exterminating plague! 

Or is it fixed in the deerees above. 

That lofty Albion melt into tin* main ? 

Indulgent nature! O, dissolve this gloom ; 

Hind in eternal adamant the winds 

That drown or wither ; give the genial wi>t 

To breathe, and in its turn the sprightly south, 

And may once more the circling season .4 rule 
The year, not mix in every monstrous day! 

Now, the fact we believe is, that in this country' 
there arc more good days in the year than in any 
other country in EurojH*. A few extracts from the 
'Art of Preserving Health’ are subjoined. The 
last, which is certainly the most energetic passage 
in the whole poem, descries the ‘sweating sickness" 
whicli scourged England 

F.re yet the fell Plantagenets had spent 

Their undent rage at liosworth’s purple field. 

In the second, Armstrong introduces an apostrophe 
to his native stream, which perhaps suggested the 
more felicitous ode of Smollett to Lcvcn Water. It 
is not unworthy of remark, that the jioet entirely 
overlooks the store of romantic asstx‘iution and 
ballad - poetry pertaining to I.iddisdalo, which a 
mightier than he, in the next age, brought so pro¬ 
minently before the notice of the wgrld. 


[ H r /rdta and Mr tat ion# of Time. ] 

What docs not fade? The tower that long had stood 
The crush of thunder and the warring winds. 

Shook by the slow but sure destroyer Time, 

Now hangs in doubtful ruins o’er its base, 

And flinty pyramids and walls of brass 
Descend. The Babylonian spires are sunk ; 

Achaia, Home, and Egypt moulder down. 

Time shakos the stable tyranny of thrones, 

And tottering empires rush by their own weight. 

This huge rotundity we tread grows old, 

And all those worlds that roll around the sun ; 

The sun himself shall die, and ancient night 
Again involve the desolate abyss, 

TUI the great Father, through the lifeless gloom, 
Extend his am to light another world, 

And hid new planets roll by other lawB. 


[Retmmmdaium of Angting.] j 

But if the breathless chase o’er hill and dale j 

Exceed your strength, a sport of less fatigue, ] 

Not lens delightful, the prolific stream 
Affords. The crystal rivulet, that o’er 
A stony channel rolls its rapid maze, j 

Swarms with the silver fry: such through the bounds 
Of pastoral Stafford runs the brawling Trent; | 

Such Eden, sprung from Cumbrian mountains; such j 
The Knk, o’erhung with woods; and such the stream j 
On whose Arcadian hanks 1 first drew air; 

Liddcl, till now, except in Doric lays, I 

Tuned to her murmurs by her love-sick swains, 
1 -nknown in song, though not a purer stream 
Through meads more flowery, or more romantic groves, 
Hulls towards the western main. Hail, sacred flood! 
May still thy hospitable swains be blest 
In rural innocence, thy mountains still 
Teem with the fleecy race, thy tuneful woods 
For ever flourish, and thy vales look*gay 
With painted meadows and the golden grain ; 

Oft with thy blooming sons, when life was new, J 

Sportive and petulant, and charmed with toys. 

In thy transparent eddies have I laved ; i 

Oft traced with patient steps thy fairy hanks, ] 

With the well-imitated fly to hook j 

7’he eager trot it, and with the slender line | 

And yielding rod solicit to the shore j 

The struggling panting prey, while vernal clouds 
And tepid gales obscured the ruffled pool, 

And from the <loops called forth the wanton swarms. \ 

Formed on the Samian school, or those of Ind, 

There are w ho think these pastimes scarce humane; j 
Vet in my mind (and not relentless i) | 

llis life is pure that wean* no fouler stains. 

f Pestilence of the Fifteenth Ccntwy.] 

Ere yet the fell Plantagenets had spent | 

Their ancient rage at Bosworth’s purple field ; j 

While, for which tyrant England should receive, i 
Her legions in incestuous murders mixed, j 

And daily horrors ; till the fates were drunk J 

With kindred blood by kindred hands profused: 
Another plague of more gigantic arm j 

Arose, a monster never known before. 

Beared from Cocytus its portentous head ; j 

This rapid fury not, like other pests, | 

Pursued a gradual course, but in a day : 

Hushed as a storm o’er half the astonished isle, \ 

And strewed with sudden carcases the land. 

First through the shoulders, or whatever part * 

Was seized the first, a fervid vapour sprung; 

With rash combustion thence, the quivering spark 
Shot to the heart, and kindled all within; 

And soon the surface caught the spreading fires. 
Through all the yielding pores the melted blood 
Gushed out in smoky sweats; but nought assuaged 
The torrid heat within, nor aught relieved 
The stomach’s anguish. With incessant toil, 

Desperate of case, impatient of their pain. 

They tossed from side to side. In vain the stream 
Han full and clear, they burnt, and thirsted still. 

The restless arteries with rapid blood 
Beat strong and frequent. Thick and pantingly 
The breath was fetched, and with huge labouring* 
heaved. { 

At last a heavy pain oppressed the head, 

A wild delirium came: their weeping friends 
Were strangers now, and this no home of theirs. 
Harassed with toil on toil, the sinking powers 
Lay prostrate and o’erthrown ; a ponderous sleep , 1 
Wrapt all the senses up: they slept and died* 

In some a gentle horror crept at first 
O’er all the limbs; the sluices of the skin 
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Withheld their moisture, till by art provoked 
The sweats o’erfiowed, but in a clammy tide; 

Now free and copious, now restrained and slow; 

Of tinctures various, as the temperature 
Had mixed the blood, and rank with fetid streams: 
As if the pent-up humours by delay 
Were grown more fell, more putrid, and malign. 
Here lay their hopes (though little hope remained), 
With full effusion of perpetual sweats 
To drive the venom out. And here the fates 
Were kind, that long they lingered not in pain. 

For, who survived the sun’s diurnal race, 

Rose from the dreary gates of hell redeemed; 

Some the sixth hour oppressed, and some the third. 
Of many thousands, few untainted ’scaped; 

Of those infected, fewer ’scaped alive ; 

Of those who lived, some felt a second blow; 

And whom the second spared, a third destroyed. 
Frantic with fear, they sought by flight to shun 
The fierce contagion. O’er the mournful land 
The infected city poured her hurrying swarms: 
Roused by the flames that fired her seats around, 

The infected country rushed into the town. 

Some sod at home, and in the desert some 
Abjured the fatal commerce of mankind. 

In vain ; where’er they fled, the fates pursued. 
Others, with hopes more specious, crossed the main, 
To seek protection in far distant skies ; 

But none they found. It seemed the general air, 
From pole to pole, from Atlas to the east, 

Was then at enmity with English blood ; 

For but the nice of England all were safe 
In foreign climes; nor did this furv taste 
The foreign blood which England then contained. 
Where should they fly? The circumambient heaven 
Involved them still, and every breeze was bane: 

I Where find relief? The salutary art 

Was mute, and, startled at the new disease, 

In fearful whispers hopeless omens gave. 

To heaven, with suppliant rites they sent their 
prayers ; 

Ileaven heard them not. Of every hope deprived, 
Fatigued with vain resources, and subdued 
With woes resistless, and enfeebling fear, 

Passive they sunk beneath the weighty blow. 

Nothing but lamentable sounds were heard, 

Nor aught was seen but ghastly views of death. 
Infectious horror ran from face to face, 

And pale despair. ’Twas all the business then 
To tend the sick, and in their turns to die. 

In heaps they fell ; and oft the bed, they say, 

The sickening, dying, and the dead contained. 


I WILLI A SI JULIUS MICKLE. 

i An admirable translation of 4 The Lusiad’ of 
Carnoens, the most distinguished poet of Portugal, 
was executed by Willi as! Julius Mickle, himself 
a poet of taste and of no great originality 

or energy. Mickle wa/c^i of the minister of Lang¬ 
holm, in Dumfriesshire, where he was born in 1734. 
He was engaged in trade in Edinburgh as conductor, 
find afterwards partner, of a brewery; but he failed 
in business, and in 1764 went to London, desirous 
of literary distinction. Lord Lyttelton noticed and 
encouraged his poetical efforts, and Mickle was 
buoyed up with dreams of patronage and celebrity. 
Two years of increasing destitution dispelled this 
vision, and the poet was glad to accept the situation 
of corrector of the Clarendon press at Oxford. Here 
he published Pollio, an elegy, and The Concubine , a 
moral poem in the manner of Spenser, which he 
afterwards reprinted with the title of Syr Martyn. 
Mickle adopted the obsolete phraseology of Spenser, 
which was too antiquated even for the age of the j 


4 Faery Queen,’ and which Thomson had inmost 
wholly discarded in his * Castle of Indolence.’ The 
first stanza of this poem has been quoted by Sir 
Walter Scott (divested of its antique spelling) in 
illustration of a remark made by him, that Mickle, 
‘with a vein of great facility, united a power of 
verbal melody, which might have been envied by 
bards of much greater renown/— 

Awake, ye west winds, through the lonely dale, 

And Fancy to thy faery bower betake; 

Even now, with balmly sweetness, breathes the gale, j 
Dimpling with downy wing the stilly lake; 

Through the pale willows faltering whispers wake, 
And Evening comes with locks bedroppeu with dew; 
On Desmond’s mouldering turrets slowly shake 
The withered rye-grass and the harebell blue, 

And ever and anon sweet Mulla’s plaints renew. 

Sir Walter adds, that Mickle, ‘ bei/g a printer by 
profession, frequently put bis lines into types with¬ 
out taking the trouble previously to put them into • 
writing/ This is mentioned by none of the poet's 1 
biographers, and is improbable. The office of a j 
corrector of the press is quite separate from the ' 
mechanical operations of the printer. Mickle s *| 
poem was highly successful (not the less, perhaps, j 
because it was printed anonymously, and was as- | 
cribcd to different authors), and it went through I 
three editions. In 1771 he published the first canto ! 
of bis great translation, which was completed in { 
1775; and being supported by a long list of sub- J 
scribers, was highly advantageous both to his fame j 
and fortune. In 1779 he went out to Portugal as j 
secretary to Commodore Johnston, and was received ; 
with much distinction in Lisbon by the countrymen j 
of Oatnocns. On the return of the oqH’dition, 
Mickle was appointed joint agent for the distri- 1 
hut ion of the prizes. I its own share was consider- I 
able; and having received some money by his mar¬ 
riage with a lady whom he had known in his obscure 
sojourn at Oxford, the latter days of the poet were 
spent in case ami leisure. He died at Forest Hill, 
near Oxford, in 17SS. 

The most popular of Mickle’s original poems is 
his ballad of Cumnar Half, which has attained addi¬ 
tional celebrity by its having suggested to Sir Walter 
Scott the groundwork of ids romance of Kenilworth.* 
'file plot is interesting. and the versification easy 
and musical. Mickle assisted in Evans’s Collection 
of Old Ballads (in which * ( unmor Hull’and other 
pieces of his first appeared); and though in this j 
style of composition he did not copy the direct sim- j 
plicitv and unsophisticated ardour of the real old \\ 
ballads, he had much of their tenderness and pathos. 

A still stronger proof of this is afforded by a Scottish : 
song, the author of which was long unknown, but 
which seems clearly to have been written by Mickle, i 
An imperfect, altered, and corrected copy w as found J 
among bis manuscripts after bis death; and his ! 
widow being applied to, confirmed the external j 
evidence in his favour, by an e xpress declaration j 
that her husband had said the song was his own, 
and that he had explained to her the Scottish words 
It is the fairest flower in his poetical chaplet The 
delineation of humble nmtrimoniul happiness and 
affection which the song presents, is almost un¬ 
equalled— 

Sac* true his words, sae smooth his speech, 

His breath like caller air ! 

11 is very foot has music in't 
As he comes up the stair. 

* Sir Walter intended to have named his romance Cournot 
flail, bnt wm pcmuwted by Mr Constable, his publisher, to 
adopt the title of Kenilworth. 
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And Will X see his face again 1 
And will I hear him speak f 
I'm downright dizzy with the thought, 
In troth Tm like to greet. 


Then there are the two lines—a happy Epicurean 
fancy* hut elevated by the situation and the faithful 
love of the speaker—which Burns says * are worthy 
of the first poet”— 

The present moment is our ain, 

The neist we never saw. 

These brief felicities of natural expression and feel¬ 
ing* so infinitely superior to the stock images of 
poetry, show that Mickle could have excelled in 
the Scottish dialect, and in portraying Scottish life, 
had lie truly known his own strength, and trusted 
to the impulses of his heart instead of his ambition. 

% 

CumniJT JhOL 

The dews of summer night did full, 

The moon (sweet regent of the sky) 

Silvered the walls of Cumnor Hall, 

And many Vn oak that grew thereby. 

Now nought was heard Wncath the skies 
(The sounds of busy life were still), 

Save an unhappy holy’s sighs. 

That issued from that lonely pile. 

* Leicester,’ she cried, * is this thy ln\e 
That thou so oft bast sworn to me, 

To leave me in this lonely grove, 

Immured in shumeful privity? 

No more thou com’st, with lover’s speed, 

Thy once beloved bride to see ; 

But be she alive, or be she dead, 

1 fear, stern Karl’s, the same to thee. 

Not so the usage I received 

When happy in my father’s hull; 

No faithless husband then me grieved, 

No chilling fears did me appal. 

1 rose up with the cheerful mom, 

No lurk so blithe, no flower more gay ; 

And, like the bird that haunts the thorn, 

ISo merrily sung the live-long day. 

If that my beauty is but small, 

Among court ladies all despised, 

Why didst thou rend it from that hall, 

Where, scornful Karl, it well was prized t 

Ami when you fir*t to me made suit, 

How fair I was, you oft would say ! 

And, proud of conquest, plucked the fruit, 

Then left the blossom to decay. 

Yes! now neglected and despised, 

The rose is pale, the lily’s dead ; 

But he that once their charms so prized, 

Is sure the cause those charms are fled. 

For knowq when sickening? grief doth prey, 

And tender love’s repaid with scorn, 

The sweetest beauty will decay : 

What floweret can endure the storm ? 

At court, I’m told, is beauty’s throne, 

Where every lady’s passing rare. 

That eastern flowers, that shaiue the sun, 

Axe not so glowing, not so fair. 

Then, Earl, why didst thou leave the beds 
Where roses aud where lilies vie, 

3To seek a primrose, whose pale shades 
Must sicken when those gauds are by t 


'Mong rural beauties I was one; 

Among the fields wild flowers are fair; 

Some country swain might me have won, 

And thought ray passing beauty rare. 

But, Leicester (or I much am wrong), 

It is not beauty lures thy vows; 

Rather ambition’s gilded crown 

Makes thee forget thy humble spouse. 

Then, Leicester, why, again I plead 
(The injured surely may repine), 

Why didst thou wed a country maid, 

When some fair princess might be thine? 

Why didst thou praise my humble charms, 

And, oh ! then leave them to decay ? 

Why didst thou win me to thy arms, 

Then leave me to mourn the live-long day ? 

The village maidens of the plain 
Salute me lowly as they go: 

Envious they mark my silken train, 

Nor think a countess can have wo. 

The simple nymphs! they little know 
How far more happy’s their estate; 

To smile for jov t than sigh for wo; 

To be content, than to be great. 

How far less blessed am I than them, ; 

Daily to pine and waste with care ! 
j Like the poor plant, that, from its stem 
j Divided, feels the chilling air. 

! N<*r, cruel Karl! can 1 enjoy I 

| The humble charms of solitude; J 

Your minions proud my peace destroy, ! 

By sullen frowns, or prating?* rude. j 

Last night, as sad I chanced to stray, i 

j The village death-bell nuiote my ear; 

« They winked aside, and seemed to say, j 

Counters, prepare—thy end is near.” 

And now, while happy peasant* sleep, 

Here I sit lonely and forlorn ; 

No one to soothe me as I we< p. 

Save Philomel on yonder thorn. 

My spirits flag, my hopes decay; j 

Still that dread death-bell smites my ear; j 
Ami many a body seems to say, 

Countcs*, prepare—thy end is near.” ’ 

Thus sore and sad that lady grieved 
In Cumnor Hall, so lone and drear; 

And many a heartfelt sigh she heaved, 

And let fall many a bitter tear. 

And ere the davrn of day appeared. 

In Cumnor Hull, so lone and drear. 

Full many a piercing scream was heard. 

And iuh^i a cry of mortal fear. 

The death-bell thrice was heard to ring, 

An aerial voice was heard to call, 

And thrice the raven flapped his wing 
Around the towers of Cumnor Hall. 

The mastiff howled at village door, 

The oaks were shattered on the green ; 

Wo was the hour, for never more 
That hapless Countess e’er was seen. 

And in that manor, now no more 
Is cheerful feast or sprightly ball; 

For ever since that dreary hour 
Have spirits haunted Cumnor Hall. 

The village maids with fearful glance, 

Avoid the ancient moss-grown wall; 

Nor ever lead the merry dance 
Among the groves of Cumnor HAUL 
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<yv Full many a traveller has sighed, 

And pensive wept the Countess' fall, 

As wandering onwards they’ve espied 
Jthe haunted towers of Cuniuor Ilall, 

The Manners Wife. 

* But are ye sure the news is true ? 

And arc yc sure he’s weel \ 

Is this a time to think o' wark ? 

Ye jauds, iling bye your wheel. 

For there’s nae luck about the house, 
There’s nae luck at a’. 

There’s nae luck about the house, 
When our gudcinau’s nwa. 

Is this a time to think o’ wark. 

When Colin’s at the door i 
Rax down my cloak—I’ll to the key, 

And see him come ashore. 

Rise up and make a clean fireside, 

Put on the mickle pat; 

Gie little Kate her cotton goun, 
t And Jock his Sunday’s coat. 

i And mak their shoou as black as slue*, 

i; Their stockins white as snaw ; 

11 It’s a’ to pleasure our gudeman— 

! 1 He likes to see them brow. 

j There are twa hens into the crib, 

I Hae fed this month and niuir, 

|! Mak haste and thraw their necks about, 

That Colin weel may fare. 

! My Turkey slippers I'll put on, 

\ My stock ins pearl blue— 

It’s a’ to pleasure our gudeman, 

| For lie’s baith leal and true. 

j Sae sweet his voice, sac smooth his tongue; 

His breath’s like caller air ; 

I His very fit has music in’t, 

| As he comes up the stair. 

| And will I see his face again ? 

And will I hear him speak ? 

| I’m downright dizzy \vi’ the thought: 

| In troth I’m like to greet. 

[The Spirit of the Cap*.'] 

( [From the * Lnsiail.’] 

j Now prosperous gales tin; bending canvass swelled ; 

I From these rude shores our fearless course we held : 
j Beneath the glistening wave the god of day 
j Had now live times withdrawn the parting ray. 
When o’er the prow a sudden darkness spread*, 

And slowly floating o’er the mast’s tall head 
A black cloud hovered; nor appeared from far 
The moon’s pale glimpse, nor faintly twinkling star; 
j So deep a gloom the lowering vupouj^ast, 

| Transfixed with awe the bravest stooa aghast. 
Meanwhile a hollow bursting roar resounds, 

As when hoarse surges lash their rocky mounds; 

Nor had the blackening wave, nor frowning heaven, 
The wonted signs of gathering tempest given. 
Amazed we stood—0 thou, our fortune’s guide. 
Avert this omen, mighty God, I cried; 

Or through forbidden climes adventurous strayed, 
Have we the secrets of the deep surveyed, 

Which these wide solitudes of seas and sky 
Were downed to hide from man’s unhallowed eye? 
Whatever this prodigy, it threatens more 
Than midnight tempest and the mingled roar, 

I When sen and sky combine to rock the marble shore. 
I 1 spoke, when rising through the darkened air, 

1 Appalled we saw & .hideous phantom glare; 

High and enormous o’er the flood he towered, 

( And thwart our way with sullen aspect lowered. 


Unearthly paleness o’er his cheeks was spread, 

Erect uprose his hairs of withered red; 

Writhing to sneak, his sable lip disclose, 

Sharp and disjoined, his gnashing teeth’s blue rows 5 
Ilis haggard beard flowed quivering on the wind, 
Revenge and horror in his mieu combined ; 

Ilis clouded front, by withering lightning scared, 
The inward anguish of his soul declared. 

His red eyes glowing from their dusky caves 
Shot livid fires: far echoing o’er the waves 
liis voice resounded, ns the cavemed shore 
With hollow groan repats the teinjwst’s rear. 

Cold gliding horrors thrilled each hero’s breast; 

Our bristling hair and tottering knees confessed 
Wild dread ; the while with visage ghastly wan, 

Ilis black lips trembling, thus the Fiend began : 

‘ () you, the boldest of the nations, fired 
By daring pride, bv lust of fame inspired, 

Who, scornful of the bowers of sweety .pose. 

Through these my waves advance your fearless prows 
Regardless of the lengthening watery wav, 

And all the storms that own 11 >v sovereign sway, 

Who ’mid surrounding reeks and shelves explore 
Where never hero braved mv rage before ; 

Ye sons of Lusus, who, with eyes jfrofane, 

Have viewed the secrets of my nwtul reign, 

Have passed tHe bounds which jealous Nature drew. 
To veil her secret shrine from mortal view, 

Hear from my lips what direful woes attend, 

And bursting soon shall o’er your race descend. 

With every hounding keel that dares mv rage, 
Eternal war my rocks and storms shall wage; 

The next proud fleet that through my dear domain, 
With daring search shall hoist the streaming vane, 
That gallant navy by mv whirlwind* tost, 

And raging seas, shall perish on mv coast. 

Then He alio first mv secret reign descried, 

A naked corse wide floating «»Yr the tide 

Shall drive. Unless my heart’s full raptures fail, 

O Lusus! oft .-halt thou thy children wail; 

Each year thy shipwrecked sons shall thou deplore. 
Each year thy sheeted masts shall strew my shore.** * 
He spoke, and deep a lengthened sigh he drew, 

A doleful sound, and vanished from the view ; 

The frightened billows gave a rolling swell, 

And distant far prolonged the dismal yell; 

Faint and more faint the howling echoes die. 

And the black cloud dispersing leaves the sky. 


1»H JOHN LANGIIOltNK. 


Dn John Lakghokxk, an amiable and excellent 
clergyman, lias long lost the popularity which he 
possessed in his own day as a poet; but his name 
nevertheless claims a place in the history of Eng¬ 
lish literature. He was born at Kirk by Steven, 
in Westmoreland, in 1735,*and held the curacy 
and lectureship of St Johns, Clerkenwell, in Lon¬ 
don. lie afterwards obtained a prebend’s stall in 
Wells cathedral, and was much admired as a 
preacher. -He died in 1779. Langhorne wrote 
various prose works, the most successful of which 
was his Letter* of Theodosius and Comtantia ; and, 
in conjunction with his brother, he published a 
translation of Plutarch's Lives, which still main¬ 
tains its ground as the best English version of the 
ancient author. Ilis poetical works were chiefly 
slight effusions, dictated by the passion or impulse 
of the moment; but he made an abortive attempt 
to repel the coarse satire of Churchill, and to walk 
in the magic circle of the drama. Ilis ballad, Owen 
of Curran, founded on the old Scottish tale of Gil 
Morrice, is smoothly versified, but in poetical merit 
is inferior to the original. The only poem of Lang- 
home’s which has a cast of originality is his Country 
Justice. Here he seems to have anticipated Crabbe 
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in painting the rural life of England in true colours. 
His picture of the gipsies, and his sketches of venal 
clerks and rapacious overseers, are genuine like¬ 
nesses. He has not the raciness or the distinctness 
of Crabbe, but is equally faithful, and as sincerely 
a friend to humanity. He pleads warmly for the 
poor vagrant tribe ■ 

Still mark if vice or nature prompts the deed ; 

Still mark the strong temptation and the need : 

On pressing want, on famine’s powerful call, 

At least more lenient let thy justice fall. 

For him who, lost to every hope of life, 

Has long with Fortune held unequal strife. 

Known to no human love, no human care, 

The friendless homeless object of despair ; 

For the ]x>or vagrant feel, while he complains, 
j Nor from sail freedom send to sadder chains. 

| Alike if folly *aniisfortunc brought 
i Those last of woes his evil days have wrought; 

; Believe with social mercy and with me, 

Folly f s misfortune in the first degree. 

- Perhaps on some inhospitable shore 

; The houseless wretch a widowed parent bore ; 

Who then, no niorfc by golden prospect* led, 

| (Jf the poor Indian l*egged a leafy tad. 

1 Cold on Canadian hills or Minden’s plain, 

Perhaps that parent mourned her soldier slain ; 

Bent o’er her babe, her eye dissolved in dew, 

The big drops mingling with the milk he drew, 

(iavc the sad presage of his future years, 

The child of misery, baptised in tear-. 

This allusion to the dead soldier and Ids widow oil 
the field of brittle was made the subject of a print 
by Bunbury, under which were engraved the pa¬ 
thetic lines of loinghornc. Sir Walter Scott has 
mentioned, that the only time he saw' Burns, the 
Scottish poet, this picture was in the room. Burns 
shed tears over it; and Scott, then a lad of fifteen, 
was the only jarson present who could tell him 
where the lines were to he found. The passage is 
beautiful in itself, but this incident will embalm and 
preserve it for ever. 

[A pjH'nl to Country Jut tiers in Jkha 1 / of the Rural 
/V/).] 

Let age no longer toil with feeble strife, 

Worn by long service in the war of life ; 

Nor leave the head, that time hath whitened, bare 
; To the rude insult* of the searching air; 

Nor bid the knee, bv lataur hardened, bend, 

- O thou, the poor man’s hope, the poor man's friend ! 

; If, when from heaven severer seasons fall, 

' Fled from the frozen roof and mouldering wall, 

Each face the picture of a winter day, 

| More strong than Teniers’ pencil could portray ; 

; If then to thee resort the shivering tmin, 

\ Of cruel davs, and cruel man complain, 

! Say to thy heart (remembering him who said\ 
j ‘These people come from far, and have no bread.’ 

I Nor leave thy venal clerk empowered to hear; 
j The voice of want is sacred to thy ear. 

He where no fees his sordid pen invite, 

Sports with their tears, too indolent to write; 

Like the fed monkey in the fable, vain 
j To hear more helpless animals complain. 

| But chief thy notice shall one monster claim ; 
j A monster furnished with a human frame— 
j The pariah-officer I — though verse disdain 
Tonus that deform the splendour of the strain, 
j It stoops to hid thee bend the brow severe 
| On the sly, pilfering, cruel overseer ; 

| The shuffling farmer, faithful to no trust, 

; Ruthless at reeks, insatiate as the dust 1 
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When the poor hind, with length of Years decayed, 
Leans feebly on his once-subduing spade, 

Forgot the service of his abler days, 

His profitable toil, and honest praise, 

Shall this low wretch abridge his scanty bread, 

This slave, whose board his former labours spread ? 

When harvest’s burning suns and sickening air 
From labour’s unbraced hand the grasped hook tear, 
Where shall the helpless family be fed, 

That vainly languish for a father’s bread l 
See the pale mother, sunk with grief and care, 

To the proud fanner fearfully repair; 

Soon to be sent with iusolcnce away, 

Referred to vestries, and a distant day! 

Referred— to perish ! Is my verse severe ? 

Unfriendly to the human character! 

Ah! to this sigh of sad experience trust: 

The truth is rigid, but the tale is just. * 

If in thy courts this caitiff wretch appear, 

Think not that patience were a virtue here. ; 

His low-bom pride with honest rage control; : 

Smite bis hard heart, and shake his reptile soul. 

But, Implex ! oft through fear of future wo, 

And certain vengeance of the insulting foe; 

Oft, ere to thee the poor prefer their prayer, ! 

The last extremes of penury they bear. 

Wouldst thou then raise thy patriot office higher? 

To something more than magistrate aspire ! ! 

And, K-ft each poorer, pettier chase behind, j 

Step nobly forth, the friend of human kind ! 

The game I start courageously pursue! 

Adieu to fear ! to insolence adieu ! 

And fir>t we’ll range this mountain’s stormy side, 
Where the rude winds the shepherd's roof deride, 

As meet no more the wintry blast to bear, 

And all the wild hostilities of air. 

That roof have I remembered many a year; 

It once gave refuge to a hunted deer— > 

Here, in those days, we found an aged pair; 

But time untctiatits—ha ! what scent thou there? 

‘ Horror!—by Heaven, extended on a bed 
Of naked fern, two human creatures dead ! 

Embracing as alive!—ah, no !—no life! i 

( old, breathless !* 

’Tis the shepherd and bis wife. 

I knew the scene, and brought thee to behold 
What speaks more strongly than the story told— 

They died through want— 

1 Bv every power I swear. 

If the wretch treads the earth, or breathes the air, j 
Through w hose default of duty, or design, I 

These victims fell, he die*p* I 

They fell by thine. j 

‘ Infernal! Mine !—by-* 

Swear on no pretence : j 
A swearing justice wants both grace and sense. i 

[.la A if rice to the Married J] 

Should erring nature casual faults disclose, 

Wound not tne breast that harbours your repose; 

For every grief that breast from you shall prove, 

Is one link broken in the chain of love. j 

Soon, with their objects, other woes are past, 

But pains from those we love are pains that last. j 
Though faults or follies from reproach may fly, j 

Vct in its shade the tender passions die. 

Love, like the flower that courts the sun’s kind ray, 
Will flourish only in the smiles of day; 

Distrust’s cold air the generous plant annoys. 

And one chill blight of dire contempt destroys. 

Oh shun, my friend, avoid that dangerous const. 

Where peace expires, and fair affection’s lost; * 

By wit, by grief, by anger urged, forbear 
Tne speech contemptuous and the scornful air* 
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[A Farewell Hymn to th* Valley of /mm.] 

Farewell the field* of Irwan’* rale. 

My infant year* where Fancy led, 

And soothed me with the western gale, 

Her wild dream* waving round my head, 
While the blithe blackbird told hi* tale. 
Farewell the fields of Irwan’a vole! 


The Dead. 

X Of them, who wrapt in earth are cold, 

No more the smiling day shall view, 

Should many a tender tale be told, 

For many a tender thought is due. 

Why else the o’ergrown paths of time, 

Would thus the lettered sage explore, 

With pain these crumbling ruins climb, 

And on the doubtful sculpture pore 1 

Why seeks he with unwearied toil, 

Through Death’s dim walks to urge his way, 
Reclaim his lon£ asserted spoil, 

And lead Oblivion into day ? 

’Tis nature prompts by toil or fear, 

Uhraoved to range through Death’s domain ; 
The tender parent loves to hear 
Her children’s story told again ! 

Eternal Providence . 

4 Light of the world, Immortal Mind ; 

Father of all the human kind ! 

Whose boundless eye that knows no rest, 

Intent on nature’s ample breast, 

Explores the space of earth and skies, 

And sees eternal incense rise! 

To thee my humble voice i raise ; 

Forgive, while 1 presume to praise. 

Though thou this transient being gave, 

That shortly sinks into the grave ; 

Yet ’twas thy goodness still to give 
A being that can think and live; 

In all thy works thy wisdom see, 

And stretch its towering mind to thee. 

To thee my humble voice I raise; 

Forgive, while I presume to praise. 

And still this poor contracted span, 

This life, that bears the mime of man, 

From thee derives its vital ray, 

Eternal source of life and day! 

Thy bounty still the sunshine pours, 

That gilds its mom and evening hours. 

To thee my humble voice I raise; 

Forgive, while I presume to praise. 

Through error’s maze, through folly’s night, 

The lamp of reason lends me light; 

Where stern affliction waves her rod, 

My heart confides in thee, my God! 

When nature shrinks, oppressed with woes, 

Even then she finds in thee repose. 

To thee ray humble voice I raise; 

Forgive, while I presume to praise. 

Affliction flies, and Hope returns; 

Her lamp with brighter splendour burns ; 

Gay Love with all his smiling train, 

And Peace and Joy are here again ; 

These, these, I know, ’twas thine to give; 

I trusted ; and, behold, 1 live! 

To thee my humble voice I raise; 

Forgive, while I presume to praise. 

0 may I still thy favour prove ! 

Still grant me gratitude and love. 

Let truth and virtue guard my heart; 

Nor peace, nor hope, nor joy depart: 

But yet, whate’er my life may be, 

My heart shall still repose on thee I 
To thee my htutfble voice I raise; 

Forgive, while I presume to praise. 


The primrose on the valley’s side, 

The green thyme on the mountain’s head, 

The wanton rose, the daisy pied, 

The wilding’s blossom blushing red ; 

No longer 1 their sweets inhale. 

Farewell the fields of Invan’s vale ! 

IIow oft, within yon vacant shade, 

Has evening closed my careless eye! 

IIow oft, along those banks I’ve strayed, 

And watched the wave that wO/dered by ; 

Full long their loss shall 1 bewail. 

Farewell the fields of Irwan'* vale! 

Yet still, within yon vacant grove, 

' To mark the close of parting day ; 

Along yon flowery banks to roive, 

And watch the wave that winds away; 

Fair Fancy sure shall never fail, 

Though far from these and Jrwan’g vale. 

8IU WILI.IAM BLACK8TONK. 

Few votaries of the muses have had the resolution 
to abandon their early worship, or to east off 4 the 
Dalilahs of the Irnagiii^tmn,’ when embarked on 
' piAn example of this, however, 
iinffTorded by the ease of Sir William Blackstone 
( horn in London in 1723, died 17i?o), who, having j 
made choice of the law for his profession, and en- j 
lured himself a student of the Middle Temple, took ; 
formal leave of poetry in a copy of natural and J 
pleasing verses, published in Dodsley’s Miscellany, j 
IJlackstone rose to rank and fame as a lawyer, wrote j 
a series of masterly commentaries on the laws of j 
England, was knighted, and died a judge in the 
court of common pleas. From some critical notes 
oil Shakspeare by Sir William, published by Stevens, 
it would appear that, though he had forsaken his 
muse, lie still (like Charles Lamb, when he had given 
up the use of the ‘ great plant,' tobacco) ‘ loved £p 
live in tlie suburbs of her graces.’ 

The Lawyer** Farewell to his Mum. 

As, by some tyrant’s stern command, 

A wretch forsakes his native land, 

In foreign climes condemned to roam 
An endless exile from his home; 

Pensive he treads the destined way, 

Aral dreads to go ; nor dares to stay; 

Till on some neighbouring mountain’s brow 
He stops, and turns his eyes below ; 

There, melting at the well-known view, j 

Drops a last tear, and bids adieu ; i 

So I, thus doomed from thee to part, j 

Gay queen of fancy and of art, | 

Reluctant move, with doubtful mind, 

Oft stop, and often look behind. 

Companion of my tender age, 

Serenely gay, and sweetly sage, 

How blithesome we were wont to rove, 

By verdant hill or shady grove, 

Where fervent bees, with humming voice, 

Around the honied oak rejoice, 

And aged elms with awful bendy 
In long cathedral walk* extend! 

Lulled by the lapse of gliding flood*, 

Cheered by the warbling of the wood*, 
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How bleat ray days, my thoughts how fires, 

In sweet society with thee l 

Then all was ioyous, all was young, 

And years unheeded rolled along : 

But now the pleasing dream is o er, 

These scenes must charm me now no more; 
Jjost to the fields, and torn from you— 
Farewell!—a long, a last adieu. 

Mo wrangling courts, and stubborn law, 

To smoke, and crowds, and cities draw : 
There selfish faction rules the day, 

And pride and avarice throng the way ; 
Diseases triint the murky air, 

And midnight conflagrations glare ; 

Loose Bevel'ry, and Biot bold, 

In frighted streets their orgies hold ; 

Or, where in silence all is drowned, 

Fell Murder walks his lonely round ; 

No room f a peace, no room for you ; 

Adieu, ccleRial nymph, adieu! 

Shakspcare, no more thy sylvan son, 

Nor nil the art of Addison, 

Pope’s heaven-strung lyre, nor Waller’s ease, 
Nor Milton’s mighty self must please: 
Instead of thc^e, a formal band 
In furs and coifs around me stand ; 

With sounds uncouth and accent dry, 

That grate the soul of harmony, 

Kaeh pedant sage unlocks his store 
Of mystic, dark, discordant Ion*, 

And points with tottering hand the ways 
That lead me in the thorny maze. 

There, in a winding close retreat, 

Is justice doomed to fix her seat ; 

There, fenced by bulwarks of the law, 

She keeps the wondering world in awe ; 

And there, bum vulgar sight retired. 

Like eastern ijuccn, is more admired. 

Oh let me pierce the secret shade 
Where dwells the venerable maid! 

There humbly mark, with reverent awe, 

The guardian of Britannia’s law; 

Untold with joy her sacred page, 

The united boast of many an age ; 

Where mixed, yet uniform, appears 
The wisdom of a thousand years. 

In that pure spring the bottom view, 

Clear, deep, and regularly true ; 

And other doctrines thence imbibe 
Than lurk within the sordid scribe; 

Observe how parts with parts unite 
In one harmonious rule of right ; 

See countless wheels distinctly tend 
By various laws to one great end ; 

While mighty Alfred's piercing soul 
Pervades, and regulates the whole. 

Then welcome business, welcome strife. 
Welcome the cares, the thorns of liitR 
The visage wan, the pore-blind sight, 

The toil by day, the lamp at night, 

The tedious forms, the solemn prate, 

The pert dispute, the dull debate, 

The drowsy Ixmch, the babbling hall, 

For thee, fair Justice, welcome all! 

Thus though iny noon of life Iks past, 

Vet let my setting sun, at last. 

Find out the still, the rural cell. 

Where sage retirement loves to dwell! 

There let mo taste the homefclft bliss 
Of innocence and inward peace; 

Untainted by the guilty bribe, 

Uncurscd amid the harpy tribe; 

No orphan’s cry to wound my car; 

My honour and my conscience dear. 

Thus may I calmly meet my end, 

Thus to the grave in peace descend* 


DR THOMAS PERCY. 

Da Thomas Percy* afterword# bishop of Pro- 
more, in 1765 published ids JReliqve* of English, 
Poetry, in which several excellent old songs and 
ballads were revived, and a selection made of the 
best lyrical pieces scattered through the works of 
modern authors. The learning and .ability with 
which Percy executed bis T&riC and the sterling 
value of his materials, recommended h is^Y5!tIinea4o 
pilWtr* fn-rmrf. They found their way into the hands 
of ppcloaud 4KJt' tol readers, and awakened ft lov e 
of nature, sirnpjjeity', and (rue passion, in controdis- 
tinctron to that coiSly-COtTeet "and sentimental style 
which jiervuded part of ourjiterature. The influ- 
en>romrfry*8 collection was general and extensive. 
Jt is evident in many con tern pdrary ~ arrthdrtf'If 
gave the first Impulse to the genius of Sir Walter 
Scott; and it may 1m* seen in the writings of Cole¬ 
ridge and Wordsworth. A fresh fountain of poetry 
was opened up— a spring ofYIrcetpEenderi'and' Heroic 
t lioii ^Trr^ ',vJUic,Ii .cpuld never be 
again turned back into the artificial channels'' in 
which the genius of poesy had hCOtt tOd hng and 
t«>o closely confined. Perry' was himself a poet 
His ballad, ‘ O, Nanny, wilt Thou Gang wp Me,’ 
i the * Hermit of Warkwortii/ and other detached 
pie ces, evince both taste* and talent. We subjoin a 
cento, ‘ 'Die Friar of Orders Gray,’ which Percy says 
he compiled from fragments of ancient ballads, to 
which he added supplemental stanzas to connect 
them together. The greater part, however, is his 
own. The life of Dr Percy presents little for re¬ 
mark. lie was born at Bridgnorth, Sliropshire, iu 
172$, and, after his education at Oxford, entered the 
church, in which he was successively chaplain to the 
king, dean of Carlisle, and bishop of Dromore: the 



The Deanery, Carlisle. 

latter dignity he possessed from 1782 till his death 
in 1811. He enjoyed the friendship of Johnson, 
Goldsmith, and other distinguished men of his day, 
and lived long enough to. had the geniu# w the most 
Uhyttxaous ofhia.A4mtor#i 
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O f N<mny y wiU Thou Gang m' Me . 

0, Nanny, wilt tliou gang wi’ mo, 

Nor sigh to leave the flaunting town ? 

Can silent glens hare charms for thee, 

The lowly cot and russet gown ? 

Nae langer drest in silken sheen, 

Nae langer decked wi’ jewels rare, 

Say, canst thou quit each courtly scene, 

Where thou wert fairest of the fair ? 

0, Nanny, when thou’rt far awa, 
i Wilt thou not cast a look behind! 

j Say, canst thou face the flaky smvw, 

I Nor shrink before the winter wind ? 

0 can that soft and gentle mien 
j Severest hardships learn to bear, 

Nor, sad, regret each courtly scene, 

1 Where thou wert fairest of the fair ? 

j 0 Nanny, canst thou love so true, 

j Through perils keen wi’ me to gae ? 

Or, when thy swain mishap shall rue, 

To share with him the pang of wae ; 
j Say, should disease or pain befall, 

1 Wilt thou assume the nurse’s care, 

Nor, wishful, those gay scenes recall, 

Where thou wert fairest of the fair l 

And when at last thy love shall die, 

Wilt thou receive his parting breath ? 

Wilt thou repress each struggling sigh, 

And cheer with smiles the bed of death ? 

And wilt thou o’er his much-loved elav 

Strew flowers, and drop the tender tear ? 

Nor then regret those scenes so gay, 

Where thou wert fairest of the fair? 

The Friar of Orders Gray. 

1 It was a friar of orders gray 

| Walked forth to tell his beads, 

j And lie met with a lady fair, 

! Clad in a pilgrim’s weeds. 

* Now Christ thee save, thou reverend friar 1 

1 pray thee tell to me, 

If ever at yon holy shrine 
j My true love thou didst see.’ 

j 1 And how should I know your true love 

| From many another one V 

! ‘ Oh ! by his cockle hat and staff, 

And by his sandal shoon : 

But chiefly by his face and mien, 
j That were so fair to view, 

j His flaxen locks that sweetly curled, 

And eyes of lovely blue/ 

* 0 lady, he is dead and gone ! 

Lady, he’s dead and gone! 

At his head a green grass turf, 

And at his heels a stone. 

Within these holy cloisters long 

He languished, and he died, 

Lamenting of a lady’s love, 

And ’plaining of her pride. 

1 Here bore him barefaced on his bier 

Six proper youths and tall; 

And many a tear bedewed his grave 
| Within yon kirkyard wall/ 

i ‘ And art thou dead, thou gentle youth— 

And art thou dead and gone 2 

And didst thou die for lore of me ! 

Break, cruel heart of stone/ 

* 0 weep not, lady, weep not. so, 

Some ghostly comfort seek : 

Let not vain sorrow rive thy heprt, 

Nor tears bedew thy cheek/ 

* 0 do not, do not, holy friar, 

My sorrow now reprove ; 

For f have lost the sweetest youth 

That e'er won lady’s love. 

And now, alas ! for thy sad loss 

I’ll evermore weep and sigh ; 1 

For thee 1 only wished to live, 

For thee 1 wish to die/ 

‘ Weep no more, lady, weep no more > i 

Thy sorrow is in vain : 

For violets plucked, the sweetest shower j 

Will ne’er make grow again. \ 

Our joys as winged dreams do fi*7 j 

Whv then should sorrow last? t 

Since grief but aggravates thy loss, j 

Cirievc not for what is past/ ; 

1 0 say not so, thou holy friar 1 

I pray thee say not so ; , j 

For since my true love died for me, | 

’Tis meet iny tears should flow. 

And will he never come again — j 

Will he ne’er come again ? 

Ah, no! he is dead, and laid in his grave, 1 

For ever to remain. 

His cheek was redder than the rose — 1 

The comelicst youth was he ; 

But he is dead and laid in his grave, 

Alas ! and wo is me.’ ! 

* Sigh no more, lady, sigh no more, 

Men were deceivers ever ; 

One foot on sea, and one on land, 

To one thing constant never. 

Hadst thou been fond, he had been fulse, , 

And left thee sad and bca\v ; 

For young men ever were fickle found, 

Since summer trees were leafy/ 

* Now say not so, thou holy friar, j 

1 pray thee say not so ; i 

My love he had the truest heart — 

O he was ever true! i 

And art thou dead, thou much-loved youth I 

And didst thou die for me? | 

Then farewell home ; for evermore 1 

A pilgrim I will be. i 

But first upon mv true love’s grave , ! 

My weary limbs I’ll lay, a 

And thrice I’ll kiss the green grass turf jj 

That wraps his breathless clay/ ! 

‘ Yet stay, fair lady, rest a while 

Beneath this cloister wall ; i 

The cold wind through the hawthorn blows, j 

And drizzly rain doth fall/ 

* 0 stay me not, thou holy friar, 

0 stay me not, I pray ; j 

No drizzly rain that falls on me, ! 

Can wash my fault away/ j 

‘ Yet stay, fair lady, turn again, j 

And dry those pearly tears ; j 

For see, beneath this gown of gray, ! 

Thy own true love appears. | 

Here, forced by grief and hopeless love, 

These holy weods I sought; 

And here, amid these lonely walls, j 

To end my days 1 thought, j j 
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Rut haply, for my year of grace 
Is not yet parsed away, 

Might I still hope to win thy lore. 

No longer would I stay.* 

‘ Now farewell grief, and welcome joy 
Once more unto my heart; 

For since Pvo found thee, lovely youth, 

We never more will part.’ 

JAMES MACPHERSON. 

The translator of Ossian stands in rather a 
dubious light with posterity, and seems to have 
been willing that bis contemporaries should be no 
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better informed. With the Celtic Homer, however, 
the name of Macpherson is inseparably connected. 
They stand, as liberty does with reason, 

Twinned, and from her hath no dividual being. 

Time and a better taste have abated the pleasure 
with which these productions were once read ; but 
poems which engrossed so much attention, which 
were translated into many different languages, which 
were hailed with delight by Gray, by David Hume, 
John Home, and other eminent persons, and which 
formed the favourite reading of Napoleon, cannot 
be considered as unworthy of notice. 

James Macpherson was tmrri at Kingussie, a 
village in Inverness-shire, on the road northwards 
from Perth, in 1738. He was intended for the 
church, and received the necessary education at 
Aberdeen. At the age of twenty, he published a 
heroic poem, in six cantos, entitled The Highlander, 
which at once proved his ambition and his incapa¬ 
city. It is a miserable production. For a short 
time Macpherson taught the school of Uuthven, 
near his native place, whence? he was glad to remove 
as tutor in the family of Mr Graham of Balgowan. 
While attending his pupil (afterwards Lord Lync- 
doch) at the spa of Moffat, he became acquainted 
with Mr John Home, the author of 4 Douglas/ to 
whom he showed what he represented as the trans¬ 
lations of sojne fragments of ancient Gaelic poetry, 
which he said ware still floating in the Highlands. 
He stated that it was one of the favourite amuse¬ 


ments of his countrymen to listen to the tales and 
compositions of their ancient bards, and he de¬ 
scribed these fragments as full of pathos and poe¬ 
tical imagery. Under the patronage of Mr Home’s 
friends—Blair, Carlyle, and Fergusson—Macpher¬ 
son published a small volume of sixty pages, en¬ 
titled Fragment* of Ancient Poetry; translated from 
the Gaelic or Erne Language. The publication at¬ 
tracted universal attention, and a subscription was 
made to enable Macpherson to make a tour in the 
Highlands to collect other pieces. His journey 
proved to be highly successful. In 1762 he pre¬ 
sented the world with Fingal , an Ancient Epic Poem, 
in Six Ilooks; and in 1763 Tcmora , another epic 
poem, in eight books. The sale of these works was 
immense. The possibility that, in the third or 
fourth century, among the wild remote mountains 
of Scotland, there existed a people exhibiting all the 
high and chivalrous feelings of refined valour, gene¬ 
rosity, magnanimity, and virtue, was eminently cal¬ 
culated to excite astonishment; while the idea of 
the jioems being handed down by tradition through i 
so many centuries among rude, savage, and bar- { 
harous tribes, was no less astounding. Many doubted I 
—others disbelieved—but a still greater number j 
4 indulged the pleasing supposition that Fingal i 
fought and Ossian sung.' Macpherson realised! 
£1200, it is said, by these productions. In 1764 j 
the poet accompanied Governor Johnston to Pen¬ 
sacola as his secretary, but quarrelling with his ; 
patron, he returned, and fixed his residence in 
I/mdoti. lie became one of the literary suppor¬ 
ters of the administration, published some histo¬ 
rical works, and was a copious pamphleteer. In 
1773 he published a translation of the Iliad in the 
same style of poetical prose as Ossian, which was 
a complete failure, unless as a source of ridicule 
and personal opprobrium to the translator. He 
was more successful as a politician. A pamphlet 
of his in defence of the taxation of America, and 
another on the opposition in parliament in 1779, 
were much applauded. He attempted (as we have 
seen from his manuscripts) to combat the Letters of 
Junius, writing under the signatures of 4 Musaeus/ 

‘ Seievolu/ &c. He was appointed agent for the 
Nabob of A root, and obtained a seat in parliament 
as representative for the borough of Camelford. It 
does not appear, however, that, with all his ambi¬ 
tion and political zeal, Macpherson ever attempted ■ 
to speak in the House of Commons. In 1789 the 
poet, having realised a lumdsome fortune, purchased j 
the property of llaitts, in his native parish, and; 
having changed its name to the more euphonious 
and sounding one of Belleville, lie built upon it a 
splendid residence, designer! by the Adelphi Adams, 
in the style of an Italian villa, in which he hoped >■ 
to spend an old age of ease and dignity. He died at 
Belleville on the 17th of February 1796, leaving a! 
handsome fortune, which is still enjoyed by his la- ; 
mily. 11 is eldest daughter, Miss Macpherson, is at 
present (1842) proprietrix of the estate, and another 
daughter of the poet is the wife of the distinguished 
natural philosopher. Sir David Brewster. The eager¬ 
ness of Macpherson for the admiration of his fellow- 
creatures was seen by Borne of the bequests of his j 
will. He ordered that his body should be interred 
in Westminster Abbey, and that a sum of £300 
should be laid out in erecting a monument to his 
memory in some conspicuous situation at Belleville. 
Both injunctions were duly fulfilled: the body was 
interred in Poets’ Comer, and a marble obelisk, con¬ 
taining a medallion portrait of the poet, may be seen 
gleaming amidst a dump of trees by the road-aide 
near Kingussie. 

The fierce controversy which raged for senna time 
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&• to the authenticity of the poems of Ossian, the 
incredulity of Johnson, and the obstinate silence of 
Macpherson, are circumstances well known. There 
seems to be no doubt that a great body of tradi¬ 
tional poetry was floating over the Highlands, which 
MacpliOtUon collected and wrought up into regular 
poems. It would seem also that Gaelic manuscripts 
were in existence, which he received from different 
families to aid in his translation. How much of the 
published work is ancient, and how much fabricated, 
cannot now be ascertained. The Highland Society 
instituted a regular inquiry into the subject; and in 
their report, the committee state that they 4 have not 
been able to obtain any one poem the same in title 
and tenor with the poems published.’ Detached 
passages, the names of characters and places, with 
some of the wild imagery characteristic of the 
country, and of the attributes of Celtic imagination, 
undoubtedly existed. The ancient tribes of the 
Celts had their regular hards, even down to a com¬ 
paratively late period. A people like the natives of 
the Highlands, leading an idle inactive life, and 
doomed from their climate to a severe protracted 
winter, were also well adapted to transmit from one 
generation to another the fragments of ancient song 
which had beguiled their infancy and youth, and 
I which flattered their love of their ancestors. No 
I person, however, now believes that Macpherson 
'jbund entire epic poems in the Highlands. The 
origin materials were probably as scanty as those on 
which Shakspeare founded the marvellous super¬ 
structures of his genius; and he himself has not 
scrupled to state (in the preface to his last edition 
of Ossian) that ‘a translator who cannot equal his 
original is incapable of expressing its beauties.’ Sir 
James Mackintosh has suggested, as a supposition 
countenanced by many circumstances, that, after 
enjoying the pleasure of duping so many critics, 
Macpherson intended one day to claim the poems as 
his own. 4 If he had such a design, considerable 
obstacles to its execution arose around him. Jle was 
loaded with so much praise, that he seemed hound in 
honour to his admirers not to desert them. The 
support of his own country appeared to render 
adherence to those poems, winch Scotland incon¬ 
siderately sanctioned, a sort of national obligation. 
Exasperated, on the other hand, by the perhaps 
unduly vehement, and sometimes very coarse attacks 
made on him, he was unwilling to surrender to such 
opponents. He involved himself at last so deeply, 
as to leave him no decent retreat.’ A somewhat 
sudden and premature death closed the scene on 
1 Macpherson; nor is there among the papers-which 
lie left behind him a single line that throws any light 
upon the controversy. 

Mr Wordsworth has condemned the imagery of 
Ossian as spurious. ‘In nature everything is dis- 
; tinefc, yet nothing defined into absolute independent 
singleness. In Macpherson’s work it is exactly the 
reverse; everything (that is not stolen) is in this 
manner defined, insulated, dislocated, deadened— 
yet nothing distinct. It will always be so when 
words are substituted for things.’ Part of this cen¬ 
sure may perhaps be owing to the style and diction 
rf Ataepnerson, whieh have a broken abrupt appear- 
ance and sound. The imagery is drawn from the 
natural appearances of a rude mountainous coun¬ 
try. The grass of the rock, the flower of the heath, 
the thistle With its beard, are (as Blair observes) 
the chief ornaments of- his landscapes. The desert, 
with all its w^oods and deer, was enough for Fin- 
gal. We suspect it is the sameness—the perpetual 
recurrence of the same images —which fatigues the 
reader, and gives a misty confusion to the objects 
incidents of the poem. That there is some¬ 


thing poetical and striking in Ossian—a wild soli¬ 
tary magnificence, pathos, and tenderness—is un¬ 
deniable. The Desolation of Balelutha, and the 
lamentations in the Song of Selma, arc conceived 
with true feeling and poetical power. The battles of 
the car-borne heroes are, we confess, much less to our 
taste, and seem stilted and unnatural. They aro 
like the Quixotic encounters of knightly romance, 
and want the air of remote antiquity, of dim and 
solitary grandeur, and of shadowy superstitious fear, 
which shrouds the wild heaths, lakes, and mountains 
of Ossian. 

[Usuitin's Addn'M to the Sun.’] 

1 feel the sun, 0 Malvina! leave mo to my rest. 
Perhaps they may come to my dreams ; I think I 
hear a feeble voice! The beam of heaven delights to 
shine on the grave of Carthon : l fee* it warm around. 

O thou that rollest above, round as the shield of 
my fathers! Whence arc thy beams, O sun ! thy ! 
everlasting light ? Thou contest forth in thy awful : 
beauty; the stars hide themselves in the sky; the i 
mo<m, cold and pale, sinks in the Western wave; hut ! 
thou thyself mnvest alone. Who can l>o a companion i 
of thy course? The oaks of the mountains fall ; the j 
mountains themselves decay with years ; the ocean 
shrinks and gtftW* again ; the mdoti herself is lost in ’ 
heaven, hut therti aft for ever the mine, rejoicing in 
the brightness of thy course. When the world is dark j 
with tempests, whfri thunder rolls and lightning flies, ; 
thou lookest in thy beauty from the clouds, and ■ 
laughest at the stotfri. But to Ossian thou lookest in \ 
vain, for he beholds thjr beams no more; whether thy 
yellow hair flows on the eastern cloud*, or thou (rein- j 
blest at the gates of the west. But thou art perhaps 
like me for a season J thy years Will have an end. 
Thou shah sleep in thy clouds careless of the voice of 
the morning. Kxuli then, <> sun, in the strength of 
thy youth ! Aire is dark and unlovely ; it is like the j 
glimmering light of tin* moon When it *hines through j 
broken clouds, and the mht is on the hills: the blast I 
of the north is on the plain ; the traveller shrinks in i 
the midst of his journey. I 

i 

[ FntyA .1 i> of Jla ft . J j 

liis friends sit around the king, on mist ! They j 
hear the songs of I'Hin: he strikes the half-viewless j 
harp. He raises the feeble voice. The lesser heroes, 
with a thousand meteors, light the airy hall. Malvina 
rises in the midst; a blush is on her cheek. She ' 
beholds the unknown faces of her fathers. She turns J 
aside her humid eyes. 4 Art thou come so soon V said j 
Fingal, 4 daughter of generous Toscar. Sadness dwells 
in the halls of Luthn. My aged son is sad ! I hear 
the bree/.e of Cona, that was wont to lift thy heavy 
locks. It comes to the hall, but thou art not there. 
Its voice is mournful among the arms of thy fathers 1 
Go, with thy rustling wing, oh breeze! sigh on Mal¬ 
vina’s tomb. It rises yonder beneath the rock, at the 
blue stream of Lutha. The nmids are departed to 
their place. Thou alone, oh breeze, mourucat there f 

[A (hirean to the Moon.] 

Daughter of heaven, fair art thou 1 the silence of 
thy face is pleasant! Thou contest forth in loveliness. 
The stars attend thy blue course in the east. The 
clouds rejoice in thy presence, 0 moon ! they brighten ; 
their dark-brown sides. Who is like thee in heaven, 
light of the silent night 1 The stars are ashamed In 
thy presence. They turn away their sparkling eyes# 
Whither dost thou retire from thy course, when the 
darkness of thy cocmtenkned grows! hast thou thv 
hall, like Ossian 1 dwelleet thou in the shadow Of 
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grief t have thy sisters fallen from heaven! are they 
who rejoiced with thee, at night, no more? Yes, 
they hare fallen, fair light ! and thou dost often re¬ 
tire to mourn. But thou thyself shalt fail, one night, 
and leave thy blue path in heaven. The stars will 
then lift their heads: they, who were ashamed in thy 
presence, will rejoice. Thou art now clothed with 
thy brightness. Look from thy gates in the sky. 
Burst the cloud, 0 wind ! that the daughter of nignt 
may look forth! that the shaggy mountains may 
brighten, and the ocean roll its white waves in light. 

[Desolation of Baldutha .] 

I have seen the walls of Balclutha, but they were 
desolate. The fire had resounded in the halls; and 
the voice of the people is heard no more. The 
stream of Clutha was removed from its place by the 
fall of the wallh.% The thistle shook there its lonely 
•head ; the moss whistled to the wind. The fox looked 
j out from the windows; the rank grass of the wall 
1 waved round its head. Desolate is the dwelling of 
| Moina; silence is in the house of her fathers. Raise 
I the song of mourning, O bards! over the land of 
; strangers. They have but fallen before us; for one 
I day we must fall. Why dost thou build the hall, 

; son of the winged days! Thou lookout from thy 
| towers to-day: yet a few years, and the blast of the 
desert comes; it howls in thy empty court, and 
whistles round thy half-worn shield. And let the 
blast of the desert come! we shall be renowned in 
! our day ! The mark of mv arm *hall be in battle;'' 
| my name in the song of bards. liaise the song, send ; 
! round the shell; let joy Ik* heard in mv hall. When 
j thou, sun of heaven, shalt fail! if thou shalt fail, 

; thou mighty light! if thy brightness is but for a sea¬ 
son, like Fingai, our fame shall survive thy beams. 
Such was the song of Fingai in the day of his jov. 


[ J Description if Female JDautg.’] j 

The daughter of the snow overheard, and left the 
hall of her secret sigh. She came in all her beauty, | 
like the moon from the cloud of the east. Loveliness ! 
wna around her as light. Her steps were like the j 
music of songs. She saw' the youth and loved him. j 
He was the stolen sigh of her soul. Her blue eyes ; 
rolled on him in secret; and she blest the chief of j 
Morvcn. ! 


[ The Songs •</ S<l wu.] 

Star of descending night! fair is thy light in the 
west ! thou liftest thy unshorn head from thy cloud : 
thy steps are stately on thy hill. What dost thou 
behold in the plain! The stormy winds an' laid. 
The murmur of the torrent comes from afar. Hearing 
waves climb the distant rock. The flics of evening 
are on their feeble wings ; the hum of their course is 
on the field. What dost thou behold, fair light! 
But thou dost smile and depart. The waves come 
with joy around thee: they bathe thy lovely hair. 
Farewell, thou silent beam! Let the light of Ossian’a 
•oul Arise 1 

And it does arise in its strength ! I behold my de¬ 
parted friends. Their gathering is on I. ora, as in the 
days of other years. Fingai comes like a watery 
Column of mist; his heroes are around : And see the 
bards of song, gray-haired Ullin! stately Kyno! 
Alpin, with the tuneful voice! the soft complaint of 
Mmona 1 How are ye changed, my friends, since the 
days of Selma’s feast! when we contended, like gales 
of spring, as they fly along the hill, and bend by 
turns the feebly-whistling grass. 

Mtnona came forth in her beauty, with downcast 
look and tearful eye. Her hair flew slowly on the 


blast, that rushed unfrequent from the hill. The 
souls of the heroes were sad when she raised the tune¬ 
ful voice. Often had they seen the grave of galgas^ 
the dark dwelling of white-bosomed Colma. Colma 
left alone on the hill, with all her voice of song! 
Salgar promised to come: but the night descended 
around. Hear the voice of Colma, when she sat alone 
on the hill! 

Colma . It is night; I am alone, forlorn on the hilt 
of storms. The wind is heard in the mountain. The 
torrent pours down the rock. No hut receives me 
from the rain ; forlorn on the hill of winds 1 

Rise, moon ! from behind thy clouds. Stars of the 
night, arise ! Lead me, some light, to the place where 
my love rests from the chase alone ! his bow near him, 
unstrung: his dogs panting around him. But here I 
must sit alone, by the rock of the mossy stream. The 
stream and the wind roar aloud. I hear not the voice 
of my love ! Why delays my Salgar, why the chief 
of the hill his promise 1 Here is the rock, and here 
the tree! here is the roaring stream! Thou didst 
promise with night to be here. Ah! whither is my j 
Salgar gone! With thee I wouldJly from my father; 1 
with thee from my brother of pride. Our race have < 
long been foes ; we are not foes, 0 Salgar! j 

Cease a little while, 0 wind ! stream, be thou silent j 
a while! let my voice Ik? heard around ! Let my wan¬ 
derer hear me’ Salgar, it is Colma who calls! Here j 
is the tree and the rock. Salgar, mv love! 1 am here. 
Why deluyest thou thy coming? Lo! the cairn moon i 
comes forth. The flood is bright in the vale. The 
rocks are gray on the steep. J see him not on the 
brow. His dogs come not before him with tidings of 
his near approach. Here I must sit alone! ! 

Who lie on the heath beside me ? Are they iny 
love and mv brother! Speak to me, ft my friend ! To 
Colma they give no reply. Speak to rne: I am 
alone! My soul is tormented with fears! Ah! they 
are dead ! Their swords are red from the fight. 0 my 
brother! mv brother! why hast thou slain iny Salgar! ! 
why, 0 Salgar! hast thou slain mv brother? Dear 
were ye both to me! what shall I say in your praise! 
Thou wert fair on the hill among thousands ! he was 
terrible in fight. Sj>oak to me; hear my voice; hear 
me, sons of my love ! They are silent; silent for 
ever! Cold, cold are their breasts of clay! Oh! 
from the rock on the hill ; from the top of the windy 
•deep, speak, ye ghosts of the dead ! speak, I will 
not be afraid ! Whither arc you gone to rest! In 
what cave of the hill shall I find the departed? No i 
f«*eble voice is on the gale: no answer half-drowned in j 
the storm ! \ j 

I sit in my grief! I wait for morning in my tears ! j 
Rear the tomb, ye friends of the dead. Close it not 1 
till Colma come. Mv life flies away like a dream: j 
why should 1 stay behind ? Here shall I rest with j 


my friends by the stream of the sounding rock. When ; j 
night comes on the hill, when the loud winds arise, jj 
my ghost shall stand in the blast, and mourn the !j 
death of mv friends. The huntc?r shall bear from bin ! j 
booth *, he shall fear, but Jove my Toice! for sweet jj 
shall mv voice be for my friends: pleasant were her jj 
friends to Colma! j! 


Such was thy song, Mtnona, softly blushing daughter 
of Tor man. Our tears descended for Colma, and our : 
souls were sad ! Ullin came with his harp; he gave 
the song of Alpin. The voice of Alpin was pleasant; 
the soul of Kyno was a beam of fire! But they had 
rested In the narrow house; their voice had ceased in 
Selma. Ullin had returned one day from the chase 
before the heroes fell. He heard their strife on the 
hill; their song was soft but sad! They mourned 
the fall of Morar, first of mortal men! His soul was 
like the soul of Fingai; his sword like the sword of 
Oscar. But he foil, and hi* father mourned; his 
sister’s eyes were full of tears. Minona’s eyas Were 
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full of tears, the sister of car-borne Morar. She re- thou awake with thy songs! with all thy voice of 
tired from the song of Ullin, like the moon in the music? 

west, when she foresees the shower, and hides her ftiir Arise, winds of autumn, arise; blow along the heath 1 
head in a cloud. I touched the harp, with Ullin; streams of the mountains, roar! roar, tempests, in the 


the song of mourning rose! 


groves of my oaks! walk through broken clouds, 0 


Jtyno. The wind and the rain are past; calm is the moon! show thy pale face at intervals! bring to my 
noon of day. The clouds are divided in heaven. Over mind the night when all my children fell; when 
the green hills flies the inconstant sun. lied through Arindal the mighty fell ; when Daura the lovely 
the stony vale comes down the stream of the hill, failed! Daura, my daughter! thou wert fair; fair 
Sweet are thy murmurs, O stream ! but more sweet is as the moon on Fura; white a.s the driven snow; sweet 
the voice I hear. It is the voice of Alpin, the son of as the breathing gale. Arindal, thy bow was strong; 
song, mourning for the dead! Bent is liis head of thy spear was swift in the held ; thy look was like 
age; red his tearful eye. Alpin, thou son of song, mist on the wave ; thy shield, a red cloud in a storm, 
why alone on the silent hill? why complainest thou, Armar, renowned in war, came, and sought Daura’s 
as a blast in the wood; as a wave on the lonely love, lit* was not long refused; fair wan the hope 
shore? of their friends! 

! Alpin. My tears, 0 Ryno l are for the dead; my Truth, son of Odgal, repined ; his brother had been 
j voice for those that have passed away. Tall thou art slain by Armor, lie came disguised like a son of the 


on the hill; fair among the sons of the vale. But sea; fair wan his skiff on the wav^ white his locks , 
thou shalt fall like Morar; the mourner shall sit on of age; calm his serious brow, fairest ol women,•. 
thy tomb. The hills shall know thee no more; thy he said, lovely daughter of Arinin! a rock not dis- J 


bow shall lie in the hall, unstrung! 


taut in the sea bears a tree on its side ; red shines 


i Thou wert swift, O Morar! as a roe on the desert; j the fruit afar ! There Armor waits lor Daura. I 
terrible as a meteor of fire. Thy wrath was as the l come to carry his love! She went; she culled on 
; storm. Thy sword in battle, as lightning in the field. J Armar. Nought answered but tne son of the rock, 
1 Thy voice was a stream after rain; like thunder on Armar, my love! my love! why torrnontest thou me 
distant hills. Many fell by thy arm ; they were n>n- i with fear? hear, son of Anmrt, hear; it is Daura who 
sumed in the flames of thy wrath. But when tlmu i ealleth thee! Truth the traitor fled laughing to the 
| didst return from war, how peaceful was thy brow J J land. She lifted up her voice; she called for her 
, Thy face was like the sun after rain; like the moon j brother ami her father. Arindal! Annin! none to 
| in the silence of night; calm as the breast of the lake ; relieve your Daura! 

j when the loud wind is laid. j Her voice came over the sea. Arindal mv son do- 

' Narrow is thy dwelling now! dark the place of thine j[ scomled from the hill; rough in the spoils of the 
abode! With three steps I compass thy grave, <> ! chase. Jfis arrows rattled by his side; hi-> bow was 
thou w T ho wasfc so great before! Tour stones, with j in his hand : live dark gray flogs attend his steps. He 
• their heads of moss, are the only memorial of thee, j saw fierce Truth on the shore ; he seized and bound 
A tree with scarce a leaf, long grass which whistles ! him to an oak. Thick w ind the thongs of the hide 

in the wind, mark to the hunter’s eye the grave of 1 around hi> limbs ; he loads the wind with his groans, 

the mighty Morar. Morar! thou art low indeed, j Arindal ascends the deep in his boat, to bring Daura 

Thou hast no mother to mourn thee; no maid with to land. Armar came in his wrath, and let fly the 

her tears of love. Dead is she that brought thee forth, gray-feathered shaft. It -u1 1l- ; it sunk in tliv heart, 
j Fallen is the daughter of Morglau. O Arindal, my son ! for Truth the traitor thou diedst. 

i Who on his staff is this? who is this, whose head The oar is stopped at once; he panted on the rock, 
is white with age? whose eves are red with tears ? who ami expired. What is thy grief, O Daura! when 
quakes at every step ? It is thy father, O Morar! the round thv feet is poured thy brother’s blood! The 
L father of no son but thee. Ho heard of thy fame in boat is broken in twain. Armar plunges into the sea, 
j; war; he heard of foes dispersed ; lie heard of Morar’s to rescue his Daura, or die. Sudden n Ma*t from the 
r of his wound ? Weep, hill came over the waves. He sunk, and he rose no 


renown ; why did he not hear of his wound ? Weep, hill ea 
thou father of Morar! weep; but thy son heareth more, 
thee not. Deep is the sleep of the dead ; low their Aloi 
pillow of dust. No more shall he hear thy voice ; no to eon 
more awake at thy call. When shall it be mom in What 
the grave, to bid the slumberer awake? Farewell, the sin 
thou bravest of men! thou conqueror in the field! All ni< 


Alone, on the sea-beat rock, mv daughter was heard 
to complain. Frequent and h<ud were her erics. 
What could her father do? All night I stood on 
the shore. I saw her bv the faint beam of the moon. 
All night I heard her cries, jxunl was tin* wind ; the 


but the field shall sec thee no more; nor the dark rain beat hard on the hill. Before morning appeared, 
wood be lightened with the splendour of thy steel, her voice was weak ; it died away like the evening 
J hou hast left no son. The song shall preserve thy breeze among the grass of the rocks. Spent with grief, 


name. Future times shall hear of thee; they shall 
hear of the fallen Morar! 

The grief of all arose, but most the bursting sigh 


she expired ; and left thee, Arinin, alone, done is 
my strength in war! fallen m y pride among women! 
When the storms aloft arise, when the north lifts 


of Arinin. lie remembers the death of his son, who the wave on high, 1 sit bv the sounding short*, and 

./•ii ii . .i_i •_ ,i .ri ^ , * - . . ° * 


| fell in the days of his youth. Carmor was near the 
hero, the chief of the echoing tialm&l. Why bursts 
the sigh of Armin, he said ? Is there a cause to mourn ? 
The song comes, with its music, to melt and please 
the soul. It is like soft mist, that, rising from a lake, 
j pours on the silent vale; the green flowers are filled 
with dew, but the sun returns in his strength, and the 


look on the fatal rock. Often by the setting moon 
I see the ghosts of mv children. Half-viewless, they 
walk in mournful conference together. Will none 
of you speak in pity ? They do not regard their 
father. I am sad, O ('armor ! nor small is my cause 
of wo! 

Such were the words of the bards in the days 


mist is gone. Why art thou sad, O Annin! chief of of song, w hen the king heard the music of harps, 


sea-surrounded dorm a? 


the tales of other times ! The chiefs gathered from 


Sad I am! nor small is my cause of wo! Carmor, all their hills, and heard the lovely sound. They 
| thou hast lost no son; thou hast lost no daughter of praised the voice of Cona! the first among a thousand 
beauty. Colgar the valiant lives; and Annira, fairest bards! But age is nowon my tongue; iny soul has 
maid. The boughs of thy house ascend, 0 Carmor! failed! I hear, at times, the ghosts of bards, and 
but Armin is the last of his race. Dark is thy bed, learn their pleasant song. But memory fails on my 
0 Daura! deep thy sleep in the tomb! When shalt mind. I hear the call of years! They say, as they 
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; pass along, why does Ossian sing? Soon shall he lie 
|! in the narrow house, and no bard shall raise his fame! 
|| Roll on, ye dark-brown years; ye bring no joy on 
i your course! Let the tomb open to Ossiuii, for his 
j strength has failed. The sons of song are gone to 
j rest. My voice remains, like a blast that roars, lonely, 

' on a sea-surrounded rock, after the winds are laid. 

! The dark moss whistles there; the distant mariner 
■ secs the waving trees! 

When Miicpherson hud not the groundwork of 
Ossian to build upon, he was a very indifferent 
| , poet. The following, however, shows that, though 
!; his taste was defective, he had poetical fancy :— 

!! The Care. 

U 

j ( Written in tho Highland*.] 

i| The wiiu^is up, the field is bare, 

Some hci^iit lead me to his ceil, 

*; Wild c Contemplation, lonely fair, 

With blessed content lias elure t<» dwell. 

Behold! it opens to my sight, 

Dark in the rock, be-idc the lb-<*d ; 

Dry fern around obstructs the light : 

The winds ubmc it move the wood. 

Kefleeted in the bike, I yre 

The downward mountains and the ski* 

The flying bird, the waving tree. 

The goats that on the hill ari-e. 


To Damon’s homely hut I fly; 

I see it smoking on the plain ; 

When storms are past and fair the sky, 
I’ll often seek my cave again. 


From Macpherson’s manuscripts at Belleville 
ue copy the following fragment, marked, An Ad¬ 
dress to Venus, , 1785:— 


Thrice blest, and more than thrice, the morn 
Whose genial gale and purple light 
Awaked, then chased the night, 

On which the Queen of Love was bom! 

Vet hence the sun’s unhallowed ray, 

With native beams let Beauty glow ; 

What need is there of other day. 

Than the twin-stars that light tho-c Kill- of snow? 


THOM A S CH ATTERTOS*. 


I 


The success of Macpherson’s Ossian teems to have 
prompted the remarkable forgeries of Chatterton— 


The marvellous boy, 

! The sleepless s'TuI that jx'ridied in his pride** 

Such pjfccocitvy>f jjcuiiw was never jierhaps before 
! witncssed. "UVTTave the pot-ms of Pope and Cowley 
! written, one at twelve, and the other at fifteen years j 


The grav-cloak< d herd* drive. ou the cow ; 

The slow-paced fowler walks the heath; 
A freckled pointer scums the brow; 

A musing shepherd stands beneath. 

Curved o'er the ruin of' an oak, 

The woodman lifts his axe on high; 

The hills re-echo t<> the stroke; 

1 see I see the shivers fly : 

Some rural maid, with apron full, 

Brings fuel to the Imnu ly flame; 

1 see the smoky columns roll. 

And, through the ehinky hut, the beam. 

Beside n stone o’ergrown with moss. 

Two well-met hunters talk at east ; 
Three panting dogs beside repo-e ; 

One bleeding de»*r is .stretched on grass. 

A lake at distance spreads to sight, 

Skirted with shady forests round ; 

In midst, an island’s rocky height 
Sustains a ruin, once renowned. 

One tree bends o’er the naked walls; 

Two broad-winged eagles hoter nigh ; 

By intervals a fragment falls. 

Am blows the blast along the sky. 



Thomas Chatterton. 


i 

I 


The rough-spun hinds the pinnace guide 
With lalxuiring oars along the flood ; 

An angler, bending o’er the tide, 

Hangs from the boat the insidious wood. 

Beside the flood, beneath the rocks. 

On grassy bank, two lovers lean ; 

Bend on each other amorous looks, 

And seem to laugh and kiss between. 

The wind is rustling in the oak ; 

They seem to hear the tread of feet; 
They start, they rise, look round the rock ; 
Again they smile, again they meet. 

But Me! the gray mist from the lake 
Ascends upon the shady hills; 

I)*rk storms the murmuring forests shake, 
Rain beats around a hundred rills. 

♦ Neat-herd. 


of age, but both were inferior to the verses of Chat* j 
tcrtmi at eleven ; and hjs„iuutationg of the anUijue, J 
executed when be was fifteen and 

xigoue of thought and facility of veysfifiyufiQn^tp ; j 
say nothing of tTieir antiquarian character, which 
ntodotth O most learne d sf^ nip j 

hi m a poet of Uu THr s t cias .C TIls education also witr j 
InTsfraoIy deficient*--yet when a mere boy. eleven 
years of age, this obscure youth could write as fol¬ 
lows ;— i 

Almighty Framer of thd skies, 

O let our pure devotion rise 
Like incense in thy sight! 

Wrupt iu impenetrable shade, 

The texture of our souls was made, 

Till thy command gave light. 

1 

♦ Wordsworth* i 
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The sun of glory gleamed, the ray 
Refined the darkness into day, 
And* bid the vapours fly : 


Impelled by his eternal love, 

He left his palaces above, 

To cheer our gloomy sky. 

How shall we celebrate the day, 

When God appeared in mortal clay, 

The mark of worldly scorn. 

When the archangel’s heavenly lays 
Attempted the Redeemer’s praise, 

And hailed Salvation’s mom ? 

A humble form the Godhead wore, 

The pains of poverty he bore, 

To gaudy pomp unknown : 

Though in a human walk he trod, 

Still was the man Almighty God, 

In glory all his own. 

Despised, oppressed, the Godhead hears 
The torments of this vale of tears, 

Nor bids his vengeance rise : 

He saw the creatures he had made 
Revile his power, his peace invade, 
lie saw with Mercy's eyes. 

Thomas Ohattkrto.v was born at Bristol, No¬ 
vember 20, 1752. Ilis father, who had taught the 
Free School there, died before his birth, and he 
was educated at a charity school, where nothing 
but English, writing, and accounts wore taught. 
His first lessons were said to have been from a black- 
letter Rible, which may have had some effect on 
his youthful imagination. At the age of fourteen 
he was put apprentice to an attorney, where his j 
situation was irksome and uncomfortable, but loft j 
him ample time to prosecute his private studies, lie j 
was passionately devoted to poetry, antiquities, and i 
heraldry, and ambitions of distin c t-i n n. fits ruling j 
pagsjpn, he says, *vr as* ‘ TTe ‘ 

now set himself to accomplish his various imposi¬ 
tions by pretended discoveries of old manuscripts, 
j Jn October 1768 the new bridge at Rristol was 
finished; and Chatterton sent to a newspaper in 
; the town a pretended account of the ceremonies 
1 on opening the old bridge, introduced by a letter 
to the printer, intimating that ‘ the description of 
the friars first passing over the old bridge was taken 
from an ancient manuscript.’ To one man, foml 
of heraldic honours, lie gave a pedigree reaching up 
to the time of William the Conqueror; to another 
he presents an ancient poem, the 4 Rornaunt of 
the Cnyghte,’ written hv one of his ancestors 
' 450 years before; to a religious citizen of Bristol 
lie gives an ancient fragment of a sermon on the 
i Divinity of the Holy- Spirit, as wrotni by Thomas 
j Rowley, a monk of the fifteenth century ; to another, 
j solicitous of obtaining information about Bristol, he 
makes the valuable present of an account of all the 
churches of the city, as they appeared three hundred 
years before, and accompanies it with drawings and 
descriptions of the castle, the whole pretended to lx? 
drawn from writings of the ‘ gode prieste Thomas 
Rowley.* Horace Walpole was engaged in writing 
the History of British Painters, ami Chatterton sent 
him an account of eminent ‘ Carvcllers and Peync- 
ters,’ who once flourished in Bristol. These, with 
i various impositions of a similar nature, duped the 
citizens of Bristol. Chatterton had no confidant in 
his labours; he Jailed in secretgratified only by 
‘ the stoic al pride oCtalents "Tie frequehlTy^wrote 
by moon Iigli t, chn ce i v I n gTh at the immediate pre-„ 
sence Ilis 

''Sundays were commonly spent in walking alone into 
the country about Bristol, and drawing sketches of 
churches and other objects which had i m pressed Ji k 


romant ic imagi nati on. lie would also lie down on 
t^emeadrrwS'' in View of St Mary’s church, Bristol, 
fix his eyes upon the ancient edifice, and seem as if 
he were in a kind of trance. He thus nursed the 
enthusiasm which, destroy ed Inpfc ' Though ''s&irtiSf 
and orderly in his conduct, Chatterton, before Tie' 
was sixtee n iml i iba iii ripciple s of udideUty, aud the . 
idea of, suhado was familiar toll is mind It was, 
however, overruled for a time by his passion for 
literary, fajne and dj^ifru&ipn. Tfc was a favourite j 
maxim with him, that maids etpial to anything, j 
and that everything might bG'SciueYeil T^33ffifncq I 
and abstinence. Ilis alleged discoveries having 
attracted great attention, the youth stated that he ‘ 
found the manuscripts in his mother’s house. ‘ In 
the muniment room of St Mary Redcliflb church 
of Bristol, several chests had been anciently depo¬ 
sited, among which was one called tin* “ Coffre” of 
Mr Ounvnge, an eminent merchantyTi Bristol, who 
had rebuilt the church in the reign of Edward IV. 
About the year 1727 those chests had been broken 
open by an order from proper authority: some an¬ 
cient deeds had been taken out, and the remaining 
manuscripts left exposed as of no value. Chatter- 
ton’s father, whose unde was sexton of the church, 
had carried off great numbers of the parchments, and 
had used them as covers for books in his school. 
Amidst the residue of his father’s ravages, (’hatter- 
ton gave out that he had found many writings of 
Mr Canyngc, and of Thomas Rowley (the friend of 
Oanynge), a priest of the fifteenth century.’* These 
fictitious ]w>cms were published in the 'Town and 
Country Magazine, to which Chatterton had become 
a contributor, and oc.ciriuucd a warm controversy 
among literary antiquaries. Some of them he had 
submitted to Horace Walpole, who showed them to j 
(■ray and Mason; hut these competent .judges pro¬ 
nounced them to lx* forgeries. After three years 
8 ]K*nt in the attorney’s office, Chatterton obtained 
his release from his apprenticeship, and went to 
i/nidon, where he engaged in various tasks for the 
booksellers, and w rote for the magazines and news¬ 
papers. He obtained an introduction to Beck ford, ! 
; the patriutia-aud popular lord-mayor, and his own 
j Inclinations led him to espouse the opposition party. ! 
‘ But no money,’ he says, ‘ is to U? got on that side 
of the question ; interest is outlie other side. Hut 
hr is (i poor author who cannot write on both si<les.* 
lie boasted that his company was courted every¬ 
where, and‘that he would settle the nation before 
he had done.’ The splendid Dsions of promotion 
and consequence, however, soon vanished, and even | 
liis labours for the periodical press f,tiled to afford : 
him the means of comfortable subsistence. lie ap« j 
plied for the appointment of a surgeon’s mate to 
Africa, but was refused the necessary recommenda- 
tion. This seems to have been bis last hope, and he 
jn$dc farthar cflbrt at literary g^uippsitioij. His 
spirits had always been unequal, alternately gloomy j 
and elevated—liotli iu-wOremes; be had cast off the 4 
restraints of religion, and had no sternly principle to ; 
guide Tiiip; unless it was a strong affectum for his ; 
mother and sister, to whom he sent remittances of 
money, while his means lasted. Habits y£Jntem- j 
pcnuicu £iiccegded ]y , fits of remofse, ~eJtaspejcaTeil 
JueteneholyTand after being’?*? | 
fTiieed to actual want (though with characteristic 1 
pride he rejected a dinner offered him by his land- | 
lady the day before his death), he tore all his papers, j 
and destroyed himself by taking arsenic, August 25, f 
1770. At the time of his death he was aged seven¬ 
teen years nine months and ariiew days. * NoEny-L. 
lish poet,’ says Campbell, * e ver e^nallod hi m tjn» 

* Campbell’s Specimens. 
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• same age.’ The remains of the unhappy youth were 
InRlMfeiMii a shell in the burying-ground of Shoe- 

! Lane workhouse. His unfinished papers he had de- 
; stroyed before his death, and his room, when broken 
,; open, was found covered with scraps of paper. The 
j citizens of Bristol have greeted a monu ment to the 
memory of tljpjr native poet,' 

! * _ The poems of CTTaffeiTon, published under the 
1 name of Rowley, consist of the tragedy of Ella, 
the Execution of Sir Charles Bawd in, Ode to Ella, 
i the Battle of Hastings, the Tournament, one or two 
j Dialogues, and a description of Cnnyngc’s Feast, 
j Some of them, as the Ode to Ella (which we sub- 
i join), have exaetlyJhc air.of modem poetry, only 
! dis gui sccT "wltTi ".antique spelling and phraseology. 

! Tnc: avfrwv7Tc()n)positions of Chatterton are emcuiTij' 

| inferior to the forgeries in poetical powers aha dic¬ 
tion ; whieli in satisfactorily accounted for hy Sir 
I b Wntter Scott b\*fchc fact, that Ips whol^^wcrs and 
;* energies must, at his early age, ftwHicen converted 
‘ foThcTtcquisil ion of the obsolete language and pecu- 
| ltar style necessary to support the deep-laid ftecep- 
| tiou. 4 ITc could have had no time for the study of 
| our modern poets,*their rules of versc 1 or modes of 
j expression; while his wlmdoTic'vdfles wore 1htensely 
employed in t l|u llermikan task of creating the per¬ 
son, history, and language of an ancient, poet, which, 
vast *5 these faculties were, were sufficient wholly 
to engross, though not to overburden them.’ A 
| puw^rrrf pictures 'iU’' pointing seems to Ik? Chatter- 
ton’s iuygt. dist fcatmu-aa.. a poet- The 

heroism of Sir Charles Bnwdin, who 

Snm ined the actions of tlu; day 
UnlTi iii-Jit before T.eMept, 
and who lx/urdcd ti'*‘ tyrant kipg.uR his \%iiy to tlie 
scatfold, is perhaps his striking portrait. The 
following description of Morning in the tragedy of 
Ella, is in the style of the old poets :— 

Bright sun had in hi* ruddy r<d es been dight, j 

From the red not he fitted with hi* train ; 

The Horn is draw away the gate of Night, j 

Jler sable tap<stry was rent in twain: 

The dancing streak- bedeeked heaven's plain, j 

And on the dew did smile with skiminering eyt. j 
Tike gouts of blood which do black armour stain, j 
Shining upon the bourn which standeth by; 

The soldiers stood upon the hillis side, , 

. Like young enleaied trees which in a forest bide. 

A description of Spring in the same jux*m— 

The budding tloweret blushes at the light, i 

The meads be sprinkled with the yellow hue, j 

In daisied mantles is the mountain (light, 

The fresh young cowslip bendeth with the dew ; 

The trees en leafed, into heaven straight, 

When gentle winds do blow, to whistling din ic : 

brought. | 

The evening comes, and brings the dews along, j 

The ruddy welkin shineth to the eviie, ; 

Around the ulc-stake* minstrels sing the song. 

Young ivy round the door-post doth entwine; 

I lay me on the grass, yet to my will 
Albeit all is fair, there laeketh something still. 

In the epistle to Canyngc, Chatterton has a striking 
censure of the religious interludes which formed 
the early drama; but the idea, ns Warton remarks, 
is the result of that taste and disgriminatinu which 
could only belong to amofC lUTvaneed period of so- 

* eiety— 

Plays made from holy tales I hold unmeet; 

Let some great story of a man be sung; 

When as a man we God ami Jesus treat, 

In my poor mind we do the Godhead wrong. 

i The sign -post of an alehouse. 


The satirical and town effusions of Chatterton 
are often in bad taste, yet display a r wonderfWconi- 
mand of easy language and 

sm iA« i ■■ ***?*&*> ■ “ttsrirrrcfc" w., : M 


hja-ewPigmai goaius. . In his satire of XZ&f&en* 
"are the following lines, alluding to the poet laureate 
and the proverbial poverty of poets :— 

Though sing-song Whitehead ushers in the year, 
With joy to Britain’s king and sovereign dear. 

And, in compliance to an ancient mode, 

Measures his syllables into an ode ; 

Yet such the scurvy merit of his muwy 
He hows to deans,Tffid licks his lordship’s shoes; 
Then leave the wicked barren way of rhyme, 

Fly far from poverty, be wise in time: 

Regard the office more, Parnassus less, 

Put your religion in a decent dress: 

Then may your interest in the town advance, 

Above the reach, of muses or romance. 

In a ]>ocm entitled The Prophecy are some vigorous 
stanzas, in a different measure, and remarkable for 
maturity^ ml frets lorn- ofstylc: — .. 

This truth of old wa« sorrow’s friend— 

‘ l imes at the worst will surely mend.’ 

The difficulty's then to know 
How long < »ppres-ioit’s clock can go; 

When Britain’s sons may cease to sigh. 

And hope that their redemption’s nigh. 

When vile Corruption’* brazen face 
At council-board shall take her place; 

And lord*-commis*ioners resort 
7 o welcome her at Britain’s court; 

Look up, ye Britons ! cease to sigh, 

For your redemption draweth nigh. 

See Pension’s harbour, large and clear. 

Defended by St Stephen’s pier 1 
The entrance safe, hv current led. 

Tiding round G—’s jetty head ; 

Look up, ye Britons ! cease to sigh, 

For your redemption draweth nigh. 

When civil power shall snore at ease; 

While soldiers tire—to keep the peace ; 

When murders sanctuary find, 

And petticoats can Justice blind ; 

Look up, ye Britons! cease to sigh, 

For your redemption draweth nigh. 

rommcrce o’er Bondage will prevail, 

Free as the wind that fills her sail. 

When she complains of vile restraint. 

And Power is deaf to her complaint; 

Look up, ye Britons ! cense to sigh, 

For your redemption draweth nigh. 

When at Bute’s feet poor Freedom lies, 

Marked by the priest for sacrifice, 

And doomed a victim for the sins 
\ if half the onto and all the im; 

Look up, ye Britons! cease to sigh, 

For your redemption draweth nigh. 

When time shall bring your wish about, 

Or, seven-years lease, you sold, is out; 

No future contract to fulfil ; 

Your tenants holding at your will; 

Raise up your heads ! your right demand— 

For your redemption’s in your hand. 

Then is your time to strike the blow, 

And let the slaves of Mammon know, 

Britain’s true sons a bribe can scorn, 

And die as free as they were bom. 

Virtue again shall take her seat, 

And your redemption stand complete. 
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The boy who could thus write at sixteen, might 
soon have proved a Swift or a Dryden. Yet in satire, 
Chatterton evinced but a small part of his power. 
His Rowleian poems have a compass of invention, 
rand jp, luxuriance of fancy, that promised a gpreat^ 
chivalrous or allegorical 4 poet of the 8Camp 1 hf 
SJpenser. “ 

Bristow Tragedy, or the Death of Sir Charles Bawd in.* 

The feathered songster chanticleer 
Had wound his bugle-horn, 

And told the early villager 
The coming of the morn: 

King Edward saw the ruddy streaks 
Of light eclipse the gray. 

And heard the raven's croaking throat, 

Proclaim the fated day. 

* Thou’rt right,' quoth lie, * for by the God 

That sits enthroned on high! 

I Charles Bawdin, and his fellows twain, 

! To-day shall surely die/ 

Then with a jug of nappy ale 
His knights did on him wait; 

* Go tell the traitor, that to-day 

He leaves this mortal state.’ 

Sir Canterlone then bended low, 

With heart brimful of wo ; 

He journied to the castle-gaie, 

And to Sir Charles did go. 

But when he came, his children twain, 

And eke his loving wife, 

With briny tears did wet the floor, 

For good Sir Charles’s life. 

4 Oh good Sir Charles!’ said Canterlone, 

4 Bad tidings 1 do bring.’ 

* Speak boldly, man,’ said brave Sir Charles ; 

4 What says the traitor kingC 

4 1 grieve to tell: before yon sun 
Does from the welkin fly, 

He hath upon his honour sworn, 

That thou shalt surely die.’ 

4 We all must die,’ said brave Sir Charles; 

4 Of that I’m not afraid ; 

What boots to live a little space ? 

Thank Jesus, I’m prepared. 

But tell thy king, for mine he’s not, 

I’d sooner die to-day, 

Than live his slave, as many arc, 

Though I should live for aye.’ 

Then Canterlone he did go out, 

To tell the mayor straight 
To get all things in readiness 
For good Sir Charles’s fate. 

Then Mr Canynge sought the king, 

And fell down on his knee ; 

4 I’m come,’ quoth he, 4 unto your grace, 

To move your clemency.’ 

‘ Then,’ quoth the king, 4 your tale speak out, 

You have been much our friend ; 

Whatever your request may be, 

We will to it attend.’ 

* The antiquated orthography affected by Chatterton being 
evidently no advantage to his poems, but rather an impedi¬ 
ment to their being generally read, wc dismiss it in this and 
other specimens. The diction is, in reality, almost purely mo¬ 
dem, and Chatterton** spelling in a great measure arbitrary, 
so that there seems no longer any reason for retaining what 
was only designed at first as a means of supporting a deception. 


4 My noble liege ! all my request 
Is for a noble knight, 

Who, though mayhap ho 1ms done wrong, 
He thought it still was right. 

He has a spouse and children twain; 

All ruined are for aye, 

If that you an' resolved to let 
Charles Bawdin die to-day.* 

4 Speak not of such a traitor vile,’ 

The king in furv said ; 

4 Before the evening star doth shine, 
Bawdin shall lose his head : 

Justice does loudly for him call, 

And he shall have his meed : 

Speak, Mr Canynge ! what thing el*c 
At present do you need C 

4 My noble liege.” good CunyiigrTSiiid, 

* Leave justice to our God, 

And lay the iron rule aside ; 
lie thine the olive rod. 

Was God to scan'll our hearts and reins, 
The best were sinners groat ; 

Christ's vicar only knows m> An, 

In all thi" mortal state. 

Let mercy rule thine infant reign, 

’Twill fix thy crown full sure ; 

From race to race thy family 
All sovereign** "hall endmv : 

But if with blond and slaughtor thou 
Begin thy infant reign, 

Thy ennui upon thy rhiblnm * hr s.s 
Will net or b»ng remain.' 

4 Canynge, away! thb traitor vile 
lias scorned my power and me ; 

IIow can>t thou then for such a man 
Int rent my clem< my f 

4 My noble liege! the truly brave 
Will valorem* actions prize; 

Respect a brute and noble mind, 

Although in enemies.’ 

4 Canynge, away ! Bv God in heaven 
That did me being give, 

I will not taste a bit of bread 

Whilst this Sir Charles doth lite! 

By Mary, and all saints in heaven, 

This sun shall be bin last !' 

Then Canynge dropped a briny tear, 

And from the presence passed. 

With heart brimful of gnawing grie 
lie to Sir Charles did go, 

And sat him down upon a stool, 

And tears began to flow. 

4 We all must die,' said brave Sir Charles; 

4 What boots it how or when I 
Death is the sure, the certain fate, 

Of all wc mortal men. 

Say why, my friend, thy honest soul 
Bunn over at thine eye ; 

Is it for my most welcome doom 
That thou dost child-like cry !* 

Saith godly Canynge, 4 1 do weep, 

That thou so soon must die, 

And leave thy sons and helpless wife; 

’I is this that wets mine eye.* 

4 Then dry the tears that out thine cyo 
From godly fountains spring j 
Death 1 despise, and all the power 
Of Edward, traitor king. 
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When through the tyrant's welcome means 
I shall resign iny life, 

The God I sene will soon provide 
For both my sons and wife. 

Before I saw the lightsome sun, 

This was appointed me; 

Shall mortal man repine or grudge 
What God ordains to be 1 

How oft in battle have I stood, 

When thousands died around ; 

When smoking streams of crimson blood 
Imbrued the fattened ground : 

How did 1 know that every dart 
That cut the airy way, 

Might; not find passage to my heart, 

And close mine eyes for aye ! 

And shaft t ^h»w, for fear of death, 

Look wan and ho dismayed? 

No! from my heart fly childish fear; 

Be all the man displayed. 

Ah, godlike Henry! God forefend, 

And guard jhcc and thy son, 

If 'tin his will ; but if ’tis not, 

Why, then his will be done. 

My honest friend, my fault bus been 
To serve God and my prince ; 

And that l n<> time-server am, 

My death will soon convince. 

In London city win I born, 
i >f parent'* <<f great note ; 

My father did a noble anus 
Kmblazon **u Ids cn.it : 

I make m< doubt but he is gone 
Where .-.*>011 I hope to go. 

Where we for cot -hall be blest, 

From out the reach of wo. 

He taught me justice and the law-. 

With pity to unite ; 

And eke he taught me how to know 
The wrong cause from the right : 

He taught me with a prudent hand 
To feed the hungry poor, 

Nor let my tenants drive away 
The hungry from my door: 

And none can say but all my life 
I have his word is kept; 

And summed the actions of the day 
liach night before I slept. 

I have a spouse, go ask of her 
If I defiled her bed i 
I have a king, and mme can lay 
Black treason on my head. 

In liCUt, and on the Indy eve. 

From flesh 1 did refrain ; 

Why should l then ftpjwar dismayed 
To leave this world of pain i 
No, hapless Henry ! I rejoice 
1 shall not see thy death ; 

Most willingly in thy just cause 
Do I resign my breath. 

Oh, fickle ncople! ruined land ! 

Thou wilt ken peace no moe; 

While Richard’s sons exalt themselves, 

Thy brooks with blood will flow. 

Say, were ye tired of godly peace. 

And godly Henry’s reign, 

That you did chop* your easy days 
For those of blood and pain! 

1 Exchange. 


What though I on a sledge be drawn, 
And mangled by a hind, 

I do defy the traitor’s power, 

He cannot harm my mind: 

What though, uphoisted on a pole, 

My limbs shall rot in air, 

And no rich monument of brass 
Charles Bawdin’s name shall bear; 

Vet in the holy book above, 

Which time can’t eat away, 

There with the servants of the Lord 
My name shall live for aye. 

Then welcome death ! for life eteme 

I leave this mortal life: 

Farewell vain world, and all that’s dear, 
My sons and loving wife! 

Now death as welcome to me comes 
As e’er the month of May ; 

Nor would 1 even wish to live, 

With my dear wife to stay.’ 

Saith Canynge, ‘ ’Tis a goodly thing 
To be prepared to die; 

And from this world of pain and grief 
To God in Heaven to fly.’ 

And now the l*dl began to toll, 

And clarions to sound ; 

Sir Charles lie heard the horses’ feet 
A-prancing on the ground. 

And just before the officers 

II in b«\ ing wife came in, 

Weeping unfeigned tears of wo 

With loud and dismal din. 

4 Sweet Florence! now I pray forbear, 

In quiet let me die ; 

Pray Gml that every Christian «oul 
May look on death ns 1. 

Sweet Florence! why these briny tears! 

They wa-li my soul awav. 

And almos; make me wish for life. 

With thee, sweet dame, to stay. 

’Tis but a journey I shall go 
Unto the land of bliss ; 

Now, as a proof of husband’s love 
Receive this holy kiss.’ 

Then Florence, faltering in her nay, 
Trembling these wordis spoke: 

4 Ah, cruel lidward ! bloody king ! 

My heart is well nigh broke. 

Ah, sweet Sir Charles ! why wilt thou go 
Without thy loving wife? 

The cruel axe that cuts thy neck. 

It eke shall end my life.’ 

And now the officers came in 
To bring Sir Charles away. 

Who turned to his loving wife, 

And thus to her did say : 

4 I go to life, and not to death, 

Trust thou in God above, 

And teach thy sons to fear the Lord, 

And iu their hearts him love. 

Teach them to run the noble race 
That I their father run, 

Florence 1 should death thee take—adieu! 
Ye officers lead on,’ 

Then Florence raved as any mad, 

And did her tresses tear; 

* Oh stay, my husband, lord, and lifer—» 
Sir Charles then dropped a tear. 


Fiwnt 1727 


CYCLOPAEDIA OF 


TO 171 



" Till tiri?d out with raring loud, 

She fell upon the floor; 

Sir Charles exerted all his might, 
And inarched from out the door. 

Upon a sledge he mounted then, 

With looks full brave and sweet; 
Looks that enshone no more concern 
Than any in the street. 

Before him went the council-men. 

In scarlet robes and gold, 

And tassels spangling in the sun, 
Much glorious to behold: 

The friars of Saint Augustine next 
Appeared to the sight, 

All clad in homely russet weeds 
Of godly monkish plight: 

In different parts a godly psalm 
Most sweetly they did chant; 
Behind their back six minstrels came, 
Who tuned the strange bataunt. 

Then flve-and-twenty archer.* came ; 

Each one the bow uid bend, 

From rescue of King Henry’s friends 
Sir Charles for to defend'. 

Bold as a lion came Sir Charles, 

Drawn on a cloth-laid sleddc, 

By two black steeds in trappings white. 
With plumes upon their head. 

Behind him five-and-twcnty nmre 
Of archers strong and stout. 

With bended bow each one in hand, 
Marched in goodly lout. 

Saint James’s friars marched next, 

Each one his part did chant; 

Behind their backs six minstrels came, 
Who tuned the strange bataunt. 

Then came the mayor and aldermen. 

In cloth of scarlet decked ; 

And their attending men each one, 

Like eastern princes tricked. 

And after them a multitude 
Of citizens did throng ; 

The windows were all full of heads, 

. As he did pass along. 

And when he came to the high cross, 

Sir Charles did turn and say, 

* 0 thou that savest man from sin, 

Wash my soul clean this day.’ 


At the great minster window sat 
The king in mickle state, 

To see Charles Bawdin go along 
^ To hi* most welcome fate. 

| Soon as the sledde drew nigh enough, 

| That Edward he might hear, 

j The brave Sir Charles he did stand up, 
; And thus his words declare : 

‘Thou seest me, Edward ! traitor vile ! 

Exposed to infamy; 

But be assured, disloyal man, 
j I'm greater now than thee. 

i 

By foul proceedings, murder, blood, 
i Thou wearest now a crown; 

i And hast appointed me to die 
i By power not thine own. 

Thou thi likest I shall die to-day ; 

1 have been dead till now. 

And. soon shall live to wear a crown 
ror aye upon iny brow; 


Whilst thou, perhaps, for some few years, 
Shalt rule this fickle land, 

To let them know how wide the rule 
’Twixt king and tyrant hand. 

Thy power unjust, thou traitor slave! 

Shall fall on thy own head’— 

From out of hearing of the king 
Departed then the sledde. 

King Edward's soul rushed to his face, 
lie turned his head away, 

And to his brother Gloucester 
He thus did speak and say: 

‘ To him that so-mucli-dreaded death 
No ghastly terrors bring ; 

Behold the man! he spake the truth ; 

He’s greater than a king!’ 

‘So let him die!’ Duke ltichnnfooiut ; 

‘ And mav each one our fives 
Bend down their necks to bloody axe, 

And feed the carrion crows.' 

And now the hordes gently drew 
Sir Charles up the high hill ; 

The axe did glister in the sun, 

His precious blood to spill. 

Sir Charles did up the sralfidd go, 

As up a gilded car 
Of victory, by valorous chiefs 
Gained in the Moody war. 

And to the people ho did sav : 

Behold you see me die, 

For serving loyally my king. 

My king rightfully. 

As long as Edward rules ;his land. 

No fjuiet you will know : 

\ our sons ami husband* shall ho .-lain. 

And brooks with blood >hali lb*w. 

^ on leave your good and lawful hire, 
When in adversity ; 

Like me, unto the true cause >tmk, 

And tor the true cause die.’ 

Then he, with priests, upon his knees, 

A prayer to God did make, 

Beseeching him unto himself 
His parting sou! to take. 

Then, kneeling down, he laid hi* h* a l 
Most seemly on the Mock ; 

\\ Inch trom his body fair at on v 
Ihe able headsman stroke: 

And out the blood began to flow, 

And round the scallold twine ; 

And tears, enough to wasli’t awuy, 

Did flow from each man’s cyne. 

The bloody axe Ids body fair 
Into four partis cut; 

And every part, and eke Ids head, 

Upon a pole was put. 

One part did rot on Kinwulph-hill, 

One on the minster-tower, 

And one from off the castle-gate 
The crowen did devour. 

The other on Saint Paul’s good gate, 

A dreary spectacle ; 

His head was placed on the high crots, 

In high street most noble. 

Thus was the end of Bawdin * fate: 

Hod prosper Jong our king, 

And grant he may, with Buwdin’tf soul. 

In heaven God’s mercy sing! 
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[The Minstrel'* Song in Ella.'} 

0! sing unto my roundelay ; 

0 ! drop the briny tear with me ; 
Dance no more at holiday, 

Like a running river l>e ; 

My love is dead, 

Gone to bin death-bed, 

All under the willow tree. 

Black his hair as the winter night, 
White his neck as summer snow, 
Ruddy his face as the morning light, 
Cold lie lies in the grave below: 
My love is dead, 

(lone to his death-bed, 

All under the willow tree. 


The mystic mazes of thy will. 

The shadows of celestial light, 

Are post the power of human skill— 

But what the Eternal acts is right. 

O teach rne in the trying hour. 

When anguish swells the dewy tear, 

To still rny sorrows, own thy power. 

Thy goodness love, thy justice fear. 

If in this bosom aught but Thee 

Encroaching sought a boundless sway, 

Omniscience could the danger see, 

And Mercy look the cause away. 

Then why, my soul, dost thou complain ? 
Why drooping seek the dark recess! 

Shake off the melancholy chain, 

For (iod created all to bless. 


SweA ’ms tongue as throstle's note, 
Quick in dance as thought was he ; 
Deft his tabor, cudgel stout; 

Oli! lie lies by the willow tree. 

My lo \v is dead, 

Gone to his death-l>ed. 

All under the willow tree. 

Hark 1 the raven flaps his win*.', 

In the hriered dell below; 

Hark ! tl. ■ death-owl loud doth tin;. 
To the nightmares as tlicv go, 

My love is dead, 

( lone to his deuth-hed. 

All undei the wilhov tree. 

N e ! tie* white moon >hine" mi high : 

Whiter is my true-lou*'* shr**ud ; 
Whiter than the morning sky, 

Whiter than the evening cloud. 

Mv love is dead, 

Gone to his dcalh-Wd, 

All under the willow tree. 

Here, upon mv true-love’s grave, 
.Shall the garish flowers be laid, 
Nor one boh saint to save 
All the sonows of a maid. 

My love is dead, 

(ioue to his death-lad. 

All umh r (lie willow tree. 

With my hands I’ll hind the brier*-, 
Round his holy corse to gre 
Ellin-fairy, light your lire*. 

Here my body still shall be. 

Mv love it dead, 

< i‘*ne to hi - d.catli-bvd, 

All under the willow tree. 

Gome with acorn rup and thorn. 
Drain mv heart’s blood all away ; 
Life and all its good I scorn. 

Dance by night, or h ast by day. 
My love is dead, 

Gone to his death-bed. 

All under the willow tree. 

Water-witches, crowned with reytes,- 
Bear me to vour deadly tide. 

1 die—I come—my true-love waits. 
Thus the damsel spake, and died. 

1let i (piat ion. 

0 God, whose thunder shakes the sky, 
Whose eye this atom globe surveys; 
To Thee, my only rock, I fly, 

Thy mercy in thy justice praise. 

1 Gro w. * Water flags. 


But ah ! iny breast is human still— ! 

The rising sigh, the falling tear, 

My languid vitals’ feeble rill, 

The sickness of my soul declare. i 

But vet, with fortitude resigned, j 

I’ll thank the inflictcr of the blow; j 

Forbid the sigh, compose my mind, j 

Nor let the gush of misery flow. j 

The gloomy mantle of the night, j 

Which on my sinking spirits steals, 

Will vanish at the morning light, 

Which God, my East, my Sun, reveals. J 

WILLIAM FALCONER. j 

The terrors and circumstances of a Shipwreck had 
been often dcscrilied by iHicts, ancient and modern, 
but never with any attempt at professional accuracy 
or minuteness of detail, l>efore the poem of that ; 
name by Falconer. It was reserved for a genuine 
sailor to disclose, in correct and harmonious verse, 
the ‘ secrets of the deep,' and to enlist the sympathies ; 
of the general reader in favour of the daily life and , 
occupations of his brother seamen, and in all the ■ 
movements, the equipage, and tracery of those mag- | 
lutieent vessels which have carried the British name j 
and enterprise to the remotest corners of the world, j 
Poetical associations—u feeling of boundlessness and 
sublimity—obviously belonged to the scene of the 
poem— the ocean: but its interest soon wanders from 
this source, and centres in the stately ship and its 
crew—the gallant resistance which the men made 
to the fury of the storm—their calm and deliberate 
j courage—the various resources of their skill and 
j ingenuity — their consultations and resolutions as ; 
j the ship labours in distress—and the brave unselfish j 
piety and generosity with which they meet their fate, 
when at last ' 

The crashing ribs divide— 

She loosens, parts, and spreads in ruin o’er the tide. \ 

Such a subject Falconer justly considered as * new j 
to epic lore,’ but it possessed strong recommendations j 
to the British public, whose national pride and j. 
honour are so closely identified with the sea, and 
so many of whom have * some friend, some brother 
there.’ 

William Falconer was bom in Edinburgh in 
1730, and was the son of a poor barber, who had 
two other children, both of whom were deaf and 
dumb, lie went early to sea, on board a Leith mer¬ 
chant ship, and was afterwards in the royal navy. 
Before he w as eighteen years of age, he was second 
mate in the Britannia, a vessel in the Levant trade, 
which was shipwrecked off Cape Colonna, as de¬ 
scribed in his poem. In 1751 he w r as living in Edin¬ 
burgh, where he published his first poetical attempt, j 
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meters of his naval officers are finely discriminated: 
Albert, the eommamler. is brave, liberal, and just, 
softened and refined by domestic ties and superior 
information ; Rodmond, the next in rank, is coarse 
and boisterous, a hardy weather-beaten son of 
Northuml>erlnnd, yet of a kiml compassionate na¬ 
ture, as is evinced by one striking incident i- 

And now, while winded with ruin from on high, 
Through the rent cloud the ragged lightnings fly, 

A Uadi quick glancing on the nerves of light, 

Struck the pale lmlm-man with eternal night : 
Hodmond, who heard a piteous groan behind, ' 

Touched with compassion, gazed upon the Mind ; i 

And while around his sad companions crowd, i 

He guides the unhappy vietim to a shroud. 

‘ Hie thee aloft, my gallant friend/ he dies, i 

*Thv only succour on the mast relics.’ 

Palemon, *charged with the eonmrtfr<*(•,’ is perhaps 
too effeminate for the rough sea : he is the lover of 
the poem, and his passion for A Hurt’s daughter is I 
draw n with truth and delieaey - 

"Pwas genuine pa>fion, Nature’s eldest honi. ■ 

The truth of the win h* poem is indeed one of its ! 
greatest attractions. We fid ihut it is a passage of . 

seems to violate 

f r>>, , i ini* canons ui ia.su - aou mm mm, allowance is Iibe- 

thc* Aurora fritratc, bound lor India, 1 he vessel ,, , ,• • ,■ „ ? , 

, i i r /' in i , . I rallv made tor the peculiar situation ot the author, ’ 

reached the ( aiv of Good Hope m December, but i . „, ,, . { 

A , , , , , i • r i i • 1 w ide he rivets our ;itt< ntion to the scenes of trial 

afterwards pen shed at sea, having foundered, as is ( , i,. .. } 

.. , x t . and distress which he so tortuuatelv sunned to 

*1. No tune- i , ’ t 


a monody on the death of Frederick, Prince of Wales. 

The choice of such a subject by a young friendless 
Scottish sailor, was as singular as the depth of grid 
he describes in bis poem; for Falconer, on this occa¬ 
sion, wished, with a zeal worthy of ancient Pistol, 

To assist the pouring rains with brimful eyes, 

Aiul aid hoarse howling Boreas with his sighs! 

In 1757 he was promoted to the quarter-deck of the 
Ramifies, and being now in a superior situation for 
I cultivating his taste for learning, he was an assi- 
! duous student. Three years afterwards. Falconer 
suffered a second shipwreck; the Ramifies struck 
; on the shore in the Channel while making for Ply- 
ij mouth, and of 7.34 of a crew, the poet and 2a others 
'' only escaped. In 1702 appeared his poem of The 
! Shipwreck (which he afterwards greatly enlarged 
; and improves!), preceded by a dedication to the 
| Duke of York. The work was eminently successful, 
i and his royal highness procured him the appoint- 
j merit of midshipman on hoard the Royal George, 

; whence he was subsequently transferred to the 
; Glory, a frigate of 32 guns, on hoard which he 
| held the situation of purser. After the jieaeo, lie 
' resided in London, wrote a poor satire on Wilkes, 

: Churchill, Ac., and compiled a useful marine die- , . . . . 

f greatest attractions. Ur Ml mat i 

i tionarv. In Ncptcmoer J - o k the poet again took . . , 

1 . ,, , 1 , r l real life; and even whore the port • 

; to the sea, and sailed from Lneland as purser of, . ... , • ‘ . 

f • . . , ,, , .. >• r,.| , , the canons of taste and criticism, aJ 


describe. 


[/Vo (/ < ihL J 


The sun’s bright oih, d< dining all -ircne, 

Now glanced obliquely e’er the woodland scene. 
Creation smiles around ; on e\ery *q»iny 
I he warbling bird- e\ab. their owning lay, 
Blithe skipping oYr wm hill, tlie th \ train 


■ supposed, in the Mosambique Chaim* 

; ful Arioif was left to commemorate this calamity, 
j the poet having died under tin* circumstanct s he 
’ had formerly described in the ease of Ids youthful 
associates of the Britannia. 

, ‘ The Shipwreck’ lias the rare merit of being 

! a pleasing and interesting p o;;i. and a safe guide 
to practical seamen. Its nautical rules and direc¬ 
tions arc approved of by all experienced naval 

officers. At first, the poet does not seem to have - . 

done more than describe in nautical phrase and : * ,,!M th 1 *<h“‘‘P ehoni-, *4 the lowing plum; 
Simple narrative the melancholy disaster he had; lheg»ddcii 1 ;»> , e and orange then;; we.e 
witnessed. The characters of Albert, Rodmond, ■ u, ‘ <n V~ ra,,t bran*-:he*. «d perp< tuai gree - n. 
Palcmou, an.1 Anna, >v t >v a.Mcl in the m,™.] «,Ii- i.< ns.al tlmt ulv. t lave, 

tion of the work. Ifv cW.sin- the shipwreck of! . lI ‘V - rwu , l'!.' 1, 

the Ilritannia, Falconer impartdl n train of intc- | , WT: ‘" C'"'; 

resting recollections an,l images to his poem. The i «n „,hln.g .mmam- on too .-amlv -Imre: 

wreck occurred off Cape (\.Ionna-o..e of the fairest • t!'" 1 .'". - '“ s ' ur,a ' 1 '’ l"'elv t., heledd 
portions of the beautiful shores of ti recce. ‘In all, ‘'V ” "''C 11 *■' 1 " |'!"s C* 1 ' 

Attica,’ says Lord Byron, ‘if we except Athens 'V' , V- '‘"“r 1 '''’ "?■"£?} , U .'T? *** 

itself and Marathon, there is no scene more- inte 1 u ^ 1K ' H1 1 ll,t ,l ' 1 air.i\. 


resting than Cape ('olonna. To the antiquary and 
artist, sixteen columns are an inexhaustible source 
of observation and design; to the philosopher, the 
supposed scene of some of Plato's conversations will 
not be unwelcome; and the traveller will be struck 
with the beauty of the prospect over “ isles that 
crown the iEgoan deep;” but for an Englishman, 
! Colonna has yet an additional interest, as the actual 
i spot of Falconer’s Shipwreck. Pallas and Plato arc 
! forgotten in the recollection of Falconer and Camp- 
J bell— 

| Here in the dead of night by Lonna’s steep, 

The seaman’s cry was heard along the deep.’ * 

Falconer was not insensible to the charms of these 
historical and classic associations, and he was still 
more alive to the impressions of romantic scenery 
and a genial climate. Some of the descriptive and 
episodical parts of the poem are, however, drawn 
out to too great a length, as they interrupt the nar¬ 
rative where its interest is most engrossing, besides 
being occasionally feeble and affected The eha- 

* Pleasures of Hope. 


th pomp 

i Arabian sweets perfume the happy plain*.: 
i Ab 'vc, beneath, av uml eneliantniem reigns! 

; While yet the shades, «.n time’s eternal scale, 

With long vibration deepen o’er the \ule; 

While yet the songster , of the vocal grove 
With dying numbers tune the soul to love, 

With joyful eyes the attentive mu.ter sees 
The auspicious omens of an eastern breeze. 

Now radiant Vesper leads the starry train, 

And night slow draws her veil o’er land and main ; 
Round the charged bowl the sailors form a ring' ; 
By turns recount the wondrous .tale, or sing • 

As love or battle, hardships of the main, 

Or genial wine, awake, their homely strain : 

Then some the watch of night alternate keep, 

The rest lie buried in oblivious sleep. 

Deep midnight now involves the livid skies, 
While infant breezes from the shore arise. 

The waning moon, behind a watery shroud, 
Pale-glimmered o’er the long-protracted cloud. 

A mighty ring around her silver throne, 

With parting meteors crossed, portentous shone. 
This in the troubled sky full oft prevails ; 

Oft deemed a signal of tempestuous gales. 
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j While young Arion fdeeps, before his night 
; Tumultuous swim the visions of the night. 

Now blooming Anna, with her happy swain, 
i Approached the sacred hymeneal fane; 

Anon tremendous lightnings flash between ; 

| And funeral pomp, and weeping loves arc seen! 

\ Now with I'alemon up a rocky steep, 
i Whose summit trembles o’er the roaring deep, 

1 With painful step he climbed ; while far above, 
j Sweet Anna charmed them with the voice of love, 

I Then sudden from the slippery height they fell, 
i While dreadful yawned beneath tin-jaws of hell. 

! Amid this fearful trailer, a thundering sound 
, He hears- and thrice the hollow decks rebound. 

Upstarting from his e«,uch, on deck he sprung; 
j Thrice with shrill note the boatswain’s whistle rung; 

‘All hands unmoor!' proclaims u hoistroiis cry; 

| ‘All hands m^noor!’ the casern rocks reply. 

Housed fjoin replfce, ab*ft tin* sailor*, swarm, 

* And with their levers soon the wind 1 jp»* arm. 

The order ginui, upspringing with a Inuind 

They lodge their leu*, and wheel their engine round : 

At every turn the clanging paid* resound. 

1‘ptorn reluctant tpun its oo/y ca\e, 

The pomlrous anchor rise* o’er the wave. 

Along their slippery ma ts the yards a end, 

Ami high in air the qiiuo* wires extend : 
Redoubling cords the lofty canvass guide, 
i And through inextricable mazes glide. 

I The lunar ra\s with Ung teJleciion gleam, 
j To light the \< is,.I r the silver stream : 
j Along the g!as v plain -erri.c -h»- ;did> 

While az.tire radiance trembles Wi her -oh-. 

From east to north tin* tiun-ient breezes play; 

And in the Fgxptian quarter soon decay. 

A calm ensiles ; liiev dlead the adjacent sliore ; 
i The boat.i with rowers armed are sent before; 

|. .With cordage fastened t<* the b-ltv prow, 
j Aloof to M-a t!ie stately ship they t"\r, 

'l’he nervous crew their sweeping oars extend ; 

And pealing -limit- the -lmrc of t'amiia rend. 

Sucre** attetel' their skill ; the danger’s o’er; 

The port is doublet!, and beheld ti>> mole. 

Now morn, her lamp pale glimmering on the sight, 
Scattered before her van reluctant night. 

, She comes not in refulgent pomp arrayed, 
j But sternly frowning', wrapt in sullen shade. 

| Above incumbent vapours, Ida’s height. 

Tremendous rock ! emerges on the right. 

North east the guardian isle of Standia lies, 

And westward Fresehin’s woody capes arise. 

With winning postures, now the wanton sails 
| Spread all their snares to charm the inconstant gules. 

‘ The swelling stu’n-sailri now their wing's extend, 

: Then stay-sails sidelong to the Freeze ascend ; 
is While all to court the wandering breeze are placed ; 

, With yards now thwarting, now obliquely braced. 

The dim horizon lowering vapours shroud. 

And blot the sun, yet struggling in the cloud ; 
Through the wide atmosphere, condensed with haze, 
j His glaring orb emits a sanguine blaze. 

Tho pilots now their rules of art npplv, 

I The mystic needle’s devious aim to try. 

I The compass placed to catch the rising niv, 3 
| The quadrant’* shadows studious they survey! 

I Altmg the arch the gradual index slides, 

| While Phoebus down the vertie circle glides, 
j Now, seen on ocean’s utmost verge to swim, 
j He sweeps it vibrant with his nether limb. 

j 1 thudding -sails are Ion# narrow nail*, which are only u*ed 
In fine weather ami fair winds, on the outside of the larger 
squaro-Miil*. Stay-sails aw tlrt*«Mveomorc«l nails, which are 
hoisted up on tho stays, when the wind crosses the ship’s 
course either directly or obliquely. 

* Tho operation of taking the sun’s azimuth, in order to dis¬ 
cover the eastern or western variation of the magnetic*! needle. 


Their sage experience thus explores the height, 

And polar distance of the aource of light; 

Then through the chiliad’s triple maze they trace 
The analogy that proves the magnet’s place. 

The wayward steel, to truth thus reconciled, I 

N<> more the attentive pilot’s eye beguiled. j 

The native-*, while* the ship departs the land, J 

Ashore with admiration gazing stand. ! 

Majestically slow, before the breeze, j 

In silent pomp she marches on the seas. 

Her milk-white bottom ca*t a softer gleam, * 

While trembling through the green translucent stream. 
The wales, 1 that close above in contrast shone, i 

Uln-p the long fabric with a jetty zone. | 

Britannia, riding' awful on the prow, \ 

Hazed o’er the vassal-wave that rolled below; : 

Where’er she moved, the vassal-waves were seen 1 
T*> yield ol*>e'{wioui f and <onfe-»s their queen. * * j 
High o’er the poop, the flattering winds unfurled 
The imperial ilag that rules the watery world. 
I>eep-blushing armors all the tops invest ; 

And warlike trophies either quarter dre-t : 

Then towered the imr-ti ; the canvass swelled on high; 
.And waving streamer.- floated in the sky. 

Thus the rich vessel moves in trim array, , 

Like some fair virgin on her bridal day. 

Thin like a -wan she rleaves the watery plain, 

The pride and wonder of the zKgcan main! 

[The ship, hav ins Wn driven out of her course from CiuuHa, 
is overtaken by a storm.’ 

As yet amid this elemental war, 

That scatters desolation from afar, 

Nor toil, nor hazard, nor di-tress appear 
To sink the seamen with unmanly fear. 

Though their firm hearts m> pageant honour boast, 

They scorn the wretch that trembles in his j#o.xt; 

Who from the face of danger strives to turn, 

Indignant from the social hour they spurn. 

Though now full oft they felt the raging tide, 

; In proud rebellion climb the vc-std’s side, 

I No future ills unknown their souls appal; 
j They know no danger, or they -corn it all! 

| But even the generous spirits of the brave, 
i Subdued by toil, a friendly respite crave; 

A abort repose alone their thoughts implore. 

Their harassed powers by slumber to restore, 
j Far other cares the master's mind employ ; 
j .Approaching perils all his hopes destroy. 

1 In vain he spreads the graduated chart, \ 

! And hounds the distance by the rules of art; \ 

j In vain athwart tho mimic seas expands 1 

j The coin passe- to circumjacent lands. \ 

Ungrateful ta.-k! lbr no asylum traced, j 

A passage opened from the watery waste. 

Kate seemed to guard with adamantine mound, 1 

The path to every friendly port around. j 

While Albert thus, with secret doubts dismayed. 

The geometric distances surveyed ; ' 

On deck the watchful Rodmond cries aloud, 

Secure your lives—-grasp even' man a shroud ! 

Housed from his trance he mounts with eyes aghast, 
When o’er the ship in undulation vast, 

A giant surge down-rushes from on high. 

And fore and aft dissevered, ruins lie. * * 

* the torn vessel felt the enormous stroke ; \ 

The boats beneath the thundering deluge broke ; j 
Forth started from their planks The bursting rings, 

The extended cordage all asunder springs. 

The pilot’s fair machinery strews the deck, 

And cards and needles swim in floating wreck. 

; 1 The wales here alluded to are an assemblage of strong 

; plonks which envelope tho lower part of the ship’s side, where- ’ 
in they are broader and thicker than tho wet, and appear 
! somewhat like a range of hoops, which separates the bottom J 
j from the upper works. $ 
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The balanced mizen, rending to the head, 

In streaming ruins from the margin tied. 

The sides convulsive shook on groaning beams, 
And, rent with labour, yawned the pitchy seams. 
They sound the well, 1 2 and terrible to hear! 

Five feet immersed along the line appear. 

At either pump they ply the clanking brake,- 
And turn by turn the ungrateful office take. 

Rodmoiul, Arion, and Paleiuon, here, 

At this sad task all diligent appear. 

As some fair castle, shook by rude alarms, 

I Opposes long the approach of hostile arms ; 

! Grim war around her plants his black array, 

I And death and sorrow mark his horrid way; 
j Till in some destined hour, against her wall, 
j In tenfold rage the fatal thuuders fall; 

The ramparts crack, the solid bulwarks rend, 

| And hostile troops the shattered breach ascend ; 
j Her valiant inmates still the foe retard, 

Resolved till death their sacred charge to guard : 

So the brave mariners their pumps attend, 

And help incessant by rotation lend ; 

| But all in rain—for now the sounding coni, 
j Updravvn, an undiminished depth explored. 

I Nor this severe distress is found alone ; 

; The ribs oppressed by ponderous cannon groan. 

Deep rolling from the watcrv volume’s height, 

| The tortured sides seem bursting with their weight, 
ji So reels Pelorus, with convulsive throes, 
j When in his veins the burning earthquake glows; 
j Hoarse through his entrails roars the internal ilame ; 
* And central thunders rend his groaning frame; 

! Accumulated mischiefs thus arise, 

! And fate vindictive all their skill defies ; 
j One only remedy the season gau— 

! To plunge the nerves of battle in the wave. 

I From their high platforms thus the artillery thrown, 

! Eased of their load, the timbers lo>> shall groan ; 

But arduous is the task their lot requires ; 

' A task that hovering fate alone inspire -,! 

, For, while intent the yawning deck-, to ea->e, 

; That ever and anon are drenched with >oa>, 

Some fatal billow, with recoiling sweep, 

May whirl the helpless wretche- in the deep. 

No season this for counsel or delay! 

' Too soon the eventful moments hmtr away ; 

: Here perseverance, with each help of art, ’ 

Must join the boldest cf’mrl* of the heart. 

These only now their misery can n lieve ; 

These only now a dawn of safety give ; 
i While o’er the quivering deck, from van to rear, 

I Broad surges rolL in terrible career; 

■ Rodmond, Arion, and a chosen crew, 

, This office in the face of death pursue. 

; The wheeled artillery o’er the deck t<< guide, 

Rodmond descending claimed the weather-dde. 
Fearless of heart, the chief his orders gave, 
fronting the rude assaults of every wave. 

Like some strong watch-tower nodding oVr the 
J deep, 

Whose rocky base the foaming waters sweep, 

Untamed he stood ; the stem aerial war 
Had marked liis honest face with many a scar. 
Meanwhile Arion, traversing the waist, :t 
The cordage of the leeward guns unbraced, 

And pointed crows beneath the metal placed. 

1 The well Is an apartment in the ship’H hold, serving to in¬ 
close the pumps. It is sounded by dropping a graduated iron 
rod down into it by a long line. Pence the increase or diminu¬ 
tion of the leaks are easily discovered. 

2 The brake is the lever or handle of the pump, by which It 
is wrought. 

* The waist of a ship of this kind Is a hollow space of olsmt 
five fcot In depth, contained between the elevations of Die 
quarter deck and forecastle, and having the upper deck for its 
base or platform. 


Watching the roll, their forelocks they withdrew, 

And from their beds the reeling camion threw; 

Then, from the windward battlements unbound, 
Rodmond** associates wheel the artillery round ; 
Pointed with iron fangs, their bars beguile 
The ponderous anus across the steep defile; 

Then hurled from sounding hinge* o’er the side, 
Thundering, they plunge into the Hushing tide. 

[The tempest increases, but the dismantled ship passes the 
island of 8t George.] ( 

t 

But now Athenian mountains they descry, j, 

And o’er the surge Colonnn frowns on high. ji 

Beside the cape’s projecting verge is placed 
A range of columns long by time defaced ; j 

First planted by devotion to sustain, ' 

In elder times, Tritonia’s sacred fane. '< 

Foams the wild beach below with ii*.,ddening rage, 
Where waves and rooks a dreadful combat wage. 

The sickly beaten, fermenting with its freight, 

Still vomits o’er the main the feverish weight : 

And now while winged with ruin from on high, 

Through the rent cloud the Merged lightnings fi\, 

A tlash quick glancing on the nerves of light, 

Struck the pale helmsman with eternal night; 
Rodmond, who heard a piteous urc.au behind, 

'l ouclied with compasMon, gazed upon the blind ; 

And while around his sad companions crowd, 

He guides the unhappy victim to the shroud, 

Hie thee aloft, my gallant friend, he cries ; 

Thy only succour on the mast relies ! 

The helm, bereft of half its vital force, 

J Now scarce subdued the wild unbridled course ; 
j < v hnck to the abandoned who* 1 Arion came, 

J The ship’s tempestuous sullies to reclaim, 
j Amazed lie saw her, o’er the sounding foam 
’ Upborne, to right and h ft distracted nmim 
• So gazed young Phaeton, with pale dimnav, 
j Whiui, mounted on the flaming ear of dav, j 

j \\ ith rash and impious hand the stripling tried ; 

The immortal coursers of the sun to guide. j 

The \es-el, while the dread event draws nigh, 1 

Seems more impatient o’er the waves to fly ; ! 

Fate spur-' her on. Thus, F-uing from afar, ; 

Adiunecs to the sun some blazing star ; j 

And, as it feels the attraction’s kimiimg force, 

Springs onward with accelerated force. 

With mournful look the Heamen cvcu the strand, 
Whvie death’s inexorable jaws expand ; 

Swift from their minds elapsed nil danger* past, 

As, dumb with terror, they beheld the last. 

Now on the trembling shrouds, before, behind, 

In mute suspense they mount into the wind. 

The genius of the deep, on rapid wing, 

1 lie black eventful moment seemed to bring'. I 

The fatal sisters, on the surge before, 

^ oked their infernal horses to the prove. j 

The steersmen now received their last command 
To wheel the vessel sidelong to the strand. i 

Iwelve sailors, on the foremast who depend, 

High on th<; platform of the top ascend ; 
fatal retreat! for while the plunging prow j 

Jmmergos headlong in the wave below, j 

Down-pressed by watery weight the bowsprit bend*, j 
An £ from above the stem deep crashing rends. ; 

Beneath her beak the floating ruins lie ; j 

The foremast totters, uiiwuMained on high ; 

And now the ship, fore-lifted by tho sea. 

Hurls the tall fabric backward o’er her lee: j 

W bile, in the general wreck, the faithful stay j 

Drags the maintop-mast from its pout away, 
klung from the mast, the seamen strive in vain 
f hrmigh hostile floods their vessel to regain. 

The waves they buffet, till, bereft of strength, 

O’erpowered, they yield to cruel fate at length. 
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| The hostile waters closo around their head, Some, from the main yard-arm impetuous thrown 

1 They sink for ever, numbered with the dead! On marble ridges, die without a groan; 

i Those who remain their fearful doom await, Three with Palcmon on their skill depend, 

' Nor longer mourn their lost companions’ fate. And from the wreck on oars and rafts descend; 

► The heart that bleeds* with sorrows all its own, Now on the mountain-wave on high they ride. 

Forgets the pang* of friendship to bemoan. Then downward plunge beneath the involving tide; 

Albert and ltodmond and Palcmon here, Till one, who seems in agony to strive, 

With young Arion, on the mast appear ; The whirling breakers heave on shore alive: 

Even they, amid the unspeakable distress, The rest a speedier end of anguish knew, 

In every look distracting thoughts confess ; And pressed the stony beach—a lifeless crew J 

In every vein the refluent blood congeals, Next, O unhappy chief! the eternal doom 

jl And every bosom fatal terror feels. Of heaven decreed thee to the briny tomb: 

I Inclosed with all the demons of the main, What scenes of misery torment thy view! 

!j They viewed the adjacent shore, but viewed in vain. What painful struggles ,,f thy dying crew ! 

! Such torments in the drear abodes of hell, Thy perished hopes all buried in the flood, 

|j Where sud despair laments with rueful yell ; O’erspread with corses, red with human blood ! 

i > Such torments agonize the damned breast, So pierced with anguish hoary Priam gazed, 

ji While fancy t^ewsthe mansions of the blest. When Troy’s imperial domes in ruin blazed; 

j' For Heaven’s nvvJOt help their suppliant cries implore ; While he, severest sorrow doomed to feel, 
if lhu Heaven, relentless, deigns to help no more ! Expired beneath the victor’s murdering steed— 

1 And now, lashed on by destiny seven*, Thus with his hclple-s partners to the last, 

i With horror fraught the dreadful scene drew near! j Sad refuge ! Albert grasps the floating mast. 


i; The ship hangs lnnering on the verge of death, 

‘ Hell vawns, rocks jise, and breakers roar beneath! 

; In vain, alas! the naeied shades <>t yore, 
j, W'»uM arm the mind with philon.phie lore ; 
i In vain thevM teach us, at the latest breath, 
j To smile serene amid th** pangs *»f ih*ath. 

! Even Zeno’s self, ami Kpi* tetu** "id, 
j This fell ub\M had shudder* d !•« behold. 

1 Had Socrates, for godlike virtue fam**d, 

J And vvise-t ot’ the s*»n.s of m* n pr--eiaim*'d, 

I Hehcld this s<*ene of frenzy and di-tress, 
j His soul had tr- udded to it*- l:»>f id ■>'*■*! 
j O yet eonlirm in_v heart, v< powers .Aw*, 
j This la-.! trem«-miou-: "iewk of fate («• pp.e! 
i Th«‘ toll* ring frame of reason yet sustain ! 

Nor let this total ruin whirl my brain ! 

In vain the cords ami axe*. wen- prepared. 

For now tin* audacious sea*- insult tin* yard ; 

High oVr the ship tiny thr» vv a horn 1 shade, 

Ami o\>r her bur-t, in terrible easead**. 

Cplitod on the Mir"*', to b.-avtn ‘■he It. 

Her shattorvd top half hurled in the ski**-, 

Tlj«‘n headlong plungimr thumh-rson the grouinl, 
Earth eronm*, air tremble*, ami tin* d«*eps resound! 
Her giant bulk the dread r*o.eu-■non b-els, 

And quivering with tin* wound, in torment reel" : 
S*. reel**, convulsed with n;, r nnt/in„' tlifoes, 

The blee«ling bull beneath the murderer’s blow-. 
Again she plunges; hark! a second shock 
Tears her strong bottom on the marble rock! 

Down on the vale of death, with di-mal cries. 

The fated victims shuddering roll their eves 
In wild despair; while yet another stroke. 

With deep convulrdon, rends the solid oak : 

1 Till, like the mine, in whose infernal eell 
The lurking demons of ihMruet ion dwell, 

* At length aimmlcr torn hei frame divides, 
j And crashing spreads in ruin o’er the tides, 
j O wen.* it mine with tuneful Maro's art. 

To wake to sympathy the feeling heart; 

Like him the smooth and mournful vei c tv* ilres" 
In all the pomp of exquisite distress! 

Then, too neve rely taught by cruel fate 
To share in all the perils 1 relate, 

Then might I with unrivalled strains deplore 
The impervious horrors of a leeward shore. 

As o’er the surf the bending mainmast hung, 
Still on the rigging thirty seamen clung; 

Some on a broken crag were struggling cast, 

Ami there by oozy tangles grappled fast; 

Awhile they bore the o’erwhelming billow’s rage, 
Unequal combat with their fate to wage; 

Till all benumbed and feeble, they forego 
Their slippery hold, and sink to shades below; 


j His .Mail cmild yet sustain thi> mortal blow, 
j Hut droops, alas! beneath superior wo; 
i l*k»r now ."iron" nature’s sympathetic chain 
j I’u"* at his yearning heart with powerful strain ; 
l His faithful wife, fir ev« r doomed to mourn 
J For him, alas! who never shall return ; 

! To black adversity’s approach exposed. 

I With want, and hardships unforeseen enclosed ; 

His lovely daughter, left without aftiend 
Her innocence t<> succour and defend, 

I By youth and indigence; set forth a prey 
! To ].iv.lv-s guilt, that flatters t<> betray — 

! While tbe"*• r* fleeti>*ns rack le.v feeling mind, 
j !\o*lmond, v.ho lmrc beside, his grasp resigned, 
i And, as the tumbling waters o’er him rolled, 

! 11 is outstretched arms the master’s legs infold, ; 
j Sad AlU*rt feels their di'-olutbm near, 

! \ml -trive" in vain his fettered limbs to clear, 

' For death l ids * very clinching joint adhere. 

All faint, t<* heaven he throws his dying eyes, 

Ami * Oh prof* ct mv wife and child!’ he cries— 
j The gushing streams roll back the unfinished sound ; 
j iIf gasps! and sinks amid the vast profound. 


ROBERT LI.OYD. 

Kotikrt Li.oyi>, the friend of Cowper and Chur- , 

• chill, was born in London in 1733, llis father was 
j under-master at Westminster school. He distin- 
j guished himself by his talents at Cambridge, but 
was irregular in bis habits. Alder completing his 
j education, he Invamo an usher under hi* father, 
j The wearisome routine of this life soon disgusted 
j him, and he attempted to earn a subsistence by his 
literary talents, llis jK*em called The Actor attracted j 
some notice, and was the precursor of Churchill's ' 
* Rescind.' The style is light and easy, and the 1 
observations generally correct and spirited. By j 
j contributing to periodical works as an essayist, u 
poet, and stage critic, Lloyd picked up a precarious 
subsistence, but bis menu* were thoughtlessly squan¬ 
dered in company with Churchill and other wits 
j ‘upon town.’ He brought out two indifferent tliea- 
i trieal pieces, published his poems by subscription, . 
and edited the * St James’s Magazine,’ to which j 
Colman, Bound Thornton, and others, contributed, j 
i The magazine failed, and Lloyd was east iuto prison 1 
for debt. Church ill generously allowed him a guinea j 
j n-week, as well as a servant; and endeavoured to 
raise a subscription for the purpose of extricating j 
him from his embarrassments. Churchill died in ! 
j November 1764. ‘Lloyd,’ says Mr Southey, ‘had I 
1 been apprised of his danger; but when the news of 
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his death was somewhat abruptly announced to him, 
as he was sitting at dinner, he was seized with a 
sudden sickness, and saving. *’ 1 shall follow poor 
Charles,” took to Ins bed, from which lie never rose 
again; dying, if ever man died, of a broken heart. 
The tragedy did not end here: Churchill's favourite 
sister, who is said to have possessed much of her 
brother’s sense, and spirit, and genius, and to have 
been betrothed to Lloyd, attended him during his 
illness; and, sinking under the double loss, soon 
followed her brother and her lover to the grave.’ 
Lloyd, in conjunction with Column, parodied the 
Odes of Gray and Mason, and the humour of their 
burlesques is not tinctured with malignity. Indeed, 
this unfortunate young poet seems to leave been one I 
of the gentlest of witty observers and lively sati¬ 
rists ; he was ruined by the friendship of Churchill j 
and the Nonsense Club, and not by the force of an ! 
evil nature. The vivacity of his style (which both 
Churchill and Cowper copied) may be seen from the 
following short extract on 

[ The Miseries of a Pod's Lift. J 

The harlot muse, so passing gay, 

Bewitches only to betray. 

Though for a while with easy air 
She smooths the rugged brow of care, 

And laps the mind in flowery dreams, ( 

With Fancy’s transitory gleams ; 

Fond of tlie nothings she bestows, j 

We wake at last to real woes. 

Through every age, in every place, 

Consider well the poet's case ; /’ 

By turns protected and caressed, j 

Defamed, dependent, and distressed. ^ 

The joke of wits, the bane of >la\ is, j 

The curse of fools, the butt of knavts; ^ 

Too proud to stoop for servile ends, ^ 

To lacquey rogues or flatter friends ; * 

With prodigality to give, . 

Too careless of the means to live; 

The bubble fame intent to gain, 

And yet too lazy to maintain ; 

He quits the world he never prized, ,. 

Pitied by few, by more despised, 111 

And, lost to friends, oppressed by foes, ?j 1 

Sinks to the nothing whence he rose. y 

O glorious trade ! for wit’s a trade, 

Where men are ruined more than made! u ! 

Let crazy Lee, neglected Gay, 

The shabby Otway, Dryden gray, n ‘ 

Those tuneful servants of the Nine, 

(Not that I blend their names with mine), a ! 

itepeat their lives, their works, their fame. FJ 

And teach the world some useful shame. I 111 


For one, it hurt* me to the *oul, 

To brook confinement or control; 

Still to be pinioned down to teach 
The syntax and the warts of speech ; 

(>r, what perhaps is drudgery worse, 

The links, and points, and rule* of verse; 
To deal out authors by retail, 

Like penny pots of Oxford ale; 

Oh ’tis a sen ice irksome more, 

Than tugging at the slavish oar ! 

Vet such his task, a dismal truth, 

Who watches o’er the bent of youth, 

And while a paltry stipend earning, 
lie sows the richest seeds of learning, 

And tills their minds with proper care, 
And sec< them their due produce bear; 

No joys, alas! his toil beguile, 

His corn lies fallow nil the while.# 

‘ \ et still lie’s on the road/ vdff say, 

* Of learning.' Why, perhaps he may, 

But turns like horse** in a mill. 

Nor getting on, nor standing still ; 

For little way his learning reaches, 

\\ ho reads no more than w ind he teaches. 


CHARLES CHt’RCIIILL. 


[ Wretchedness of a School-Usher .] 


But bad as the life of a hackney poet and critic ably inferior to Pope or Dryden. The ci- 

^ 1,1 -Lloyd's estimation, the lity’ of his verse, and his unscrupulous satire of liv- 
situation ot a school-usher was as little to his mg individuals and passing events, had, however 
Drlin< ‘ Gleet °f making all I/ondon ‘ring from side 

to side* with his applause, at a time when the real 
[ Wretchedness of a School-l/sher.'] poetry of the age could har< lly obtain either publishers 

r . , or readers. Excepting Marlow, the dramatic noet 

\rJ?#i a # 0I1CC cm >’ 0 "' creJ ‘y 1 ' 0 "' siaraly any English author of reputation lias boc-n 

My utmost vengeance on my foe, more unhappy in his life and end that. Charles 

To punish with extremes! rigour, Churchill. 1 le was 1 he son of a elergv.mm in \V^t! 

I could inflict no penam-e bigger, minster, where lie was horn in 17-1A After Attend- 

Than, using him as leani.ng’s tool, ing Westminster school and Trinity college Ca - 

To make him usher of a school. bridirc ( whirl, bo .. LLVi 1 u un 

For, not to dwell upon the toil destine imirrimr#. J;tb ' 1 « V’ j ie a c an * 

Of working on a barren soil. „n!t * J “.!• “ K V l'" 1 ' a hv . ? , in Westminster. 


Were I at once empowered to sho>v 
My utmost vengeance on my foe, 

To punish with extremest rigour, 

I could inflict no penance bigger, 
Than, using him as learning's”tool, 
To make him usher of a school. 

For, not to dwell upon the toil 
Of working on a barren soil, 

And labouring with incessant pains, 
To cultivate a blockhead's brains, 
The dutie* there but ill befit 
The love of letters, art*, or wit. 


^7*.^ wnii a young lady in Westminster, 

and was assisted by his father, till he w as ordained 
and settled in the curacy of Uuinham, in Essex, 
uis father died in IT58, and the poet was appointed 
ms successor in the curacy and lectureship of St 
John s at Westminster. This transition, which pro- 


A second Dryden was supposed to have arisen in 
Churchill, when lie published his satirical poem, 
The Poscntd, in 1701. The impression was con¬ 
tinued by his reply to the critical reviewers, shortly 
afterwards; and his Ppist/c to Hwjurth , The Prophecy 
(>J 1 iiminc, A n/ht, ami passages in hi> other poems — 
ail thrown oil' in ha>tc to serve the purpose of the 
day—evinced great facility of versification, and a 
breadth ami boldness of personal invective that drew 
instant attention to their author. Though Cowjier, 
from early predilections, had a high opinion of Chur- 
chill, and thought he w as * indeed a poet,’ we cannot 
now consider the author of the ‘ Koscimi’ a*, more 
than a special pleader or pamphleteer in verse, lie 
seldom reaches the heart--except in some few lines 
of penitential fervour—ami he never ascended to 
the higher regions of imagination, then trod by Col- 
lins, (gray, and Akensidc. With the beauties of 
external nature he had not the slightest sympathy. 
He died before he had well attained the prime of life ; 
yet there is no youthful enthusiasm about his works, 
nor any indications that he sighed for a higher fame 
than that cf being the terror of actors and artists, 
noted for his libertine eccentricities, and distin¬ 
guished for his devotion to Wilkes. That he mis¬ 
applied strong original talents in following out these 
pitiful or unworthy objects of his ambition, is unde¬ 
niable; but as a satirical poet—the oulv character 
in which he appears as an author he is’immeasur- 
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! wised an accession of comfort and respectability, 

| proved the bane of poor Churchill. He was in his 
( twenty-seventh year, and his conduct hud l>een up 
' to this period irreproachable. He now, however, 

. renewed his intimney with Lloyd and other school 
j companions, and launched into a career of dissipa- 
i tion and extravagance. His poetry drew him into 
i notice; and he not only disregarded his lectureship, 
j but he laid aside the clerical costume, and npjicarcd 
! in the extreme of fashion, with a blue coat, gold- 
laced hat, and ruffles. The dean of Westminster re- 
; nionstrated with him against this breach of clerical 
propriety, and his anirmidvorrions were seconded by 
! the poet’s parishioners. ('liurchdl affected to ridicule 
! this prudery, and Lloyd made it the subject of an 
| epigram :— 

To Churchill, 4hc bard, cries the Westminster dean, 
IiCathcr breeches,*" bite stockings! pray what do \<»u 
j r mean l j 

!; *Tia shameful, irreverent—you must keep t*» church 
!• rules. 

: If wise ones I will ; and if not tliey’re for fools, 
i If reason don’t hind me, I’ll shake ofl all fetters, 

!' To he black and all black 1 shall leave to my betteis. 

I' 

i 'Die dean and the congregation were, however, too 
powerful, and Churchill found it necessary to resign 
the lectureship. His ready pen still threw off at 
will his popular satires, and he plunged into the 
grossest debaucheries. These (excesses he attempte 1 
to justify in a poetical epistle to Llovd, entitled 
‘ Night/in which he revenges him.wlf on prudence 
and the world by railing at them in good set terms. 
‘This vindication proceeded/ sa\ s his biographer, 

4 on the exploded doctrine, that the barefaced avowal 
of yin* is less c ulpable than tin* practice of it under 
a hypocritical assumption of virtue. The measure 
of guilt in the individual K we conceive, tolerably 
equal; but the sanction and dangerous example 
aflbrded in the former ease, renders it, in a public ; 
point of view, an evil of tenfold magnitude.* The 
poet’s irregularities affected bis powers of composi¬ 
tion, and bis poem of The ( rV/o.,7, published at this 
time, was an incoherent and tiresome production. 
A greater evil, too. was his acquaintance with 
Wilkes, unfortunately equally conspicuous for public 
faction and private debauchery. Churchill assisted 
his new associate in the North Briton, and received 
the profit arising from its sale. * This circumstance 
rendered him of importance enough to U* inc luded 
with Wilkes in the list of those whom the mes- 
i sengers had verbal instructions to apprehend under 
, the general warrant issued for that purjio.se, the 
| execution of which gave rise to the most jxipulur 
i and only beneficial part of the warm contest that 
I ensued with government. Churchill was with Wilkes 
| at the time the latter was apprehended, and himself j 
. only escaped owing to the messenger’s ignorance of 
his person, and to the presence of mind with which 
Wilk es addressed him by the name of Thomson.’* I 
The poet now set about his satire, the Piophecy of 
Famine , which, like Wilkes’s North Briton, was 
specially directed against the Scottish nation. The 
j outlawry of Wilkes separated the friends, but they 
i kept up a correspondence, and Churchill continued 

♦ Life of Churchill prefix<xl to works. London: 1804. When 
Churchill entered the room, Wilkes was in custody of the 
messenger. * Good morning, Mr Thomson,* said Wilke# to 
him. * How doe# Mrs 'Thomson do ? Does she dine in the 
country ?’ Churchill took th© hint as readily as it had boon 
given. Ho replied that Mrs Thomson was waiting for him, 
and that lie only came, for a moment, to ask him how ho did. 
Then almost directly he took his leave, hastened home, secured 
his papers, retired Into the country’, and eluded all search. 


to be a keen political satirist The excesses of his ! 
daily life remained equally conspicuous. Hogarth, 
who was opposed to Churchill for being a friend 
of Wilkes, characteristically exposed his habits 
by caricaturing the satirist in the form of a bear j 
dressed canonically, with ruffles at his paws, and | 
holding a i>ot of porter. Churchill took revenge j 
in a fierce and sweeping ‘epistle* to Hogarth, which jj 
is said to have caused him the most exquisite pain, jl 
After separating from his wife, and forming an u»- » 
happy connexion with another female, the (laugh- : 
ter of a Westminster tradesman, whom he had 
seduced, ('imrehill’s career drew to a sad and pre- ; 
mature close. In Octnljer 1?*>4 he went to France! 
to pay a visit to his friend Wilkes, and was sebsed t 
at Boulogne with a fever, which proved fatal on the 
4th of November. With his clerical profession 
Churchill had thrown off his lxdief in Christianity, 
and Mr Southey mentions, that though he made his ,1 
will only the day Ix-forc his death, there is in it not ! 
the slightest expression of religious faith or hope, j 
So highly popular and productive had his satires ; 
proved, that he was enabled to bequeath an annuity j 
of sixty pounds to his widow, and fifty to the more j 
unhappy woman whom he had seduced, and some i 
surplus remained to his sons. The poet was buried I 
at Dover, and some of his gay associates placed over 
his grave a stone on which was engraved a line from ; 
one of his own poems— ! 

Life to the la-t enjoyed, here Churchill lie-. j 

The enjoyment may Ik* doubted, hardly less than ! 
the taste of the inscription. It is certain that \ 
Churchill expressed his compunction for parts of his j 
conduct, in verses that evidently came from the j 
heart: — j 

Look hack ! a thought which borders on despair, . J 
Which human nature must, yet cannot hear. j 

Ti- not the bubbling of a busy world, , 

Where praise or censure art* at random burled, 

Which cun the meanest of my thoughts control, \ 

Or shake one settled purpose of my soul ; I 

Free and at large might tlu ir wild curses roam, 

If all, if all, alas ! v,crc well at home. 

No ; ’tis the talc, which angry conscience tells, 

When she with more than tragic horror swells ! 

Karh circumstance of guilt ; when stem, blit true, ; 
She brings had actions forth into review*, ,j 

Ami, like the dread handwriting on the wall, ! 

Bids late remorse awake at reason’s call ; ,j 

Armed at all points, bids scorpion vengeance pu.ss, s 
And to the mind holds up reflection's glass— jj 

The mind which starting heaves the heart-felt groan, 
And hates that form she knows to he her own. 

The Conference. , 

11 

The most ludicrous, and, on the whole, the best of ; 
Churchill's satires, is his Prophecy of Famine, a ; 1 
Scots pastoral, inscrilied to Wilkes. The Earl of jl 
Bute’s administration lmd directed the enmity of all / 
disappointed patriots and keen partisans against the ; 
Scottish nation. Even Johnson and Junius dcs- j 
ccndod to this petty national prejudice, and Churchill 1 
revelled in it with such undisguised exaggeration 
and broad humour, that the most saturnine or sensi¬ 
tive of our countrymen must have laughed at its 
absurdity. This unique pastoral opens as follows;— ; 

Two boys whoso birth, beyond all question, springs 
From groat and glorious, though forgotten kings, 
Shepherds of Scottish lineage, born and bird 
On the same bleak and barren mountain’s head, 

By niggard nature doomed on the same rocks 
To spin out life, and starve themselves and docks. 

Fresh as the morning, which, enrobed in mist. 

The mountain’s top with usual dillness kissed. 
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Jockey and Sawney to ’clothes; NorTt nn 

Soon dad I ween, where nature needs no cwuie , 

Where from their youth mured Xre aptly. 

Dress and her vam k J bone s to crown, Each math 

sgs 

isasKf^ «; 

Oft at his strung?, all natural though rudt, In ‘Night 

The Highland lass forgot her want of food, Lloyd on 

j a n A whilst she scratched her lover into rc*t, 

I sunk p eased, though hungry, on her Sawney s breast. \\ hat is t 
! fJmZ eye could reach no tree was seen, 

I Earth, clad in russet, scorned the itch put i. Lani«*nt tl 

f The plague of locusts they secure dtf\ , 

I For inTrce hours a S msshop,,cr ,oust die « « 

No living thing, whatccr » ; * there, “Custom 

But the chameleon who can fut. t on at • tli. 

No birds, except as buds ot pa.v-.igi m . 

ten 

»- . .. 

Furnished with hit ter draughts the st. ad> < The ropi 

No flowers embalmed the air, hut one white .«->. tlin . • N 

Which, on the tenth of .lime, ht ui'tinct ■ enjoyed si 

Bv instinct blows at morn, and, when the . lia It. aml i„<U-o 

Of drizzly eve prevail, bv imtinct tut cs. ^ , ulu j t , rs i ol)( 

; I„ the same poem ClmrchiU thus aUttdos to liimsell: > in any of 

Me, whom no muse of Ueavoidy hinh inspires, 

No judgment tempers, when rush r < mu tiu. , 

Who boast no merit hut mere knack of rhy.nr, 

Short gleams of sense ami satire nut of turn , w | to 

! Who cannot follow where trim fumy h-.id* < 1 

i By prattling streams, o'er flower-impurpicd mead.* , 1Ia<1 j t 

I Who often, but without success, have pni)cd While f 

< For apt Alliteration’s artful aid ; < Witlmu 

Who would, but cannot, with a master > ^ ill, A plan. 

Coin fine new epithets which mean no■ill • Highly 

Me, thus uncouth, thus every way unlit In itsell 

!• For pacing poesy, and ambling wit, Nothin; 

| Taste with contempt beholds, nor deigns t‘> p ai< When t 

i: Amongst the lowest of her favoured race. Bough 

j The characters of Garrick, &c., iu t 


to IWk 


In comedy, hie natural road to fame, J 

Nor let me call it by a meaner name, j 

Where a beginning, middle, and an «J® 

Are aptly joined ; where part* on part, depend, 

Each made for each, a* bodies lor their soul, | 

So as to form one true and perfect whole, i 

Where a plain story to the eye i. told. 

Which we conceive the moment we behold, 

Hogarth unrivalled stands, and shall engage 
Unrivalled praise to the most distant age. 

In ‘Night,’ Churchill thus gaily addressed his friend 
Lloyd on the proverbial poverty of poets: 

What is’t to us, if taxes rise or fall! 

Thanks to our fortune, wo pnv none at all. 

Let muckworms, wlm in dirty acres deal, 

Lament those hardships which we cannot feci. 

His (irnce, who smarts, may bellow it Jr please, 

But must I bellow t«»», who sit at i€- . 

Bv custom safe, the poet’s number* li< w 
Kree as the light and air some years ago. 

No statesman e'er v.ill find it w'Ttli hi* pan;* 

' 1*0 tux our labours and excise o»r brain*. 

Burthens like these, vile earthly l;mlumg.« bear; 

N<* tribute’s laid on castle* in the air . 

The reputation of (’lmrcbill wasulso an aerial strm> 
ture. ‘No English poet,’nays Southey, * had ever 
enjoved so excessive and so short lived a popularity; 
and indeed no one seems more thoroughly to have 
understood bis own power*; there is no indication 
tin nnv of his pieces that he could ha;..-.lone any 
thing better than tin* thing be did. io \\ dkes he 
paid, that nothing came out t ill hr began to be pleasod 
with it himself; but. to the public, he bmisted ot the 
baste and carelessness with which Ins verses were 
poured forth. 

Had 1 the p«<\vcr, I could not have the time, 

While spirit* flow, arid lit** is in her priim , 

Without a sin 'gainst pkamre, to d'dgn 
A plan, to methodise nodi thought, each 1 me, 
Highly to finish, and make cwry gran- 
In itself charming, take new charm* from plaec. 
Nothing of books, and little known of men. 

When the mad fit comes on 1 seize the ;*ci. ; 

Bough as they run, the rapid thoughts ?■ t down, 
Bough as they run, discharge them on the town. 

} popularity which is easily gained, is lost as easily; 

1 . * , __ ..1 l!.„. 1 > <•/.<. /if iiimwl a 


The ciiaracters oi V.IUH1G iv, v...-. 

now ceased to interest; hut some of these rough j p ul , iritv Inch is easily gained, is lost us easily ; 
rycn-and-ink sketches of Churchill are happily exe- rC p U tations resembling the lives of insects, 

euted. Smollett, who he believed had attacked him whos(? shortness 0 f existence is compensated hv its 
in the Critical Review, he alludes to with mingled I p r0 p 0rt j (>n () f enjoyment. I Icy perhaps imagined 


I lli mv; w* - 

| approbation and ridicule— 

I Whence could arise this mighty critic spleen, 

! Th- -mis* a trifler, and her theme so mean l 
W had J done that angry heaven should fttml 
i | K bitterest foe where most I wished a friend < 

Oft hath my tongue been wanton at thy name, 

1 And hailed the honours of thy matchless fame. 

; For me let hoary Fielding bite the ground, 

So nobler Pickle stands superbly bound ; 

From Livy’s temples tear the historic crown, 
Which with more justice blooms upon thine own. 
Compared with thee, be all life-writers dumb, 

But he who wrote the Life of 'I ommy Ihumb. 
Whoever read the Itegicide but swore 
The author wrote as man ne er wrote before . 
Others for plots and under plots may call, 

| Here’s the right method—have no plot at ull . 

: Of Hogarth— 

i In walks of humour, in that cast of style, 

! WhX probing to the quick, yet makes us smile ; 


WHOM.* f»UUi UW.n .1 V/, V.*| . •• -.i 

proportion of enjoyment. lie perhaps imagined 
that bis genius would preserve his subjects, in spices 
preserve a mummy, and that the individuals whom 
lie had eulogised or stigmatised would go down to 
posterity in his verse, as an old admiral comes home 
from the West Indies in a puncheon of rum : he did 
not consider that the rum is rendered loathsome, and 
that the spices with which the Pharaohs ami l’oti- 
phars were embalmed, wasted their sweetness in the 
catacombs. But, in this part of his conduct, there 
was no want of worldly prudence: he was enriching 
himself by hasty w ritings, for which the immediate 
sale was in proportion to the bitterness and perso¬ 
nality of the satire.’ 

MICHAEL riRUCK. 


! the right method— have no plot at’ull ! Michael Biirei; -a young and lamented Scottish 

, Here * the ngnt poet of rich proniise-wu* tiorn at Kinncsswood, 

! Of Hogarth— parish of l’ortmoak, county of Kinross, on the 27th 

w . lk . 0 f humour, in that cast of style, 0 f March 17-16. His fattier was a humble trades- 

1 Which nrobinff to the quick, yet makes us smile ; man, a weaver, who was burdened with a family of 

’ P .. * to bo a weat eight children, of whom the poet was the fifth, lbe 

* The birth-day of the old bl J^ ^ of u 10ae dreariest poverty and obscurity hung over the poets 

\Urn,.M “if”. 
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[ man, and trained all his children to a knowledge of 
i their letters, and a deep sense of religious duty. In 
1 the summer months Michael was put out to herd 
j cattle. His education was retarded by this eraploy- 
' ¥ ment; hut his training us a poet was benefited by 
: solitary communion with nature, amidst scenery 
that overlooked Lochleven and its tine old ruined 
castle. When he had arrived at his fifteenth year, 
the poet was judged fit for college, and at this time 
a relation of his father died, leaving him a legacy of 
200 merksScots, or XU, 2s. 2d. sterling. This sum 
the old man piously devoted to the education of his 
j favourite son, who proceeded with it to Edinburgh, 
j and was enrolled a student of the university. Michael 
' was soon distinguished fur his proficiency, and for 
his taste for poetry. Having been thru* sessions at 
college, supported by his parents and some kind 
friends and neighbours, Bruce engaged to tench a 
school at Uiiirnc.♦Bridge, where he received for his 
"labour* about XII |w*r annum! He afterwards re¬ 
moved to Forest Hill, near Alloa, where he taught 
fur some time with no bettor ‘mooes*. His srhool- 
; room was luvv-nw»fc ! and damp, and the poor youth, I 
j confined for five <>r»MK lours a-day in this unwlole- ^ 
’ some atmosphere, dt pressed by poverty and dis.ip- j 
j poiutment, soon lost health and spirits. He wrote j 
; his jss'in of /.or/t/cj'oi at J’oiest Hill, bnt was at 
length forced to ivturn to his father’s cottage, whi< h 
! he never again hft. A pulmonary i omplaint had 
settled on him, and he v.as in the last stage of 
! consumption. With death full in his view, he wrote 
! his (hit- t> SpruiJj, ihr fiwst of all his productions, 
i He was pious and cheerful to the last, and died on 
' the 51H of July 1707. aged twenty-one years and 
three months. His Bible was found upon Ids pillow, 
marked down at Jer. \.\ii. In, ' Weep ye not tor 
the dead, neither bemoan him/ So blameless a lift 
could not indeed U* contemplated without pleasure, 

• but its premature termination mud have been a 
I heavy blow to Ids aged parents, who hud struggled 
j in their poverty to nurture his youthful genius. 


me 


Bruce** Monument in Portuumk Churchyard. 

Tlte poem* of Bruce wore first given to the world 
by hia college friend John Logan, in 1770, who 
warmly eulogised the cliaracter and talents of his 
brother poet They were reprinted in 1784, and 


afterwards included in Anderson’s edition of the 
poets. The late Tenerable and benevolent Principal 
Baird, hi 1807, published an edition by subscription 
for the benefit of Bruce’s mother, then a widow. In 
1$37, a complete edition of the poems was brought 
out, with a life of the author from original sources, 
by the Kev. William Mackelvie, Balgedie, Kinross- 
shire. In this full and interesting memoir ample 
reparation is made to the injured" shade of Michael 
Bruce for any neglect or injustice done to his poetical 
fame by his early friend Logan. Had Bruce lived, 
it is probable lie would have taken a high place 
among our national poet*. He was gifted with the 
requisite enthusiasm, fancy, and love of nature. 
There was a moral beauty in his life and character 
which would naturally have expanded itself in 
poetical composition. The pieces le has left have 
all the marks of youth ; a style only half-formed 
' and immature, and resemblance* to other poets, so 
dose and frequent, that the reade** is constantly 
stumbling on some familiar image or expression, 
i In * Loehleveu/ a descriptive poem in blank verse, he 
has taken Thomson as his model. The opening is 
a paraphrase of the commencement of Thomson’s 
Spring, and epithets taken from the Seasons occur 
throughout the whole jkkuti, with traces of Milton, 
Os*ian &«\ The following passage is the most ori- j 
gimtl and pleasing in the poem :— j 

[A Rural Pirfurr.] 

V.ov Oilier Industry, illustrious power! 

Hath raided the peaceful cottage, culm abode 
< H innocence and joy : now, sweating, guide* 

The Honing ploughshare ; tames the stubborn soil; 
Leads the lorn: drain along the unfertile marsh; 

Bid* the bleak hill with venial verdure bloom, 

The haunt of flocks ; and clothes the barren heath 
With waving harvests and the golden grain. 

Fair from hi* hand behold the village rise, 
in rural pridt, ! mong intermingled trees! 

Al«oo whose aged tops the joyful * wains, 

At even-tide descending from the hill, 

With eye enamoured, mark the* many wreaths 
of pillared smoke, high curling to the clouds. 

The streets resound with Labour's various voice, 

Who whistles itt hi* work. (Jay on the green, 

Young blooming bovs, and girls with golden hair, 

Trip, nimble-footed, wanton in their play, 

The village hope. All in a reverend row, 

Their grav-haired grands ires, sitting in the sui:, 

Before the gate, and leaning on the staff, 

The well-remembered stories of their youth 
Beeount, and shake their aged locks with joy. 

How fair a prospect rises to the eye, 

Where Beauty vies in all her vernal forms, 

For ever pleasant, and for ever new ! 

Swells the exulting thought, expands the soul, 
Browning each ruder care : a blooming train 
Of bright ideas rushes on the mind. 

Imagination rouses at the scene ; 

And backward, through the gloom of ages past, 
Beholds Arcadia, like a rural queen, 

Encircled with her swain* and rosy nymphs, 

The mazy dance conducting on the green. 

Nor yield to old Arcadia’s blissful vales 
Thine, gentle Lcven ! Green on either hand 
Thy meadows spread, unbroken of the plough, 

With beauty all their own. Thy fields rejoice 
With all the riches of the golden year. 

Fat on the plain, and mountain’s sunny side, 

Large droves of oxen, and the fleecy docks, 

Feed undisturbed ; and fill the echoing air 
With music, grateful to the master's ear. 

The traveller stops, and gazes round and round 
O’er all the scenes, that animate his heart 
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With mirth and music. Even t-lie mendicant, 

Bo when t with age, that on the old gray stone, 

Sole sitting, suns him in the public way. 

Feels his heart leap, and to himself he sings. 

The conclusion of the poem gives us another picture 
of rural life, with a pathetic glance at the poet’s own 
condition:— 

[ Virtue and Happiness in the Country.] 

How blest the man who, in these peaceful plain*, 
Ploughs his paternal field ; far from the noise, 

The care, and bustle of a busy world! 

All in the sacred, sweet, sequestered vale 
Of solitude, the secret primrose-path 
Of rural life, he dwells; and with him dwells 
Peace and content, twins of the sylvan shade, 

And all the graces of the golden age. 

Such is Agricola, the wise, the good; 

By nature formed for the calm retreat, 

The silent path of life. Learned, hut not fraught 
With self-importance, as the starched fool, 

Who challenges respect by solemn face, 

By studied accent, and high-sounding phni.e. 
Enamoured of the shade, but not morose, 

Politeness, raised in courts by frigid rules, 

}'! With him spontaneous grows. Not books alone, 
j; But man his study, and the better part ; 
j To tread the ways of virtue, and to act 
! The various scenes of life with (iod’s applau-e. 
i Deep in the bottom of the flowery vale, 
j With blooming sallows and the leafy twine 
I Of verdant alders fenced, his dwelling stands 
j Complete in rural elegance. The door, 
j By which the poor or pilgrim never passed, 
j Still open, speaks the master's bounteous heart. 

I There, 0 how sweet! amid the fragrant shrub*, 
i At evening cool to sit; while, on their bough*, 

The nested songsters twitter o’er their young; 
j And the hoarse low of folded cattle breaks 
1 The silence, wafted o’er the sleeping lake, 

1 Whose waters glow beneath the purple tin ire 
Of western cloud ; while converge sweet deceive* 

The stealing foot of time ! (>r where the ground, 

Mounded irregular, points out the graves 
Of our forefathers, and the hallowed fane, 

Where swains assembling worship, let us walk, 

1 In softly-soothing melancholy thought, 

As night's seraphic bard, immortal Young, 

Or sweet-complaining Gray ; there sec the goal 
Of human life, where drooping, faint, and tire 1, 
j Oft missed the prize, the weary racer rests. 

Thus sung the youth, amid unfertile wild* 

And nameless deserts, unpoetic ground! 

Far l' i. his friends he strayed, recording thu* 
i The dear remembrance of his native fields, 

' To cheer the tedious night; while slow disease 
Preyed on his pining vitals, and the blasts 
< >f dark December shook his humble cot. 

The Last Day is another poem by Bruce in blank 
verse, but is inferior to ‘ Loehleven.’ The want of 
j originality is more felt on a subject exhausted hv 
j Milton, Young, and Blair; but even in this, as in Ins 
| other works, the warmth of feeling and graceful 
j freedom of expression which characterise Bruce are 
j seen and felt. In poetical beauty and energy, as in 
f biographical interest, his latest effort, the Eleyy, 
must ever rank the first in his productions. With 
some weak lines and borrowed ideas, this poem lias 
an air of strength and ripened maturity that power¬ 
fully impresses the reader, and leaves him to 
wonder at the fortitude of the youth, who, in strains 
of such sensibility and genius, could describe the 
cheerful appearances of nature, and the certainty of 
his own speedy dissolution. 


KUyy — Written in Sjmny. 

’Tis past: 1 ho iron North has spent his rage ; 

istern Winter now resigns the lengthening day J 
The stormy bowlings of the winds assuage, 

And warm o’er ether western breezes play. 

Of genial heat mid cheerful light the source. 

From southern climes, beneath another sky, 

The sun, returning, wheels his golden course; 

Before his beams all noxious vapours tly. 

Far to the north grim Winter draws his train, 

To his own clime, to Zembhi’s frozen shore ; 

Where, throned on ice, he holds eternal reign ; 

Where whirlwinds madden, ami where tempers 
roar. 

Loosed from the hands of frost, the verdant ground 
Again puts on her robe of checrlWi green, 

Again puts forth her (lowers ; and all around 
Smiling, the cheerful face of spring is seen. 

Behold ! the tree.* new deck their withered boughs; 

Their ample leave*, the hospitable plane, 

Tiie taper dm, and lofty ash disclose ; 

The blooming hawthorn variegates the scene. 

The lily of the vale, of (lowers the queen, 

Puts on the robe she neither sewed nor spun ; 

The birds on ground, or on the branches green, 

Hop to and fro, and glitter in the run. 

Soon as o’er eastern lulls the morning peers, 

Fr<»m her low ne*t the tufted lark up.*pi mg* ; 

And, cheerful singing, tip the air *he steers ; 

Still high she mounts, still loud and sweet she singes. 

On the green furze, clothed o’er with golden 1 looms 
That till the air with fragrance all around, 

The linnet sit*, and trieks hi.s glossy j luno *, 

While o'er the wild his broken notes rc*o:tud. 

While the sun journeys down the we*rern *):v, 

Along the green sward, marked with Homan mound, 
Beneath the Mithsome shepherd's watchful eve, 

The cheerful lambkin* dance and frisk around. 

Now is the time for thou* who wi*d<>m love, 

\\ ho love to walk in \ iitue’s fiowerv r* ad, 

Along the lovely paths of spring to rove. 

And follow Nature up to Nature's God. 

Thus Zoroaster studied Nature’s laws; 

Thus Socrates, the wisest of mankind ; 

Thus heaven-taught Plato traced the Almighty cause, 
And left the wondering multitude behind. 

Thus Ashley gathered academic hays; 

Thus gentle Thomson, ns the seasons roll, 

Taught them to sing the great Creator’* prui.-e, i 

And hear their poet’s name from pole to p<dc. 

Thus have T walked along the dewy lawn ; 

My frequent foot the blooming wild hath worn ; 
Before the lark I’ve sung the beauteous dawn, 

And gathered health from nil the gales of mom. 

And, even when winter chilled the aged year, I 

1 wandered lonely o’er the hoary plain ; 

Though frosty Boreas warned me to forbear, j 

Boreas, with all his tempests, warned in vain. j 

Then, sleep my nights, and quiet blessed my days j I 
I feared no loss, my mind was all my store; !( 

No anxious wishes e’er disturbed my case; 

Heaven gave content and health— I asked no more. 

Now, Spring returns: but not to me returns j 

The venial joy my better years have known; 

Dim tn my breast life’s dying taper bums, i 

And all the joys of life with health are fiown. i 
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i Storting and shivering in the in constant wind, 
Meagre and pale, the ghost of what I was, 

Beneath some blasted tree I lie reclined, 

And count the silent moments as the*/ pas*: 

{ The winged moments, whose unsta/ing speed 
! No art can stop, or in their course arrest; 

Whoso tlight shall shortly count me with the dead, 
i And lay me down in peace with them at rest. 

Oft morning dreams presage approaching fate ; 

; And morning dreams, as poets tell, are true, 
j Led by pale ghosts, I enter Death's dark gate, 
j Ami bid the realms of light and life adieu. 

I hear the helpless wail, the slun k of wo ; 

I see the muddy wave, the dreary shore, 

The sluggish streams that slowly creep below, 

Which morals visit, and return no more. 

• 

Farewell, ye blooming fields! ve elu-erful plains » 
Knough for me the churchyard's lonely mound, 

Where melancholy with still silence reign*. 

And the rank grass waves o'er the cheerless ground. 

There let me wandVr at the shut of eve. 

When sleep sits dewy on the labourer’s eye**: 

The world ami all its busy follies leave 

And talk with Wisdom where my Daphnis lies. 

There let me sleep, forgotten in the chiv, 

When death shall shut these weary aching eye-*; 

Rest in the hopes of an eternal day, 

Till the long night is gone, and the last morn arise. 


JOHN LOGAN. 

Mr D'lsraeli, in bis ‘Calamities of Authors,’ lias 
included the name of John Ixh;an as one of those 
unfortunate men of genius whose life has been 
marked by disappointment and misfortune. He 
had undoubtedly formed to himself a high standard 
of literary excellence and ambition, to which he 
never attained; but there is no evidence to warrant 
the assertion that Logan died of a broken heart. 
From one source of depression and misery he was 
happily exempt : though he died at the early age 
of forty, he left behind him a sum of £000. D>gan 
was lx*rn at Soutra, in the parish of Fala, Mid- 
Lothian. in 1748. His father, a small farmer, edu¬ 
cated him for the church,and, after he had obtained 
a license to preach, lie distinguished himself so 
much by his pulpit eloquence, that he was appointed 
one of the ministers of South lxith. He after¬ 
wards read a course of lectures on the Philosophy 
of History in Kdinlmrgh, the substance of which he 
published in 1781; and next year he gave to the 
public one of his lectures entire on the Gotyrnment 
of Asia. The same year he published his poems, 
which were well received; and in 1783 he produced 
a tragedy called PunnimetU\ founded on the .signing 
of Magna C-harta, llis parishioners were opposed 
to such tin exercise of his talents, and unfortunately 
Lognn had lapsed into irregular and dissipated 
habits. The consequence w’as, that he resigned his 
charge on receiving a small annuity, and proceeded 
to London, where he resided till his death in De- 
^cember 1788. During his residence in London, 
Logan was a contributor to the Knglish Review, 
and wrote ft pamphlet on the Charges Against War¬ 
ren Hastings , which attracted some" notice. Among 
his manuscripts were fouud several unfinished tra¬ 
gedies, thirty lectures on Roman history, portions 
of a periodical work, and a collection of sermons, 
from which two volumes were selected and pub¬ 
lished by his executors. The sermons are warm 


and passionate, full of piety and fervour, and must 
have been highly impressive when delivered. 

One act in the literary life of Logan we have 
already adverted to— his publication of the poems 
of Michael Bruce. His conduct as an editor cannot 
be justified. He left out several pieces by Bruce, ; 
and, as be states in ins preface, ‘to make up n mis- j 
n llany,’ poems by different authors were inserted, i 
The best of these he claimed, and published after¬ 
wards as bis ow n. The friends of Bruce, indignant ! 
at his conduct, have since endeavoured to snatch ; 
this laurel from his brows, and considerable unccr- j 
tainty hangs over the question. With respect to j 
the most valuable piece in tin? collection, the Ode j 
to the Cuckoo—‘ magical stanzas’ says D’lsraeli, J 
and all will echo the praise, ‘of picture, melody, ! 
and sentiment,’ and which Burke admired so much, { 
that on visiting Edinburgh, lie sought out Jx»gan j 
to compliment him—with respect to this beautiful j 
effusion of fancy and feeling, the evidence seems to ; 
he as follows:—In favour of I.cgan, there is the open - 
publication of the ode under his own name; the ; 
fact of his having shown it in manuscript to several 
friends before its publication, and declared it to be 
his coni]K)«ition ; and that, during the w hole of his j 
life, his claim to he the author was riot disputed. ; 
On the other hand, in favour of Bruce, there is the , 
oral testimony of his relations and friends, that they 
always understood him to be the author; and the ( 
w ritten evidence of Dr Davidson, Professor of Na¬ 
tural and (’ivil History, Aberdeen, that he saw a copy 
of the ode in the jxisscssinn of a friend of Bruce, Mr 
Biekerton, who assured him it was in the handwrit¬ 
ing of Bruce; that this copy was signed * Michael 
Bruce,’ and below it were written the words, ‘You 
will think I Plight have been In tter employed than 
writing alxmt a yotrfr —[Auglier, cuckoo.] It is 
unfavourable to the rase of Logan, that he retained 
some of the manuscript* of Bruce, and his conduct 
throughout the whole affair w as careless and unsa- 
I tisfactorv. Bruce’s friends also claim for him some 
i of the hymns published by Logan as his own, and 
they show that the unfortunate young hard had , 
applied himself to compositions of this kind, though j 
i none appeared iri his works as published by IiOean. , 
The truth here seems to be, that Bruce was the 
founder, and Logan the ]xribeter, of these exquisite 
devotional strains: the former supplied stanzas j: 
which the latter extended into poems, imparting to 
the whole a finished elegance and beauty of diction j 
which certainly llruc * docs not seem to have been 
capable of giving. Without adverting to the dis¬ 
puted ode, the Ivest of Duran's productions are his 
verses on a 17v»7 to the (run try m Autumn , his half 
dramatic poem of The Torres, ami his ballad stanzas 
on the Puns of Yarrow. A vein of tenderness and 
moral sentiment runs through the whole, and his i 
language is select and poetical. In some lines On j 
the Death of a Young Lady, we have the following | 
true and touching exclamation :— j 

What tragic tears bedew the eye! j 

What deaths we suffer ere we die ! ! 

Our broken friendships wc deplore, j 

And loves of youth that arc no more! 

No after-friendships e’er can raise 
The endearments of our early days, ; 

And ne’er the heart such fondness prove, i 
As when it first began to lore. j 

To the Cuckoo. 

Hail, beauteous stranger of the grove! 

Thou messenger of Spring l 
Now Heaven repairs thy rural seat, 

And woods thy welcome sing. 
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What time the daisy decks the green, 

Thy certain voice we hear j 

Haet thou a star to guide thy path, 

Or mark the rolling year ? 

Delightful visitant! with thee 
I hail the time of flowery 
And hear the sound of music sweet 
From birds among tho bowers. 

The schoolboy, wandering through the wood 
To pull the primrose gay. 

Starts, the new voice of spring to hear,* 

And imitates thy lay. 

What time the pea puts on the bloom, 

Thou flie9t thy vocal vale, 

An annual guest in other lands, 

Another Spring to hail. 

Sweet bird ! thy bower is ever green, 

Thy sky is ever clear; 

Thou hast no sorrow in thy song, 

No Winter in thy year! 

O could I fly, Td fly with thee l 
We’d make, with joyful wing, 

Our annual visit o’er the globe, 

Companions of the Spring. 

[ Written in a Visit to the Country in Autumn. ] 

*Tis past! no more the Summer blooms ! 

Ascending in the rear, 

Behold congenial Autumn comes, 

The Sabbath of the year! 

What time thy holy whispers breathe, 

The pensive evening shade beneath, 

And twilight consecrates the floods ; 

While nature strips her garment gay, 

And wears the vesture of decay, 

0 let me wander through the sounding woods ? 

Ah! well-known streams !—ah ! wonted groves, 
Still pictured in my mind ! 

Oh! sacred scene of youthful loves, 

Whose image lives behind! 

While sad I ponder on the past, 

The joys that must no longer last; 

The wild-flower strewn on Summer’s bier, 

The dying music of the grove, 

And the last elegies of love, 

Dissolve the soul, and draw the tender tear! 

Alas ! the hospitable hall. 

Where youth and friendship played, 

Wide to the winds a ruined wall 
Projects a death-like shade! 

The charm is vanished from the vales ; * 

V. voice with virgin-whisper hails 
A stranger to his native bowers : 

No more Arcadian mountains bloom, 

Nor Enna valleys breathe perfume ; 

The fancied Eden fades with all its flowers I 

Companions of the youthful scene, 

Endeared from earliest days I 
With whom I sported on the green, 

Or roved the woodland maze! 

* This line originally stood— 

* Starts thy curious voice to hear/ 


Long-exiled from your native clime, 

Or by the thunder stroke of time 
Snatched to the shadows of despair; 

I hear your voices in the wind, 

Your forms in every walk I find; 

I stretch my arms : ye vanish into air! 

My steps, when innocent and young, 

These fairy paths pursued ; 

And wandering o’er the wild, I sung 
My fancies to tho wood. 

I mourned the linnet-lover’s fate, 

Or turtle from her murdered mate, 
Condemned the widowed hours to wail: 
Or w hile the mournful vision rose, 

I sought to weep for imaged woes, 

Nor real life believed a tragic tale! 

Alas! misfortune’s cloud unkind *• 

May summer soon oVrcaat ! * 

And cruel fate’s untimely wind 
All human beauty blast! 

The wrath of nature smites our bowers, 

And promised fruits and cherished flowers, 
The hopes of life in embryo sweeps; 

Pale o’er the ruins of his prime, 

And desolate before bis time, 

Jn silence sad the mourner walks and weeps! 

Relentless power! whose fated stroke 
O’er wretched man prevails! 

Ha! love’s eternal chain is broke. 

And friendship’s covenant fails! 
Upbraiding forms! a moment’s ease— 

O memoir! ln»w shall I appease 

The bleeding shade, the unlaid ghost ? 
What charm cun bind the gu.thirig eve, 

What voice console the incessant sigh, 

And everlasting longings for the lost t 

Yet not unwelcome waves the wood 
That hides me in its gloom, 

While lost in melancholy mood 
I muse upon the tomb. 

Their chequered leaves the branches shed ; 
Whirling in eddies o’er my head, 

They sadly sigh that Winter’s near: 

The warning voice 1 hear behind, 

That shakes the wood without a wind, 

And solemn sounds the death-bell of the year. 

Nor will I court Lethean streams, 

The sorrowing sense to steep ; 

Nor drink oblivion of the themes 
On which I love to weep. 

Belated oft by fabled rill, 

While nightly o’er the hallowed hill 
Aerial music seems to mourn ; 

I’ll listen Autumn’s closing strain; 

Then woo the walks of youth again, 

And pour my sorrows o’er the untimely urn! 

Complaint of Natuir. 

Few arc thy days and full of wo, 

O man of woman bom ! 

Thy doom is written, dust thou art, 

And shalt to dust return. 



■ / 


which was probably altered by Logan as defective In quantity. 
* Curious may be a Scotticism, but it is felicitous. It marks 
the unusual resemblance of the note of the cuckoo to the 
human voice, the cause of the start and imitation which follow. 
Whereas the “ new voice of spring” is not true; for many voices 
in spring precede that of the cuckoo, and it is not poculiar or 
striking, nor does it connect either with the start or imitation 
—Hot* by Lord Mackmsie (son of the * Man qfFeeHnf) in Bruce’s 
Poems, bp Rev. W. Mackelvie. 


Determined arc tho days that fly 
Successive o’er thy head ; 

The numbered hour is on the wing 
That lays thee with the dead. 

Alas! the little day of life 
)s shorter than a span; 

Yet black with thousaud hidden ills 
To miserable man. 
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Gay i* thy morning, flattering hope 
Thy uprightly step attends; 

But toon the tempest howl* behind, 

And the dark night descends. 

Before its splendid hour the cloud 
Comes o’er the Warn of light; 

A pilgrim in a weary land, 

Man tarries but a night. 

Behold ! sad emblem of thy state, 

The flowers that paint the field ; 

Or trees that crown the mountain's brow, 
And boughs and blossoms yield. 

When chill the blast of Winter blows, 
Away the Summer flics, 

The flowers resign their sunny robes, 

And all their beauty dies. 

Nipt by the Wear the forest fades; 

And shaking to the wind, 

'Die leaves toss to and fro, and streak 
The viildcmes* behind. 

The Winter past, reviving flowers 
Anew shall paint the plain. 

The woods shall hear the voice offspring, 
And flmirish green again. 

Hut man departs this earthly scene, 

Ah ! m ver t>> return ! 

No second Spring shall e'er revive 
The redie* of tin* urn. 

The inexorable doors of death 
What band can e’er untold? 

Wle* from the cerement* of the tomb 
Can raise the human mould ! 

The mighty flood that rolls along 
Its torrents to the main. 

The waters lost can ne’er recall 
From that abyss again. 

The days, the years, the ages, dark 
Descending down to night, 

Can never, never be redeemed 
Hack to the gates of light. 

So man departs the living scene, 

To night’s perpetual gloom ; 

The voice of morning ne’er shall break 
The si timbers of the tomb. 

Where are our father*! Whither gone 
The mighty men of old 1 
1 The patriarchs, prophet*, prince*, kings, 

In sacred book* enrolled 1 

(bme to the resting-place of man, 

T he everlasting home, 

Where age* past have gone before, 

Where future age* come.’ 

Thu* nature poured the wail of wo, 

And urged her earnest cry ; 

Her voice, in agony extreme, 

Ascended to the sky. 

The Almighty heard : then from hi* throne 
In majesty he rose ; 

And from the Heaven, that opened wide, 
His voice in mercy flows. 

* When mortal man resign* his breath, 

Aud fall* a clod of clay. 

The soul immortal wing* its flight 
To never-setting day. 

Prepared of old for wicked men 
The bed of torment lies; 

The just shall enter into bliss 
Immortal in the skies.’ 


The above hymn has been claimed for Michael 
Bruce by Mr Mackelvie, his biographer, on the faith 
of * internal evidence,* because two of the stanzas 
resemble a fragment in the handwriting of Bruce. 
We subjoin the stanzas and the fragment:— 

When chili the blast of winter blows, 

Away the summer flies, 

The flower* resign their sunny robes, 

And all their beauty dies. 

Nipt by the year the forest fades, 

And, shaking to the wind, 

The leaves toss to and fro, and streak 
The wilderness behind. 

* The hoar-frost glitters on the ground, the frequent 
leaf falls from the wood, and tosses to and fro down 
on the wind. The summer is gone with all his 
flowers; summer, the season of the muses; yet not 
the more cease 1 to wander where the muses haunt 
m ar spring or shadowy grove, or sunny hill. It 
was on a calm morning, while yet the darkness 
strove with the doubtful twilight, I rose and walked 
out under the opening eyelids of the morn.’ j 

If the originality of a poet is to Ik? questioned on 
the ground of such resemblances as the above, what 
modern is safe ? The images in l>oth pieces are 
common to all descriptive poets. Bruce’s Ossianic : 
fragment is patches! with expressions from Milton, ; 
which are neither marked as quotations nor printed 
as poetry. The reader will easily' recollect the fol¬ 
lowing :— 

Y< t not the more 
Cease I to wander where the Muses haunt 
Clear spring or shady grove, or sunny hill. 

Par. iMtt, Book iii 

Together both, ere the high lawns appeared 
Under the opening eyelids of the mom, 

We drove afield. 

Lyndas. 

THOMAS WARTON. 

The Wartons, like the Beaumonts, were a poeti- j 
cal race. Thomas, the historian of English poetry, 
was tiie second son of Dr Warton of Magdalen 
college, Oxford, who was twice chosen Professor of 
Poetry by his university’, and who wrote some pleas¬ 
ing verses, half scholastic and half sentimental. A , 
sonnet by the elder Warton is worthy being tran- | 
scribed, for its strong family likeness:— 

[ TFWtfcn ciflev seeing Windsor Castk.] 

From beauteous Windsor’s high and storied halls, 
Where Edward’s chiefs start from the glowing walls. 

To my low cot from ivory beds of state, 1 

Pleased 1 return unenviou* of the great. 1 

So the bee ranges o’er the varied scene* ; 

Of corn, of heaths, of fallows, and of greens, j 

Pervades the thicket, soars above the hill, j 

Or murmurs to the meadow’* murmuring rill; ’ 

Now haunts old hollowed oaks, deserted cell*, i 

Now seeks the low vale lily’s silver bell*; ‘ 

Sip* the warm fragrance of the greenhouse bowers, j 

And tastes the myrtle and the citron’s flower*; ; 

At length returning to the wonted comb, I 

Prefers to all hi* little straw-built home. < 

The poetry--professor died in 1745. His tastes, his 
love of poetry, and of the university, were continued 
by hi* son Thomas, bom in 1728. At sixteen, 
Thomas Warton was entered of Trinity college. He 
began early to write verses, and his Pleasures of 
Melancholy, published when he was nineteen, gave a 
promise of excellence which his riper productions 
aid not fulfil Having taken his degree, Warton 
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to 1780. 


obtained a fellowship, and in 1757 was appointed pression and general interest, but some of his longer 
Professor of Poetry. He was also curate of Wood- pieces, by their martial spirit and Gothic fancy, are 
stock, and rector of Kiddington, n small living near calculated to awaken a stirring and romantic entnii* 


The even tenor of his life was only varied 


Hazlitt considered some of his sonnets the j 


WAUUU. JLJIC vrwi - ' . J - - , . , . . I . 

by his occasional publications, one of which was an finest m the language, and they seem to have caught 
elaborate Essay on Spenser’s Faery Queen. He also the fancy of Coleridge and Bowles. The following i 
edited the minor poems of Milton, an edition which are picturesque and graceful: — 

Leigh Hunt says is a wilderness of sweets, and is the . j 

only one in which a true lover of the original can HWWc/i i» a Blank Leaf of Jhigdalc $ Monatham. 
pardon an exuberance of annotation. Some of the ^ )iol , ]ovoM of rifpmce thc „ a , 0 , 


notes are lnplily poetical, while others display War- F int . u .,l. lf ,al.,l 

ton’s taste for antiquities, for architecture siipcr- - , r f uM , 

station and lus intimate acquaintance with the old ‘ t *, f thl . s J { thc i,i, t « r l. 


Elizabethan writers. A still more important work, 
the History of English Poetry,, forms the basis of his 
I reputation. In this history Warton poured out in 
profusion the treasures of a full mind. 11 is antiqua¬ 
rian lore, his love of antique manners, and his chi¬ 
valrous feelings, found appropriate exercise in tracing 
the stream of our poetry from its first fountain- 


Now sunk by Time, and Henry’s fiercer rage. 
Think’st thou the warbling inures never smiled 
On his lone hours ( Ingenious views engage 
His thoughts on themes unelnssie falsely styled, 
Intent. While cloistered piety display* 

Her mouldering roll, the piercing eye explores 
New manners, and the pump ot elder day*. 
Whence culls the nenshe hard his mettuvd tort's 


springs, down to the luxuriant reign of Elizabeth, Whel|w vlllu t j u . i># . p H nl }lis y WUl ' rv% 
which he justly styled ‘the most poetical age of our | Xot rml< , h linr p nrmi ar( . the winding wav 
annals.’ Pope and Gray had planned schemes of a [ Qf hoar antiquity, but strewn with flower**. 


history of English poetry, in which thc authors were 
to be arranged according to their style and merits. 
Warton adopted the chronological arrangement, as 
giving freer exertion for research, and as enabling 
1 him to exhibit, without transposition, the gradual 
improvements of our poetry, and the progression of 
our language. The untiring industry and learning 
of thc poet-historian accumulated a mass of ma¬ 
terials equally valuable and curious. His work is a 
vast store-house of facts connected with our early 
literature; and if he sometimes wanders from his 
I subject, or overlays it with extraneous details, it 
should be remembered, as his latest editor, Mr Price, 
remarks, that new matter was constantly arising, 
and that Warton ‘ was the first adventurer in the 


On Revisiting the Hirer frxhhm. 

Ah ! what a weary rare my feet have run 
Since first I trod thy bank* with abler* crow tied, 
Aiul thought my way wa** all through fairy giniind, 
Beneath the azure sky and gulden sun — 

When first my muse to li-p her m>te* begun ! 

While pensive memory trace* hack the round 
Which fills the xaried internal between ; 

Much pleasure, more of sorrow marks tin seine. 
Sweet native stream ! tho*e -kies and suns >o pure. 
No more return t<» cheer my evening road! 

Yet still one joy remains, that not obscure 
Nor useless, all my vacant days have flowed 


extensive region through which lie journied, and into { From youth’s gay dawn to manhood’* prime mature, 
which the usual pioneers of literature had scarcely | Nor with the muse’s laurel unbestowed, 
penetrated.’ It is to he regretted that Warton’s j 

plan excluded the drama, which forms so rich a /Al o- r 7 u / , r , 

i r , . . . , * * ></• Joshua Rn;nof<ls # / amfed li online at (hrfvrtl, 

source of our early imaginative literature; hut tins J 

defect has been partly supplied by Mr Collier's Ye brawny Prophet", that in robe* *o rich, 

Annals of thc Stage. On the death of ’Whitehead in At distance due, possess the crisped niche ; 

1785, Warton was appointed poet-laureate. His Ye rows of Patriarchs that, sublimely reared, 
j learning gave dignity to an office usually held in Biffuso a proud primeval length of beard : 
j small esteem, aiul which in our day has been wisely Ye Saints, who, clad in crimson’s bright array, 


i converted into 


! Nor with thc muse’s laurel unbestowed. 

' 

On Sir Joshua Reynolds'# L'ainUd Wind me at (K 

Ye brawny Prophet*, that in robe* *o rich, 

At distance due, possess the crisped niche ; 

Ye rows of Patriarchs that, sublimely reared, 
Diffuse a proud primeval length of beard : 

Ye Saints, who, clad in crimson's bright array, 


made Camden Professor of History. While pursu¬ 
ing his antiquarian and literary researches, Warton 
was attacked with gout, and his enfeebled health 
yielded to a stroke of paralysis in 1790. Notwith- | 
standing the classic stillness of his poetry, and his 


The same year lie was I More pride than humble poverty display; 


Ye Virgins meek, that wear the palmy crown 
Of patient faith, and yet so fiercely frown : 

Ye Angels, that from clouds of gold recline, 
But boast no semblance to a race divine; 

Ye tragic Tales of legendary lore, 


own academical honours, Warton appears to That draw devotion’s ready tear no more; 


hav '* been an easy companionable man, who de¬ 
lighted to unbend in common society, and especially 


Ye Martyrdoms of unenlightened days, 
Ye Miracles that now no wonder raise ; 


with lioys. ‘During his visits to his brother. Dr Shapes, that with one broad glare the gazer strike, 


J. Warton (master of Winchester scdiool), the reve- Kings, bishops, nuns, apostles, all* alike ! 
rend professor became an associate and confidant in Ye Colours, that the unwary sight amaze, 

I all the sports of the schoolboys. When engaged And only dazzle in the noontide blaze! 
with them in some culinary occupation, and when more thc sacred window’s round disgrace, 
alarmed by the sudden approach of the master, lie Hut yield to Grecian groups the shining space, 
has been known to Hide himself in a dark corner of Lo! from the canvass Beauty shifts her throne; 
the kitchen ; and has been dragged from thence by Lo ! Picture’s powers a new formation own ! 
the doctor, who had taken him for some great boy. Heboid, she prints upon the crystal plain, 

He also used to help the boys in their exercises, With her own energy, the expressive stain ! 
generally putting in as many faults as would dis- The mighty Master spreads his mimic toil 
guise the assistance.”* If there was little dignity in M°ro w ide, nor only blends the breathing oil; 
this, there was something better—a kindliness of dis- Hut calls the lineaments of life complete 
position and freshness of feeling which all would Lrom genial alchymy’s creative heat; 
wish to retain. Obedient forms to the bright fusion gives, 


The mighty Master spreads his mimic toil 
More w ide, nor only blends the breathing o 


lise the assistance.”* If there was little dignity in M°ro w ide, nor only blends the breathing oil; 
is, there was something better—a kindliness of dis- Hut calls the lineaments of life complete 
sition and freshness of feeling which all would Lrom genial alchymy’s creative heat; 
sh to retain. Obedient forms to the bright fusion gives, 

The poetry of Warton is deficient in natural ex- While in the warm enamel Nature lives. 

Reynolds, ’tig thine, from the broad window’s height, 
♦ Vide Campbell’s Specimens, second edition, p. 020. To add new lustre to religious light: 
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Not of its pomp to strip thi* ancient shrine, 

But bid that pomp with purer radiance shine: 

With art* unknown before, to reconcile 
Tho willing Graces to the Gothic pile. 

The llamht,—An Ode. 

7'he hinds how blest, who, ne’er beguiled 
To quit their hamlet’s hawthorn wild, 

Nor haunt the crowd, nor tempt the main, 

For splendid care, and guilty gain! 

When morning's twilight-tinctured beam 
Strikes their low thatch with slanting gleam, 

They rove abroad in ether blue. 

To dip thn srvtb#* in fragrant dew ; 

7’he sheaf to bind, tho beech to fell, 
j That nodding shades a craggy dell. 

If Midst gli^tov glad* -., in warble* clear, 

\\ Wild nature* sweetest notes they heal*: 

On green untrodden hanks they view 
7'he hyacinth's neglected hue : 
i In their lone haunt-, and woodland rounds, 

; They spy the squirrel’s airy hound* ; 

And startle from her adieu rprav, 

Aeress the glen the ^Teaming jay ; 

, Fan’ll native ( harm their steps expb* * 
i Of SMitudc’s sequestered store. 

For th«'*m the moon with rloiidle-s rav 
Mounts t<> illume their homeward way : 

Their weary fj.irit- t>, relieve. 

The meadows incense breathe at eve. 

; No riot mar* the simple fare, 

That o’er a glimmering hearth tiny share: 

Hut wh« n the curfew’s measured roar 
I>uly, the darkening valley . o'er. 

Has echoed from the distant town, | 

7’hey wish no lied* of cvgiiet-down. 

No trophied canopies, to close 
Their drooping eyes in quick repo-e. 

Their 1 ittIf Mile, who spread the bloom 
Of health around the clay-built room, 

Or through the primr«’*ed coppice stray, 

Or gambol in the new-mown hay ; 

Or quaintly braid the eow>lip-twine, 

Or drive atield the tardy kme ; 

Or hasten from the sultry hill, 

To loiter at the shady rill ; 

Or climb the tall pine’s gh'omy-ore*t, 
j 7’o rob the raven’s ancient nest. 

Their bumble porch with honied (lowers, 

| 7‘he curling woodbine’s shade embowers ; 

! From the small garden’* thyiny nmund 
j Their bees in busy swarms resound: 

| Nor fell disease before his time, 

I Hastes to consume life's golden prime: 

1 But when their temples long have wore 

7'he silver crown of tresses hoar ; 

As studious still calm peace to keep, 

Beneath a flowery turf they sleep. 

JOKKPII waiiton. 

The elder brother of Thomas Warton closely re- 
i seto bled him in character and attainment#. He 
i was born in 17*22, and was the schoolfellow of Col¬ 
lins at Winchester. He was afterwards a commoner 
of Oriel college, Oxford, and ordained on his father’s 
curacy at Basingstoke. He was also rector of Tam- 
worth. In 17C6 he w as appointed head master of 
Winchester school, to which were subsequently 
added a prebend of St Haul's and of Winchester, 
lie survived his brother ten years, dying in 1800. 
Dr Joseph Warton early appeared as a poet, but is 
considered by Mr Campbell as inferior to his brother 


in the graphic and romantic style of composition at 
which he aimed. His Ode to Fancy seems, however, 
to be equal to all but a few pieces of Thomas War- 
ton’s. He was also editor of an edition of Pope’s 
works, which was favourably reviewed by Johnson, 
Warton was long intimate with Johnson, and a 
member of his literary club. 

To Fancy. 

O parent of each lovely muse! 

Thy spirit o’er my soul diffuse, 

O’er all my artless s >ng* preside, 

My footsteps to tliv temple guide, 

To offer at thy turf-built shrine 
In golden cups no rsmtly wine, 

No murdered falling A the Hock, 

But flowers and honev from the lock. 

O nymph with loosely-flowing hair, 

With buskiwd leg, nnd bosom bare, 

Thv waist with myitie-girdle bound. 

Thy brows with Indian feathers crowned. 

Waving in thy snowy* hand 
An all-commanding magic wand, 

(M power t<> bid fresh gardens grow 
’Mid c:h<* rless Lapland’s barren snow, 

Whose rapid wings thy flight convey 
r l hrough air, and over earth and sea, 

While the various landscape lies 
Conspicuous to thy piercing even ! 

(i lover of the deceit, bail! 

Say in what deep and pathless vale, 

< >r on what hoary mountain’* side, 

’Midst fall* of water, you reside ; 

’Midst broken rocks a rugged scene, 

With green and grassy dales between; 

’Midst forests dark * f aged oak. 

Ne’er echoing with the woodman’s stroke, 

Where never human bean appeared, 

Nor e’er one straw-roofed cot was reared, s 

Whore Nature seemed to sit alone, 

Majestic on a craggy throne ; j 

Toll me the path, sweet wanderer tell, j 

7'o thy unknown sequestered cell, ; 

Wh ere woodbines cluster round the door, jj 

When* shell* ami moss o’erlav the floor, ij 

And on whose top a hawthorn blows, 

Amid whose thickly-woven lvoughs * j 

Some nightingale still builds her nest, 

Kach evening warbling thee to rest ; I 

Then lay me by the haunted stream, ! 

Wrapt in some wild poetic dream, 

In converse while methinks I rove 
With Sjvonscr through a fairy grove; 

’fill suddenly awaked, I hear i 

Strange whispered music in inv ear, ] 

And my glad soul in Miss is drowned 
By the sweetly-soothing sound ! 

Me, goddess, by the right-hand lead, 

Sometimes through the yellow mead, 

Where Joy and white-robed Peace report, 

And Venus keeps her festive court; 

Where Mirth and Youth each evening meet, 

And lightly trip with nimble feet, 

Nodding their lily-crowned heads, 

Whore Laughter rose-liped Hebe leads; 

Where Echo walks steep hills among, 

Listening to the shepherd’s song. 

Yet not these flowery fields of joy 
Can long my pensive mind employ; 

Haste, Fancy, from these scenes of folly. 

To meet the matron Melancholy, 

Goddess of the tearful eye, 

That loves to fold her arms and sigh! 

Let us with silent footsteps go 
To charnels and the house of wo, 
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To Gothic churches, vaults, and tombs, 

Where each Bad night some virgin comes, 
With throbbing breast, and faded cheek, 

Her promised bridegroom’s urn to seek ; 

Or to some abbey’* mouldering towers, 

Where to avoid cold winter’s showers, 

The naked beggar shivering lies, 

Whilst whistling tempests round her rise, 

And trembles lest the tottering wall 
Should on her sleeping infants fall. 

Now let us louder strike the lyre. 

For my heart glows with martial lire; 

I feel, I feel, with sudden heat, 

My big tumultuous bosom beat! 

The trumpet’s clangours pierce mine car, 

A thousand widows 1 shrieks I bear; 

* Give me another horse,’ I cry, 

Lo! the base Gallic squadrons fly. 

Whence is this ragef What spirit, say, 

To battle hurries me away \ 

’Tis Fancy, in her fiery car, 

Transports me to the thickest war, 

There whirls me o’er the hills of slain, 

Where Tumult and Destruction reign ; 

Where, mad with pain, the wounded steed 
Tramples the dying and the dead ; 

Where giant Terror stalks around, 

With sullen joy surveys the ground, 

And, pointing to the ensanguined held, 

Shakes his dreadful Gorgon shield! 

0 ! guide me from this horrid scene 
To high-arched walks and alleys green, 

Which lovely Laura seeks, to shun 
The fervours of the mid-day sun ! 
j The pangs of absence, 0 ! remove, 

For thou canst place me near my love, 

Canst fold in visionary bliss, 

And let me think I steal a kiss, 
j When young-eyed Spring profusely throws 

From her green lap the pink and rose; 
j! When the soft turtle of the dale 
j To Summer tells her tender tale: 
j When Autumn cooling caverns seeks, 

| And stains with wine his jolly cheeks ; 

| When Winter, like poor pilgrim old, 

; Shakes his silver beard with cold ; 

At every season let inv car 
j Thy solemn whispers, Fancy, hear. 

j THOMAS HLACKLOCK. 

j A blind descriptive poet seems such an anomaly 
! in nature, that the ease of I)r Blacklock lias engaged 
j the attention of the learned and curious in no ordi- 
: nary degree*. We read all concerning him with 
strong- interest, except his poetry , for this is generally 
tann*. 1;:tumid, and commonplace. lie was an ami- 
abl‘ mid excellent man, of warm and generous 
seiidbiliiirs, eager for knowledge, and proud to 
ei.mmimiiHitc it. Thomas Blacklock was the son 
! ’ Cumberland bricklayer, who had settled in the 

t"wn of Annan, Dumfriesshire. When al>out six 
months old, the child w r as totally deprived of eight 
I by the smallpox; but his worthy father, assisted 
i by his neighbours, amused his solitary' boyhood by 
j reading to him; and before he had reached the age of 
j twenty, he was familiar with Spenser, Milton, Pope, 
j and Addison. He was enthusiastically fond of poetry, 
i particularly of the works of Thomson and Allan 
, Ramsay. From these lie must, in a great degree, have 
! derived his images and impressions of nature and 
j natural objects ; but in after-life the classic poets 
.j were added to ids store of intellectual enjoyment. 

| His father was accidentally killed when the poet 
|j was about the age of nineteen; but some of his at- 
tempts at verse having been seen by Dr Stevenson, 


Edinburgh* this benevolent gentleman took their 
blind author to the Scottish metropolis, where he j 
was enrolled as a student of divinity. In 1746 he j 
published a volume of his poems, which was reprinted 
w’ith additions in 1754 and 1756. He was licensed 
a preacher of the gospel in 1759, and three years 
afterwards, married the daughter of Mr Johnston, a I 
surgeon in Dumfries. At the same time, through 
the patronage of the Earl of Selkirk, lilacklock 
was appointed minister of Kirkcudbright. The 
parishioners, however, were opposed botli to church 
patronage iu the abstract, and to tins exercise of it 
in favour of a blind man, and the poet relinquished 
the appointment on receiving in lieu of it a mode¬ 
rate annuity. lie now resided in Edinburgh, and 
took boarders into his house, ilis family was a 
scene of peace and happiness. To his literary pur¬ 
suits Blacklock added a taste for niusj'*, and played 
on the flute and flageolet. Latterly, he suffered 
from depression of spirits, and supposed that his 
imaginative powers were failing him; yet the gene¬ 
rous ardour he evinced in 1786, in the case of Burns, 
shows no diminution of sensibility or taste in the 
appreciation of genius. In one of his later poems, 
the blind bard thus pathetically alludes to the sup¬ 
posed decay of his faculties :— 

Excursive on the gentle gales of spring, 

lie roved, whilst favour imped his timid wing. 

Exhausted genius now no more inspires, 

But mourns abortive hopes and faded fires; ! 

The short-lived wreath, which once his temples graced, 
f ades at the sickly breath of squeamish taste ; 1 

B hilst darker days his fainting flames immure j 

In cheerless gloom and w inter premature. j 

He died on the 7th of July 1791, at the age of! 
seventy'. Besides his poems, Blacklock wrote some ; 
sermons and theological treatises, an article on > 
Blindness for the Encyclopaedia llritannica, (which 
is ingenious and elegant), and two dissertations ; 
entitled Puraclesis; or Consolations Deduced from 
Natural and Revealed Religion, one of them original, 
and the other translated from a work ascribed to ! 
Cicero. 

Apart from the circumstances under which they I 
wert* produced, the imxtus of Blacklock offer little 
room or temptation to criticism. He has no new I 
imagery, no commanding power of sentiment, re- ! 
flection, or imagination. Still he wan a fluent and ! 
correct versifier, and his familiarity with the visible ; 
objects of nature—with trees streams, the rocks, 
and sky, and even with different orders of flowers 
and plants—is a wonderful phenomenon in one blind j 
from infancy. He could distinguish colours by i 
touch ; but this could only apply to objects at hand, ; 
not to the features of a landseaj**, or to the apjx*ar- \\ 
anees of storm or sunshine, sunrise or sunset, or the {! 
variation in the seasons, all of which he has de- '< 
scribed. Images of this kind he had at will. Thus, j 
lie exclaims— |j 

Ye vales, which to the raptured eye !j 

Disclosed the flowery pride of May ; j; 

^ e circling hills, whose summits high || 

Blushed with the morning’s earliest ray. 

Or he paints flow ers with artist-like precision— 

I^d long-lived pansies here their scents bestow, 

The violet languish, and the roses glow ; 

In yellow glory let the crocus shine, 

Narcissus here his love-sick head recline: 

Here hyacinths in purple sweetness rise, 

And tulips tinged with beauty’s fairest dyes. 

In a man to whom all external phenomena were, and 
had ever been, one * universal blank,’ this union of 
taste aud memory was certainly remarkable. Poeti- 
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e*l fooling he must have inherited from nature, 
which led him to take pleasure even from his in¬ 
fancy in descriptive poetry j and the language, ex¬ 
pressions, and pictures thus imprinted on his mind 
by habitual acquaintance with the best authors, and 
in literary conversation, seem to have risen sponta¬ 
neously in the moment of composition. 

Tenors of a Guilty Conscience . 

Cursed with unnumbered groundless fears, 

Row pale yon shivering wretch appears I 
For him the daylight shines in vain, 

For him the fields no joys contain ; 

Nature’s whole charms to him are lost, 

No more the woods their music boast; 

No more the meads their vernal bloom, 

No mora^hc gales their rich perfume: 

Impending joints deform the sky, 

And beauty withers in his eye. 

In hopes his terrors to elude, 

Ily day he mingles with the crowd, 

Yet finds his soul to fears a prey, 
j In busy crowdjt and open day. 
j If night his lonely walks surprise, 
j What horrid visions round him rise ! 
i The blasted oak which meets his Way, 
i Shown by the meteor’s sudden ray, 

The midnight murderer’s lone retreat 
Felt heaven’s avengeful bolt of late ; 

The clashing chain, the groan profound, 

Loud from yon ruined tower resound ; 
i And now the spot he seems to tread, 

| Where some self-slaughtered corse was laid ; 

He feels fixed earth beneath him bend, 

Deep murmurs from her caves ascend ; 

Till all his soul, by fancy a waved, 

Sees livid phantoms crowd the shade. 

Ode to Aurora on Melissa's Birthday. 

[‘ A compliment arid tribute of a fleet ion to the tender assi¬ 
duity of an excellent wife, which I have not anywhere seen 
more happily conceived or more elegantly expressed .'—Hairy 
Mackenzie.) 

Of time and nature eldest born, 

Emerge, thou rosy-fingered morn ; 

Emerge, in purest dress arrayed, 

And chase from heaven night’s envious shade, 

That I once more may pleased survey, 
j And hail Melissa’s natal day. 

! Of time and nature eldest bom, 
j Emerge, thou rosy-fingered morn ; 

! In order at the eastern gale 
| The hours to draw thy chariot wait; 
j Whilst Zephyr on his balmy wings, 

| Mild nature’s fragrant tribute brings, 

With odours sweet to strew thy way, 

And grace the bland revolving day. 

But, as thou lead’st the radiant sphere. 

That gilds its birth and marks the year. 

And as his stronger glories rise, 

Diffused around the expanded skies. 

Till clothed with beams serenely bright. 

All heaven’s vast concave flames with light ; 

So when through life’s protracted day, 

Melissa still pursues her way, 

Her virtues with thy splendour vie, 

Increasing to the mental eye ; 

Though less conspicuous, not less dear, 

Long may they Bion’s prospect cheer j 
So shall his heart no more repine. 

Blessed with her rays, though robbed of thine. 


The Portrait . 


Straight is my person, but of little size; 

Lean are my cheeks, and hollow are my eyes; 

My youthful down is, like my talents, rare ; 
Politely distant stands each single hair. 

My voice too rough to charm a lady’s car ; 

So smooth, a child may listen without fear ; 

Not formed in cadence soft Mid warbling lays, 

T« soothe the fair through pleasure’s wanton ways. 
My form so fine, so regular, so new, 

My port so manly, and so fresh my hue; 

Oft, as I meet the crowd, they, laughing, say, 

4 Sec, see Memento Muii cross the way.’ 

The ravished Proserpine at last, we know, 

Grew fondly jealous of her sable beau ; 

But, thanks to Nature! none from me need fly, 
One heart the devil could wound— so cannot L 
Yet though my person fearless may be seen, 
There is some danger in my graceful mien: 

For, as some vessel, tossed by wind and tide, 
Bounds o’er the waves, and rocks from side to side, 
In just vibration thus I always move : 

This w ho can view and not be forced to love 1 
Hail, charming self 1 by whose propitious aid 
My form in all its glory stands displayed : 

Be present still ; with inspiration kind, 

Let the same faithful colours paint the mind. 

Like all mankind, with vanity I'm blessed, 
Conscious of wit I never yet possessed. 

To strong desires my heart an easy prey, 

(>ft feels their force, but never owns their sway. 

'i’his hour, perhaps, as death I hate my foe ; 

The next I w'onder whv I should do so. 

Though poor, the rich I view with careless eye; 
Scorn a vain oath, and hate a serious lie. 

I ne’er for satire torture common sense ; 

Nor show my wit at God’s nor man’s expense. 
Harmless 1 jive, unknowing and unknown ; 

Wish well to all, and yet do good to none, 
t’nrnerited contempt 1 hate to bear; 

Yet on my faults, like others, am severe. 

Dishonest tlaraes my bosom never fire; 

The bad I pity, and the good admire: 

Fond of the Muse, to her devote my days, 

And scribble, not for pudding, but for praise. 


JAMES BEATTIE. 

James Beattie was the son of a small fanner and 
shopkeeper at Laurencekirk, county of Kincardine, 
where he was born October 2a, 1735. His father 
died while he was a child, but an elder brother, see¬ 
ing signs of talent in the boy, assisted him in pro¬ 
curing a good education ; and in his fourteenth year 
he obtained a bursary or exhibition (always indicat¬ 
ing some proficiency in Latin) in Marischal college, 
Aberdeen. His habits and views were scholastic, 
and four years afterwards, Beattie was appointed 
school master of the parish of Fordo un. He was now 
situated amidst interesting and romantic scenery, 
which increased his passion for nature and poetry. 
The scenes which he afterwards delineated in his 
Minstrel were (as Mr Southey has justly remarked) 
those in which he had grown up, and the feelings 
und aspirations therein expressed, were those of his 
own boyhood and youth. He became a poet at For- 
doun ; and, strange to say, his poetry, poor as it was, 
procured his appointment as usher of Aberdeen 
grammar school, and subsequently that of professor 
of natural philosophy in Marischal college. This 
distinction he obtained in his twenty -fifth year. 
At the some time, he published in London a collec¬ 
tion of his poems, with some translations. One piece, 
Metirmmt, displays poetical feeling and taste; but 
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James Beattie. 

on the Death of Churchill were added. The latter 
are mean and reprehensible in spirit, as Churchill 
had expiated his early follies by an untimely death. 
Beattie was a sincere lover of truth and virtue, but 
his ardour led him at times into intolerance, and he 
j was too fond of courting the notice and approbation 
of the great. In 177o the poet appeared as a meta¬ 
physician, by his Essay on Truth, in which good 
principles were advanced, though with an unphiloso- 
phical spirit, and in language which suffered greatly 
from comparison with that of his illustrious oppo- 
| nenfc, David Hume. Next year Ilcattie appeared in 
, his true character as a poet. The first part of ‘The j 
j Minstrel’ was published, and was received with uni- j 
; vcrsal approbation. Honours flowed in on the for- j 
i tunate author. He visited London, and was ad- i 
mitted to all its brilliant and distinguished circles. | 
, Goldsmith, Johnson, Garrick, and Reynolds, were | 
' numbered among his friends. On a second visit in 
' 1773, he had an interview with the king and queen, 
i which resulted in a pension of £goo per annum. 

; The university of Oxford conferred upon him the 
! degree of LL.D. and Reynolds painted his portrait 
in an allegorical picture, in which Beattie was seen 
by the side of an angel pushing down Prejudice, 
S'vpnVRm, and Folly! Need we wonder that poor 
Gi.i smith was envious of Ids brother poet? To the 
.ur (jf Beattie, it must he recorded, that he de- 
! Gio.'d entering the church of England, in which 
! preferment was promised him, and no doubt would 
have been readily granted. The second part of the 
* Minstrel’was published in 1774. Domestic eircum- ( 
j stances marred the felicity of Beattie’s otherwise 
j happy and prosperous lot. Ilis wife (the daughter 
j of Dr Dun, Aberdeen) became insane, and was ob- 
j liged to be confined in an asylum. He had two sons. 

I both amiable and accomplished youths. The eldest 
j lived till he was twenty-two, and was associated 
j with his father in the professorship: he died in 
* 1 7VO, and the afflicted parent soothed his grief by 
j writing his life, and publishing some specimens of 
I his composition in prose and verse. The second son 
| died in 1796, aged eighteen; and the only consola- 
| tion of the now lonely poet was, that lie could not 
have borne to see their ‘elegant minds mangled | 


with madness'—an allusion to the hereditary In¬ 
sanity of their mother. By nature, Beattie was a 
man of quick and tender sensibilities. A fine land¬ 
scape or music (in which he was a proficient), aflbeted 
him even to tears. lie had a sort of hysterical 
dread of meeting with his metaphysical opponents, 
which was an unmanly weakness. When he saw 
Garrick perform Macbeth, he had almost thrown 
himself, from nervous excitement, over the front of 
the two-shilling gallery ; and he seriously contended 
for the grotesque mixture of tragedy and comedy in 
Shuks]K*arc, as introduced by the great dramatist to 
save the auditors from *n disordered head or a 
broken heart!* This is •panmieeti for an inward 
bruise* with a vengeance! He had, among his 
other idiosyncrasies, n morbid aversion to that cheer¬ 
ful household and rural sound—the crowing of a 
cock ; and in his* Minstrel,’ he anathematises ‘fell 
j chanticleer’ with burlesque fury—■*' | 

O to tliy cursed scream, discordant still, 

I.et harmony aye shut her gentle car : 

Thy boastful mirth let jinlmi* mails spill, 

Insult thy crest, anil gh»*-.y pinions tear, j 

And ever in thy dreams the ruthle-s fox njqwar. j 

Such an organisation, physical and moral, wait ill ! 
fitted to insure happiness or fortitude in adversity. < 
When his second son died, he said he had done with 
the world. He ceased to corn sjioiid with his friends, j 
or to continue his studies. Muttered by a long j 
train of nervous complaints, in April 1799 the [met j 
had a stroke of palsy, and alter ditU rent returns of 
the same malady, which excluded him from p'j T 
society, he died on the iMh id’August 1MK$. ! 

Jn the early training of his eldest and Inlovpif son. 
Dr Beattie adopted nit expedient of a romantic and 
interesting description, ilis object was to/give lorn 
the first idea of a Supreme Being; and YAa method, 
as Dr Forteons, bishop of London, rciryu kcd, 4 had 
all the imagination of Rousseau, wit’/mt his folly 
and extravagance.’ V 

* He had,’ says Beattie, # reach#/ his fifth (or 
sixth) year, knew the alphaltet, r/d could read a > 
little; hut had received no particular information 
with respect to the Author of hr7 living, Isx'uuse 1 
thought he could not yet mulenfaml such in forma- j 
tion, and liecaiise 1 had learned fiom mv own ex¬ 
perience, that to t>c made to jbpeat words not un- \ 
derstood, is extremely detrimental to the fat uities 
of a young mind. In a corner of a little garden, ' 
without informing any person of the circumstance, 

I wrote in the mould, with my finger, the three ini¬ 
tial letters of his name, and sowing garden cresses 
in the furrows, covered up the seed, and smoothed j 
the ground. Ten days after he came running to me, i 
and with astonishment in his countenance, told me \ 
that his name was growing in the garden. I smiled j 
at the report, and seemed inclined to disregard it; 
but he insisted on my going to see what luul hap- , 
pened. “Yes,” said I carelessly, on coming to the ' 
place; “I see it is so; but there is nothing in this 
worth notice; it is mere chance,” and 1 wa nt away. 
He followed me, and taking hold of my coat, said with 
some earnestness, “ It could not be mere chance, for 
that somebody must have contrived matters so as 
to produce it.” I pretend not to give his words or my 
own, for I have forgotten both, but i give the sub¬ 
stance of what passed between us in such language 
as we lx>th understood. “ 8o you think,” ) said, 

“ that what appears so regular as the letters of your 
name cannot be by chance?” “Yes,”said he with 
firmness, “ 1 think so!” “ Look at yourself,” I replied, 

“ and consider your hands and fingers, your legs and 
feet, and other limbs; are they not regular in their 
appearance, and useful to you?" 1I« aaid they were. 
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41 Came you then hither,” said I, 44 by chance ?*' “ No,” 
he answered, 44 that cannot be ; something must have 
made me.” “ And who is that something ?” I asked. 
He said he did not know. (I took particular notice 
, that he did not say, as Itnusseau fancies a child in 
like circumstance* would say, that his parents made 
him.) I had now gained the point I aimed at; and 
saw that his reason taught him (though lie could 
not so express it) that what begins to lie, must, have 
a cause, and that what is formed with regularity, 
must have an intelligent cause. 1 therefore told 
him the name of the Grout Iking who made him 
and all the world, concerning whose adorable nature 
I gavejiim such information us I thought he could 
| in some measure comprehend. The lesson affected 
J him deeply, and he never forgot either it or the 
j circumstance that introduced it.* 

‘ The Min^rcl,’ on which Beattie’# fame now rests, 

: is a didactic \u\Ai\, in the Sfxmseriau stanza, de- 
* signed to 4 trace the progress of a |Ma*tiral genius, 
born in a rude age, from the first dawning of fancy 
and reason till that js-riod at which he may lie 
supposed capable of apjteuring in the world us a 
minstrel.’ The idea w:u suggested hv Percy’s pre- 
hmimirv Dissertation to his Keliques— one other 
.benefit whieh fliat collection has o inferred upon 
the lovers of p«* fry. The character ( 1 Kdwin, the 
minstrel (in which Beattie embodied his own early 
findings and pixtieul aspirations), is very finely 
t drawn. The romantic seclusion of his youth, and 
1 ins ardour for knowledge, find a response in all 
, voting and generous mind*; while the culm philo¬ 
sophy and reflection «»f the poet, interest the more 
mature and exfx-rieneed r< ader. The poem was 
left unfinished, and thi« is scarcely to lx- regretted. 
Beattie had not strength of pinion to keep long on 
the wing in the same l»*Hy region; am! Kdwin would 
have contracted some earthly taint in his descent. 

(iray thought there was too much description in 
the first part of the * Minstrel,’ hut who would ex¬ 
change it f»r the philosophy of the second part? 
The |»oot intended t«» have carried his hero into a 
life of variety and action, hut he certainly would 
not have succeeded. As it is, when he finds it 
necessary to continue Kdwin Wyond lilt* ‘flowery 
path’ of childhood, and to explore the sbtuica of lifu 
he calls in the aid of a hermit" who schools the young 
enthusiast on virtue, knowledge, and the dignity of 
man. The apjiearanee of this sage* is happily de- , 
scribed — 

At early dawn the youth hi* journey took, 

And many a mountain pa.v**d and \alley wide. 
Then reached the wild where, in a tlowcrv nook, 

And seated on a im*v\v stone, he spied 
An ancient man ; his harp lay him 1 m side. 

A stag sprung from the pasture at his call, 

And, kneeling, licked the withered hand that tied 
( A wreath of woodbine round his antlers tall, 

And hung his lofty neck with many a floweret small. 

[OjfKtiiHg of the 

Ah! who can tell how hard it i* to climb 
! The steep where Fame’s proud temple shines afar; 

| Ah 1 who can tell bow many a soul sublime 
; Has felt the influence of malignant star, 
i And waged with Fortune an eternal war; 

I Chocked i^ndg* hy Kind’s frown, 

j And Pove rty** unconquerable l>ar, 
i In Tow vole remote has pined alone, 
j Then tlroppwl into the grave, unpitied and unknown! 

And yet the languor of inglorious day 
Not equally oppressive is to all; 

Him, who ne’er listened to the voice of praise, 

The alienee of neglect can ne’er appal. 


There ore, who, d eaf to mod Am bitinnLi Lcall, 

Would shrink to hear the^oTwfreperous trump of F ame; 
Supremely blest, if to 

Health, competence, and peace. Nor higher aim 
Had he, whose simple tale these artless lines proclaim. 

The rolkxif j ^pic l will not now explore; 

Nor need I here describe, ip lea rned lay, 

How forth the Minstrel farecTTn days of yore, 

Itight glad of heart, though homely ill JU Tay; 

11 w._wjp MIK locks "and beard all h oary gray > 

'While from In s Tending sloiidd<er,"^eent nung 
His harp, the sole companion of his way. 

Which to ifcg'wlnslllng wind responsive rung: 

And ever ns he went some merry lay he sung. 

Fret not thyself, thou glittering child of pride. 

That a poor villager inspires my strain ; 

With thee let Pageantry and Power abide; » 

The gentle Muses haunt the sylvan icigri; \ 

Where through wild groves at eve the lonely sx xin J 
Knraptured roams, to gaze on Nature’s chonul. j 

They hate the xernual,'and scorn the rain ; j 

The parasite their influence jkm cr warms, j 

Nor him whose sordid jtQul the love alarms. 

'fhough richest hues the peacock ’h flumes adorn, » ' 

Yet horror screams from his discordant throat. 

Hi»e, sons of harmony, and hail the mom, ? J, 

While warbling larks on russet pinions float: 

()r seek at noon the woodland scene remote. 

Where the gray liunets carol from the hill, 

O let them ne’er, with artificial note, 

To please a tyrant, strain the little bill, [will. | 

Hut ring what Heaven inspires, and wander where they 

Liberal, not lavish, is kind Nature’s hand ; 

Nor was perfection made fi»r man l*elow. j 

Yet all her schemes with nicest art are planned, j 
Good counteracting ill, and gladness wo. j. 

With gold and gems if Chilian mountains glow ; 

If bleak and barren Scotia’s hills arise; 

Then? plague and poison, lust and rapine grow; 

Here peaceful are the vales, and pure the skies, 

And freedom fires the soul, and sparkles in the eves, i 
Then grieve not thou, to whom the indulgent Muse 
Vouchsafes a portion of celestial fin* ; I 

Nor blame the partial Fates, if they refuse 
The imperial banquet and the rich attire. 

Know urine own worth, and reverence the lyre. 

Wilt thou debase the heart which God refined l 
No; let thy heaven-taught soul to Heaven aspire, 

To fancy, freedom, harmony, resigned ; 

Ambition’^ jjpycUing crew for cyc-r left Wxiud. « ( 

Canst thou forego the pure ethereal soul, 

In each fine sense so exquisitely keeu, ^ 

()u the tluU couch of Lux urv to [oil,'.*■ * •* L 

^tuug with disease, and stunified with spleen ; 

Fain to implore the aid of Flattery’s screen,' 

F.ven from thyself thy loathsome heart to hide s 

(The mansion then no more of joy serene), j 

Where fear, distrust, malevolence abide, ■ 

And i mpoten t and disappointed pride ! 

i) how const thou renounce the boundless store 
<M* charms which Nature to her votary yields! j 

The warbling wood laud, the resounding shore, , j 
Hie pomp of groves, and g^fiuture of fields; i 

And all that e&ndto* to the song of even, 

All that the mountain’s sheltering bosom shields, 

And all the dread magnificence of heaven, 

O how const thou renounce, and hojie to be forgiven I 

* * * 

There lived in Gothic days, os legends tell, 

A shepherd-swain, a man of low degree. 

Whose sires, perchance, in Fairyland Ought dwell, 
Sici lian firovw, gE jafa&dTAfcajj^ 








But he, I wqen f wal ef the north coimtrie j 
A nation fonft pd for jong, and beauty’s charms j 
^eSEtt^TeTmodeit; innocent, thoughJDeee; 

Patient ^toilT ififefle amidst alarms 
IftHiSBe in faith; invincible in arias. 

The shepherd swain of whom I mention made, 

On Scotia’s mountains fed his little flock; 

The sickle . 8cyt he^jxr.j^Iough believer swayed ; 

An honP^Theart was almost all his stock; 

His drink the living water from the rock : 

The milky dams supplied his board, and lent 
Their k i udly fleccako-hafflo winter’s shocks 
And he, though oft with dust and sweat besprent, 

Did guide and guard their wanderings, wliereso’er 
they went. 

[Description of Edwin.'] 

And yet poor Edwin was no vulgar boy. 

Deep thought .oft seemed to. fix hi* infant eye. 
Dainties ho hooded not, nor gaude, nor toy, 

Save one short pipe of rudest minstrelsy; 

Silent when glad j affectionate, though t<hy_; 

And now his look was most demurely sad, 

And now he laughed aloud, yet none knew why. 

The neighbours stared and sighed, yet blessed the lad ; 
Some deemed him wondrous wiae, and ttqme believed 
him mad. 

But why should I his childish feats display { 
Concourse, and noise* juul_ioil r -he ever iiedj 
jj ?Kor cared To'TQal'iigTe in the clamorous fray 
Of sq uabb ling imps ; but to the forest sped, 

Or roamed at large the lonely mountain's head, 

Or where the maze of some bewildered stream 
To deep untrodden groves his footsteps led, 

There would he wander w ild, till Phoebus’ beam, 

Shot from the western clifl* released the weary team. 

The exploit of strength, dexterity, or speed, 

To him nor vanity nor joy could bring : 

Ilis heart, from cruel sport estranged, would bleed 
To work the wo of any Jiving thing, 

By trap or net, by arrow or by sling; 

These he detested ; those he womed to wield : 

He wished to be the guardian, not the king, 

Tyrant far less, or traitor of the field, 

Aiid sure the sylvan reign unbloody joy might yield. 

Lo! where the stripling, wrapt in wonder, roves 
Beneath the precipice o’erhung with pine; 

And sees on high, amidst the encircling groves, 

From cliff to cliff the foaming torrents shine ; 

While waters, woods, and winds, in concert join, 

And echo swells the chorus to the skies. 

Would Edwin this majestic scene resign 
; For aught the huntsman’s puny craft supplies ? 

Ah, m*! he better knows great Nature’s charms to 

: l'H/e. 

And oft he traced the uplands to survey, 

When o’er the sky advanced the kindling dawn, 

! 1 he crimson cloud, blue main, and mountain gray, 
And lake, dim-gleaming on the smoky lawn : 

Far to the west the long long vale withdrawn, 

Where twilight loves to linger for a while; 

And now he faintly kens the bounding fawn, 

And villager abroad at early toil: 

But, lo ! the sun appears 1 and heaven, earth, ocean, 
smile. 

And oft the craggy cliff he loved to climb, 

When all in mist the world below was lost— 

What dreadful pleasure! there to stand sublime, 

Like shipwrecked mariner on desert coast, 

And view the enormous waste of vapour, tost 


In billows, lengthening to the horizon round, 

Now scooped in ^ulfs,with mountains now embossed 1 
And hear the voice of mirth and song rebound, 

Flocks, herds, and waterfalls, along the hoar pro* 
found! 

In truth he was ft strange and wayward wight. 

Fond of each gentle and each dreadful scene. 

In darkness and in storm he found delight; 

Nor less than when on ocean-wave serene, 

The southern sun diffused his dazzling shcnc. 

Even sad vicissitude amused his soul; 

And if a sigh would sometimes intervene, 

And down his cheek a tear of pity roll, 

A sigh, a tear, so sweet, he wished not to contqpl. 

* * # 

Oft when the winter storm had ceased to rave, 

He roamed the snowy waste at even, to view j 

The cloud stupendous, from the AtV'ntiP'wave 
High-towering, sail along the horizon blue ; 

Where, ’midst the changeful scenery, ever new, 

Fancy a thousand wondrous forms descries, 

More wildly great than ever pencil drew ; 

Bocks, torrents, gulfs, and shapes of giant size, ; 

And glittering cliffs on cliffs, and fiery ramparts rise. 

Thence musing onward to the sounding shore, 

The lone enthusiast oft would tuk»' his way, 

Listening, with pleasing dread, to the deep roar 
Of the wide-weltering waves. In black array 
When sulphurous clouds rolled on the autumnal day, 
Even then he hastened from the haunt of man, 

Along the trembling wilderness to stray, 

What time the lightning’s fierce career Iwgan, 

And o’er heaven’s rending arch the rattling thunder 
ran. 

Responsive to the sprightly pipe, when all ; 

In sprightly dance the village youth were joined, J 
Edwin, of melody ave held in thrall, j 

From the rude gambol far remote reclined, ! 

Soothed with the soft notes warbling in the wind. 

Ah then, all jollity seemed noi«*c and folly ! 

To the pure soul by fancy’s fire refined, 

Ah, what is mirth but turbulence unholy, J 

When with the charm compared of heavenly melon- ; 
choly! j 

Is there a heart that music cannot melt 1 
Alas ! how is that rugged heart forlorn ; 

Is there, who ne’er those mystic transports felt 
Of solitude and melancholy born ? 

He needs not woo the Muse ; he is her scorn. 

The sophist’s rope of cobweb he shall twine ; : 

Mope o’er the schoolman’s peevish rage ; or mourn, | 
And delve for life in Mammon’s dirty mine ; 

Sneak with the scoundrel fox, or grunt with glutton 
swine. 

For Edwin, Fate a nobler doom had planned ; 

Song was his favourite and first pursuit. 

J he wild harp rang to his adventurous hand, 

And languished to his breath the plaintive flute. 

His infant muse, though artless, was not mute. 

Of elegance as yet he took no care ; 

For this of time and culture is the fruit; 

And Edwin gained at last this fruit so ram: 

As in some future verse I purpose to declare. 

Meanwhile, whate*fer of beautiful or new, 

Sublime, or dreadful, in earth, sea, or sky, 

By chance, or search, was offered to his view. 

He scanned with curious and romantic ©ye. 

\Y hate’er of lore tradition could supply 
From Gothic tale, or song, or fable old, 

Roused him, still keen to listen and to pry. 

At last, though long by penury controlled, 

And solitude, hi* soul her graces *gan unfold. 
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Thus on the chill Lapponian's dreary land, 

For many a long month lost in snow profound, 

When Sol from Cancer sends the season bland, 

And in their northern cave the storms are bound ; 
From silent mountains, straight, with startling sound, 
Torrents are hurled ; green hills emerge ; and lo ! 

The trees with foliage, cliffs with ffowers are crowned;, 
Puro rills through vales of verdure warbling go ; 

And wonder, love, and joy, the peasant’s heart o’erflow. 

[Morning Landscape.] 

Even now his eyes with smiles of rapture glow, 

As on he wanders through the scenes of mom, 

Where the fresh flowers in living lustre blow, 

Where thousand pearls the dewy lawns adorn, 

A thousand notes of joy in every breeze are borne. 

But who the wclodics of mom can tell ? 

The wild brook bifbbiing down the mountain side; 

* The lowing herd ; the sheepfnld’s simple bell; 

The pipe of early shepherd dim descried 

In the lone valley; echoing far and wide 
j The clamorous horn along the cliff’s above ; 

■ The hollow murmur of the ocean-tide; 

\\ The hum of bees, the linnet’s lay of love, 

I And the full choir that wakes the universal grove. 

j. The cottage-curs at early pilgrim bark ; 
j Crowned with her pail the tripping milkmaid sings; 
j The whistling ploughman stalks afield ; and, hark ! 

Down the rough slope the ponderous wagon rings; 

' Through rustling corn the hare astonished springs; 
Slow tolls the village-clock the drowsy hour; 

The partridge bursts away on whirring wings; 

. Deep mourns the turtle in M‘.jm>tercd bovver, 

And shrill lark carols clear from her aerial tower. 

[Lij t ami Ii.onortaUty.] 

O ve wild groves, (,) where b now your bloom ! 

(The Muse interprets thus his tender thought) 

Your flowers, your verdure, and y*mr balmy gloom, 

Of late so grateful in the hour of drought i 
Why do the birds, that song and rapture brought 
To all your bowers, their mansions now forsake I 
Ah ! why has fickle chance this ruin wrought? 

For now the storm howls mournful through the brake, 

! And the dead foliage flics in many a shapeless flake. 

* Where now the rill, melodious, pure, arid ou,!, 

' And meads, w ith life, and mirth, and beauty crowned? 

Ah ! see, the unsightly slime, and sluggish pool, 

I Have all the solitary vale embrowned ; * 

Fled each fair form, and mute each melting sound, 
The raven croaks forlorn on naked spray. 

Aiol hark : the river, bursting every mound, 

Down the vale thunders, ami with wasteful sway 
' Uproot* the grove, and rolls the shattered rock* away. 

j Yet such the destiny of all on earth : 

| So flourishes and fades majestic man. 

Fair i* the bud his vernal morn brings forth, 

And fostering gales a while the nursling fan. 

O smile, ye heavens, serene ; ye mildews wan, 

Yo blighting whirlwinds, spare his balmy prime, 

Nor lessen of his life the little span. 

Rome on the swift, though silent wings of Time, 

Old age come* on apace to ravage all the dime. 

And be it #o. IiOt those deplore their doom 
Whose hope Btill grovels in thi* dark sojourn ; 

But lofty souls, who look beyond the tomb, 

Can smile at Fate, and wonder how they inoum. 

Shall Spring to these sad scenes no more return 1 
Is yonder wave the Sun’s eternal bed I 
Soon shall the orient with new lustre bum, 

And Spring shall soon her vital influence shed. 

Again attune the grove, again adorn the mead. 


Shall I be left forgotten in the dust, 

When Fate, relenting, lets the flower revive? 

Shall Nature’s voice, to man alone unjust, 

Rid him, though doomed to perish, hope to live? 

Is it for this fair Virtue oft must strive 
With disappointment, pepury, and pain! 

No: Heaven’s immortal spring shall yet arrive, 

And man’s majestic beauty bloom again, 

Bright through the eternal year of Love’s triumphant 
reign. 

Retirement. —1758. 

When in the crimson cloud of even 
The lingering light decays, 

And He#per on the front of heaven 
11 is glittering ireni displays; 

Deep in the silent vale, unseen, 

Reside a lulling stream, 

A pensive youth, of placid mien. 

Indulged this tender theme. 

• Ye cliffs, in hoary grandeur piled 
High o‘er the glimmering dale ; 

Ye woods, along whose windings wild 
Murmurs the solemn gale : 

Where Melancholy strays forlorn, 

And Wo retires to weep, 

What time the wan moon’s yellow horn 
Gleams on the western deep : j 

To you, ye wastes, whose artless charms I 

Ne’er drew Ambition’s eye, ; 

’Scaped a tumultuous world’s alarms, 

To your retreats I fly. 

Deep in your most sequestered bower 
Let me at last recline, j 

Where Solitude, mild, modest power, ! 

Leans on her ivied shrine. \ 

How shall I woo thee, matchless fair? j 

Thy heavenly smile how win ? 

Thy smile that smooths the brow of Care, i 
And stills the storm within. 1 

O wilt thou to thv favourite grove 
Thine ardent votary bring, ! 

And bless his hours, and bid them move j 

Serene, on silent wing ? j 

Oft let Remembrance soothe his mind j 

With dreams of former days, 

When in the lap of Peace reclined j 

He framed hi** infant lays ; < 

When Fancy roved at large, nor Care 
Nor cold Distrust alarmed, 

Nor Envy, with malignant glare, 

His simple youth had harmed. j 

’Twos then, 0 Solitude 1 to thee j 

His early vows were paid, j 

From heart sincere, and warm, and free, 

Devoted to the shade. ; 

Ah why did Fate his steps decoy J 

In stormy paths to roam, ! 

Remote from all congenial joy !— 

O take the wanderer home. j 

Thy shade#, thy silence now be mine, j 

Thv charms my only theme ; 

My haunt the hollow cliff, whose pine 
Waves o’er the gloomy stream. 

Whence the scared owl on pinions gray 
Break# from the rustling boughs, 

And down the lone vale sails away 
To more profound repose. 

0, while to thee the woodland pouw 
Its wildly warbling song, 

And balmy from the bank of flowea 
The zephyr breathe* along; 
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Let no rude sound invado from far, 

No vagrant foot be nigh, 

No ray from Grandeur’s gilded car 
Flash on the startled eye. 

But if some pilgrim through the glade 
Thy hallowed bowers explore, 

0 guard from harm his hoary head, 

Aud listen to his lore; 

For he of joys divine shall tell, 

That wean from earthly wo, 

And triumph o’er the mighty spell 
That chains his heart below. 

For me, no more the path invites 
Ambition loves to tread ; 

No more 1 climb-those toilsome heights, 
By guileful Hope misled ; 

Leaps my fond fluttering heart no more 
To Mirth’s enlivening strain ; 

For present pleasure soon is o’er, 

And all the past is vain.’ 

The Hermit. 


At the close of the day, when the hamlet is still, 

And mortals the sweets of forgetfulness prove. 

When nought but the torrent is heard on the bill, 
And nought but the nightingale’s song in the grove: 
’Twas thus, by the cave of the mountain afar. 

While his harp rung symphonious, a hermit began : 
No more with himself or with nature at war. 

He thought as a sage, though he felt as a man. 

* Ah ! why, all abandoned to darkness and wo, 

Why, lone Philomela, that languishing fall 1 
For spring shall return, and a lover bestow, 

And sorrow no longer thy bosom inthral: 

But, if pity inspire thee, renew the sad lay, 

Mourn, sweetest complaincr, man cull* thee to mourn; 
0 soothe him, whose pleasures like thine pass away : 
Full quickly they pass—but they never return. 


Now gliding remote on the verge of the sk v, 

{ The moon half extinguished her crescent displays ; 

: But lately I marked, when majestic on high 
She shone, and the planets were lost in her blaze. 

Roll on, thou fair orb, and with gladness pursue 
The path that conducts thee to splendour again ; 

But man’s faded glory what change shall renew { 

Ah fool! to exult in a glory so vain ! 

’Tis night, and the landscape is lovely no more ; 

I mourn, but, ye woodlands, 1 mourn not for you ; 

For morn is approaching, your charms to restore, 
Perfumed with fresh fragrance, and glittering with dew: 
Nor yet for the ravage of winter I mourn ; 

Kind Nature the embryo blossom will save. 

But when shall spring visit the mouldering urn ! 

O when shall it dawn on the night of the grave! 


, *1 vv:l ' thus, by the glare of false science betrayed, 

I That, leads, to bewilder; and dazzles, to blind ; 

! ^ly thoughts wont to roum, from shade onw’ard to 
shade, 

1 >e.-truction before me, and sorrow behind. 

“ O pity, great Father of Light,” then I cried, 

“ Thy creature, who fain would not wander from thee; 
Lo, humbled in dust, I relinquish my pride: 

From doubt and from darkness thou only canst free !” 


And darkness and doubt are now flying away, 

No longer I roam in conjecture forlorn. 

So breaks on the traveller, faint, and astray, 

The bright and the balmy effulgence of morn. 

See Truth, Love, and Mercy, in triumph descending, 
And Nature all glowing in Eden’s first bloom ! 

On the cold cheek of death smiles and roses are 
blending. 

And beauty immortal awakes from the tomb.’ 


CHRISTOPHER SMART. 


Christophkr Smart, an unfortunate and irre¬ 
gular man of genius, was born in 1722 at Ship- 
bourne in Kent. His father was steward to Lord 
Barnard (afterwards Karl of Darlington), and dying 
when his son was eleven years of age, the patronage 
of Lord Barnard was generously continued to his 
family. Through the influence of this nobleman, 
Christopher procured from the Duchess of Cleve¬ 
land an allowance of X40 per annum. lie was ad¬ 
mitted of Pembroke Hull, Cambridge, in 1739, 
elected a fellow of Pembroke in 174f>, and took his j 
degree of M.A. in 1747. At college, Smart was 
remarkable for folly and extravagance, and his | 
distinguished contemporary Gray prophesied truly 
that the result of his conduct wouhl lx* a jail or 
U'dlam. In 1747, he wrote a eorf'.vdy called a Trip 
to Cmnhndijc , or The (IrateJ id Fair , which was acted 
in Pembroke College Hall, the parlour of which was 
made the green-room. No remains of this play him,* 
lx*en found, excepting a few songs and a mock- 
heroic soliloquy, the latter containing the following ' 
humorous simile :— | 

Thu** when a barber and a collier fight, } 

The barber heats the luckless collier ichitt ; j! 

The dusty collier heaves his ponderous suck, i 

And, big with vengeance, beats the barber hlurl\ j 
In comOS the brick-dust man, with grime oYrspread, t 
And beats the collier and the barber red ; j 

Black, red, and white, in wirious cloud* are tossed, Jj 
Ami in the dust they raise tie* combatant* art* lost. 


From tin* correspondence of Gray, it appears that 
Smart’s income at Cambridge was about £ U() per 
annum, and of this his creditors compelled him to 
assign over to them £.*>u a-year till his debts were 
i paid. Notwithstanding his irregularities, Smart 
1 cultivated his talents, and was distinguished !>oth 
for his Latin and Knglish verse. Hi* manners were 
agreeable, though his misconduct apjHars to have 
worn out the indulgence of all his college friends. 
Having written several pitces for j>criodieaU pub¬ 
lished by NcwUrrv, Smart became acquainted 
with the lx>okseller's family, and married hi* step¬ 
daughter, Miss Curium, in the year 17.VC He now 
removed to London, and endeavoured to subsist by 

his pen. The notorious Sir .John Hill.whose wars 

with the Koval Society, with Fielding, fke., are well- 
known), and w ho closed his life by becoming a quack 
doctor—having insidiously attacked Smart, the 
latter replied by a spirited satire entitled The lid- 
Had. Among his various tasks was a metrical 
translation of the Fables of Phadrus. He also 
translated the psalms and parables into verse, hut 
the version is destitute of talent. He had, how¬ 
ever, in his better days, translated w ith success, and 
to Pope's satisfaction, the Ode on St Cecilia’s Day, ; 
In 17f»G Smart was one of the conductors of a 
monthly ]>eriodieal called The Universal l oiter; and , 
to assist him, Johnson (who sincerely sympathised, 
as Boswell relates, with Smart’s unhappy vncilla- ' 
tion of mind) contributed a few essays. In 17G3 we 1 
find the poor poet confined in a mad-house. * He ! 
has partly as much exercise,’ said Johnson, ‘us he ! 
used to have, for he digs in the garden. Indeed, ’ 
before his confinement, he used for exercise to walk ; 
to the ale-house ; hut ho w*as carried hack again. I f 
did not think he ought to Ik; shut up. His infir- i 
inities were not noxious to society. lie insisted on j 
people praying with him (also falling upon his 1 
knees and saying his prayers in the street, or in any I 
other unusual place); and Td as lief pray with Kit j 
Smart as any one else. Another charge was, tliat i 

108 ; 
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he did not love dean linen; and I have no passion 
for it.’ During his confinement, it is said, writing 
materials were denied him, and Smart used to indent 
his poeticftl thoughts with a key on the wainscot of 
his walls. A religious poem, the Sang to David , 
written at this time in his saner intervals, pos¬ 
sesses passages of considerable power and sublimity, 
and must be considered ns one of the greatest 
curiosities of our literature. What the unfortu¬ 
nate poet did not write down (and the whole could 
not possibly have been committed to the walls of 
his apartment) must have l>een composed and re¬ 
tained from memory alone. Smart was afterwards 
released from bis confinement; but his ill fortune 
(following, we suppose, his intemperate habits) again 
pursued him. He was committed to the Kings Bench 
prison for debt, and died there, after a short illness, 
in 1770. • 

• 

Sung to David. 

O thou, that sit’st upon a throne. 

With harp of high, majestic tone, 

To praise th^‘ King of kings : 

And voice of heaven, ascending swell. 

Which, while its deeper notes cxc» ), 

Clear as a clarion rings : 

To hi css each valley, grove, arid 
And charm the cherubs to the post 
Of gratitude in throngs ; 

To keep the days on /ion’s Mount, 

And send the year to his account, 

With dances and with songs; 

O servant of G<>d'* holiest charge, 

The minister of praise at h»rr*e. 

Which thou mayst now receive *, 

From thy blest mansion hail and hear, 

From topmost eminence appear 
To this the wreath i wc.nc. 

Great, valiant, pious, good, and clean, 

Sublime, r<»nt*-mplati\e, serene, 

Strong, constant, plea-ant, wise! 

Bright rilluence of exceeding grace ; 

Best man! the swiftness and the race, 

The }K*ri 1 and the prize ! 

(ireat- from the lustre of his crown, 

From Samuel'* horn, and Gt»d\* renown, 

Which is the people's voice ; 

For all the host, from rear to van, 

Applauded and embraced the man - - 
The man of (iod's own choice. 

Valiant the word, and up he ro«e; 

The tight —he triumphed o’er the f*>es 
Whom (iod's just laws abhor; 

And, armed in gallant faith, he to<>k 
; Against the boaster, fr>».n the brook, 

The weajwuiH of the war. 

j Pious—magnificent and grand, 

*Twa* ho the famous temple planned, 

(The seraph in his soul :) 

Foremost to give the Lord his dues, 

I Foremost to bless the welcome news, 

| And foremost to condole. 

j Good—from Jehu dab's genuine vein. 

From God’* best nature, gmnl iu grain, 

His aspect and his heart: 

! To pity, to forgive, to save, 

; Witness Kn-gedi’s conscious cave, 

And Shinier* blunted dart. 

Clean—if perpetual prayer be pure, 
j And lore, which could itself inure 


To fasting and to fear— 

Clean in his gestures, hands, and feet, 

To smite the lyre, the dance complete, 

To play the sword and spear. 

Sublime—invention ever young. 

Of vast conception, towering tongue, 

To God the eternal theme; 

Notes from yon exaltations caught, 

Unrivalled royalty of thought, 

O’er meaner strains supreme. 

Contemplative—on God to fix 
His musing*, and above the six 
The Sabbath-day he blest; 

H'was then his thoughts self-conquest pruned. 

And heavenly melancholy tuned, 

To bless and bear the rest. 

Serene—to sow the seeds of peace, 

Remembering when he watched the fleece, 

IIow sweetly Kidron purled— 

To further knowledge, silence vice, 

And plant perpetual paradise, 

When God had calmed the world. 

Strong—in the Ford, who cou T d defy 
Satan, and all his powers that lie 
In sempiternal night ; 

And hell, and horror, and despair 
Were as the lion and the bear 
To bis undaunted might. 

Constant—in love to God, the Truth, 

Age, manhood, infancy, and youth— 

To Jonathan his friend 
Constant, lieyond the verge of death ; 

And Ziba, and MephiWheth, 

Ills endless fame attend. 

Pleasant—and various as the year; 

Man, soul, and angel without peer. 

Priest, champion, sage, and boy ; 

In armour, or in ephod clad, j 

His pomp, his piety was glad ; if T 

Majestic was his joy. “ ^ '*41 

Wise—in recovery from his fall. 

Whence rose his eminence o'er all, 

Of all the most reviled ; 

The light of Israel in his ways. 

Wist? are his precepts, prayer, and praise, 

And counsel to his child. 

His muse, bright angel of his verse. 

Gives balm for all the thorns that pierce, 

For all the pangs that rage; 

Blest light, still gaining on the gloom, 

The more than Michui of his bloom. 

The A bishag of his age. 


He sang of God—the mighty source 
Of all things—the stupendous force 
On which all strength depends ; 

From w hose right arm, beneath whose eyes, 
All period, power, and enterprise 
Commences, reigns, and ends. 

Angels—their ministry and meed, 

Which to and fro with blessings speed. 

Or with their citterns wait; 

Where Michael, with his millions, bows, 
Where dwells the seraph and his spouse. 
The cherub and her mate. 

Of man—the semblance and effect 
Of God and love—the saint elect 
For infinite applause— 

To rule the laud, and briny broad. 

To be laborious in his laud. 

And heroes in his cause. 
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The world—the clustering spheres ho made, 
The glorious light, the soothing shade, 

Dwe, champaign, grove, and hill; 

The multitudinous abyss, 

Where secrecy remains in bliss, 

And wisdom hides her skill. 

Trees, plants, and flowers—of virtuous root; 
Gem yielding blossom, yielding fruit, 

Choice gums and precious balm ; 

Bless ye the nosegay in the vale, 

And with the sweetness of the gale 
Enrich the thankful psalm. 

Of fowl—e’en every beak and wing 
Which cheer the winter, hail the spring, 
That live in peace, or prev ; 

They that make music, or tliat mock, 

The quail, the brave domestic cock, 

The raven, swan, and jay. 

Of fishes—every size and shape. 

Which nature frames of light escape. 
Devouring man to shun : 

The shells are in the wealthy deep, 

The shoals upon the surface leap, 

* And love the glancing sun. 

Of beasts—the beaver plods his ta*k ; 

While the sleek tigers roll and bask, 

Nor yet the shades arouse; 

Her cave the mining coney scoops ; 

Where o’er the mead the mountain stoops, 
The kids exult and browse. 

Of gems—their virtue and their price, 

Which, hid in earth from man’s device, 

Their darts of lustre sheath ; 

The jasper of the master’s stamp, 

The topaz blazing like a lamp, 

Among the mines beneath. 

Blest was the tenderness he felt, 

When to his graceful harp he knelt. 

And did for audience call; 

When Satan with his hand he quelled, 

And in serene suspense he held 
The frantic throes of Saul. 

His furious foes no more maligned 
As he such melody divined, 

And sense and soul detained ; 

Now striking strong, now soothing soft, 

He sent the godly sounds aloft, 

Or in delight refrained. 

When up to heaven his thoughts he piled, 
Erma fervent lips fair Michal smiled, 

As blush to blush she stood ; 

And chose herself the queen, and gave 
Her utmost from her heart—* so brave, 

And plays his hymns so good.’ 

The pillars of the Lord are seven, 

Which stand from earth to topmost heaven ; 

His wisdom drew the plan ; 

His Word accomplished the design. 

From brightest gem to deepest mine, 

From Christ enthroned to man. 

Alpha, the cause of causes, first 
In station, fountain, whence the hurst 
Of light and blaze of day; 

Whence bold attempt, and brave advance, 
Have motion, life, and ordinance, 

And heaven itoelf its stay. 

Gamma supports the glorious arch 
On which angelic legions march, 


And is with sapphires paved; 

Thence the fleet clouds are sent adrift, 

And thence the painted folds that lift 
Thfc crimson veil, are wared. 

Eta with living sculpture breathes. 

With verdant earviugs, flowery wreathes 
Of never-wasting bloom ; 

In strong relief his goodly base 
All instruments of labour grace, 

The trowel, spade, and loom. 

Next Theta stands to the supremo— 

Who formed in number, sign, and scheme, 

The illustrious lights that are ; I 

And one addressed his saffron robe, ) 

And one, clad in a silver globe, j 

Held rule with every star. 

Iota’s tuned to choral hymns * j 

Of those that fly, while he that swims • ? 

In thankful safety lurks; j 

Ami foot, ami chupitre, and niche, ; 

The various histories enrich . 

(>f < iod’s recorded wui ks. j j 

Sigma presents the social droves ; j 

With him that solitary roves, < J 

And man of all the chief; j] 

Fair on whose face, ami stately frame, n 

Did God impress his hallowed name, 

For ocular belief. j 

Omega ! greatest and the best, i 

Stands sacred to the day of re«t, j 

For gratitude ami thought ; I 1 

Which blessed the world upon bN pole, 'j 

And gave the universe his goal, 

And closed the infernal draught. 

O David, scholar of the Lord ! 

Such is thy science, whence reward, 

And infinite degree ; I 

(> strength, () sweetness, lasting ripe ! j 

God’s harp thy symbol, ami thy ty|n* j 

The lion and the bee! j 

There is but (>ne who ne’er replied, 

But One by passion unimpelled, 

By pleasures uncut iced ; > 

lie from himself his semblance sent, 

Grand object of bis own content, 

And saw the God in Christ. 

Tell them, I Arn, Jehovah said 
To Moses ; while earth heard in dread, 

And, smitten to the heart, 

At once above, beneath, around, 

All nature, without voice or sound, 

Jtcplied, 0 Lord, Thou Art. 

Thou art—to give and to confirm, 

For each his talent and his term ; 

All flesh fhy bounties share: 

Thou shalt not call thy brother fool; 

The porches of the Christian school 
Are meekness, peace, and prayer. 

Open and naked of offence, 

Man’s made of mercy, soul, and (tense: 

God armed the snail and wilk ; 

Be good to him that pulls thy plough; 

Due food and care, due rest allow 
For her that yields thee milk. 

Hise up before the hoary head, 

And (iod’s benign commandment dread* 

Which says thou shalt not die; 

Not os I will, but as thou wilt/ 

Prayed He, whose conscience knew no guilt} 

With whose blessed pattern vie. 
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Uw *11 thy passions I—loro is thine, 

And joy *nd je*lou*y divine ; 

Thine hope's eternal fort, 

And care thy leisure to disturb, 

With fear concupiscence to curb, 

And rapture to transport. 

Act simply, as occasion asks ; 

Put mellow wine in seasoned casks ; 

Till not with ass and bull: 

Remember thy baptismal bond ; 

Keep from commixtures foul and fond, 

Nor work thy flax with wool. 

Distribute ; pay the Lord his tithe, 

Ami make the widow’s heart-strings blithe; 

Resort with those that weep: 

As you from all and each expect, 

For all ifrid e^ch thy love direct, 

And render as you reap. 

The slander and its bearer spurn. 

And propagating praise sojourn 
To make thy welcome lost ; 

Turn from old^Adam t<» the New: 

By hope futurity pursue : 

Look upwards to the past. 

Control thine eye, salute success, 

Honour the \vi«er, happier ble*«t, 

And for thy neighbour feel; 

(Jrutch not of mammon and his leaven, 
Work emulation up to heaven 
By knowledge ami by zeal. 

O David, highest in the list 
Of worthies, on (tod’s ways insist, 

The genuine word rejwat ! 

Vain are the documents of men, 

And vain the flourish of the pen 
That keep* the fool’s conceit. 

Praise above all—for praise prevails ; 

Heap up the measure, load the wales, 

And good to goodness add : 

The generous soul her Saviour aids, 

But peevish obloquy degrades j 
The Lord is great and glad. 

For Adoration all the ranks 
Of angels yield eternal thanks, 

And David in the mid**t; 

With God’s good poor, which, last and least 
In man’s esteem, thou to thy feast, 

O blessed bridegroom, bids?. 

For Adoration seasons change, 

And order, truth, and beauty range, 

Adjust, attract, ami fill: 

The grass the polyanthus checks ; 

And polished porphyry reflects, 

By the descending rill. 

Rich almonds colour to the prime 
For Adoration ; tendrils climb, 

And fruit-trees pledge their gems ; 

And Ivis, with her gorgeous vest, 

Builds for her eggs her cunning nest, 

And bell-flowers bow their stems. 

With vinous syrup cedars spout; 

From rocks pure honey gushing out, 

For Adoration springs: 

All scenes of painting crowd the map 
Of nature ; to the mermaid’s pap 
The scaled infant clings. 

The spotted ounce and playsomo cube 
Run rustling ’mongst toe flowering shrubs, 


And lizards feed the moss ; 

For Adoration beasts embark, 

While waves upholding halcyon’s ark 
No longer roar and toss. 

While Israel sits beneath his fig, 

With coral root and amber sprig 
The weaned adventurer sports ; 

Where to the palm the jasmine cleaves. 
For Adoration ’mong the leaves 
The gale his peace reports. 

Increasing days their reign exalt, 

Nor in the pink and mottled vault 
The opposing spirits tilt; 

And by the coasting reader spied, 

The silveriings and crusions glide 
For Adoration gilt. 

For Adoration ripening canes, 

Am! cocoa’s purest milk detains 
The western pilgrim’s staff ; 

Where rain in clasping houghs enclosed, 
And vines with oranges disposed, 

Kmbow?r the social laugh. 

Now labour his reward receives, 

For Adoration counts his sheaves 
To pea™*, her bounteous prince ; 

The nect’rine his strong tint imbibes, 

And apples of ter thousand tribes, 

And quick peculiar quince. 

The wealthy crops of whitening rice 
’.Morigst thyine woods and groves of spice, 
For Adoration grow ; 

And, marshalled in the fenced land, 

The peaches and pomegranates stand, 
Where wild carnations blow. 

Tho laurels with the winter strive ; 

The crocus burnishes alive 
Upon the snow-clad earth : 

For Adoration myrtles stay 
To keep the garden from dismay, 

And bless the sight from dearth. 

The pheasant shows his pomjroua neck ; 
And ermine, jealous of a speck. 

With fear eludes offence: 

The sable, with his glossy pride, 

For Adoration is descried, 

Where frosts the wave condense. 

The cheerful holly, pensive yew, 

Ami holy thorn, their trim renew \ 

The squirrel hoards his nuts : 

All creatures batten o’er their stores, 

And careful nature all her doors 
For Adoration shuts. 

For Adoration, David’s Psalms 
Lift up the heart to deeds of alms ; 

And he, who kneels and chants. 

Prevails his passions to control, 

Finds meat and medicine to the soul, 
Which for translation pants. 

For Adoration, beyond match, 

The scholar bulfinch aims to catch 
The soft flute’s ivory touch ; 

And, careless, on the hazel spray 
The daring redbreast keeps at bay 
The damsel’s greedy clutch. 

For Adoration, in the skic*, 

The Lord’s philosopher espies 
The dog, the ram, and rose ; 

The planets ring, Orion’s sword ; 

Nor is his greatness less adored 
In tho vue worm that glows. 
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For Adoration, on the strings 
The western breezes work their wings, 

The captive ear to soothe— 

Hark! *tis a voice—how still, and small- 
That makes the cataracts to fall, 

Or bids the sea be smooth l 

For Adoration, incense conics 
From bezoar, and Arabian gums, 

And from the civet’s fur : 

But as for prayer, or e’er it faints, 

Far better is the breath of saints 
Than galbanum or myrrh. 

For Adoration, from the down 
Of damsons to the an ana’s crown, 

God sends to tempt the taste ; 

And while the luscious zest invites 
The sense, that in the scene delights, 
Commands desire be chaste. 

For Adoration, all the paths 
Of grace are open, all the baths 
Of purity refresh ; 

And all the rays of glory beam 
To deck the man of God’s esteem, 

Who triumphs o’er the flesh. 

For Adoration, in the dome 
Of Christ, the sparrows find a home ; 

And on his olives perch : 

The swallow also dwells with thee, 

0 man of God’s humility. 

Within his Saviour’s Church. 

Sweet is the dew that falls betimes, 

And drops upon the leafy limes ; 

Sweet ilermon’s fragrant air: 

Sweet is the lily’s silver bell, 

And sweet the wakeful tapers smell 
That watch for early prayer. 

Sweet the young nurse, with love intense, 
Which smiles o’er sleeping innocence ; 

Sweet when the lost arrive: 

Sweet the musician’s ardour beats, 

While his vague mind’s in quest of sweets, 
The choicest flowers to hive. 

Sweeter, in all the strains of love, 

The language of thy turtle-dove, 

Paired to thy swelling chord ; 

Sweeter, with every grace endued, 

The glory of thy gratitude, 

Respired unto the Lord. 

Strong is the horse upon his speed ; 

Strong in pursuit the rapid glede, 

Which makes at once his game : 

Strong the tall ostrich on the ground ; 
Strong through the turbulent profound 
Shoots xiphias to his aim. 

Strong is the lion—like a coal 
His eyeball—like a bastion’s mole 
His chest against the foes : 

Strong the gicr-cagle on his sail, 

Strong against tide the enormous whale 
Emerges as he goes. 

But stronger still in earth and air, 

And in the sea the man of prayer, 

And far beneath the tide : 

And in the seat to faith assigned, 

Where ask is hare, where seek is find, 
Where knock is open wide. 

Beauteous the fleet before the gale ,* 
Beauteous the multitudes in mail. 


Ranked arms, and crested heads; 
Beauteous the garden’s umbrage mild, 
Walk, water, meditated wild, 

And all the bloomy beds. 

Beauteous the moon full on the lawn ; 

And beauteous when the veil's withdrawn, 
The virgin to her spouse : 

Beauteous the temple, decked and filled. 
When to the heaven of heavens they build 
Their heart-directed vows. 

Beauteous, yea beauteous more than these, 
The Shepherd King upon hi* knees, 

For his momentous trust ; 

With wish of infinite eoneeit, 

For man, beast, mute, the small and great, 
And prostrate dust to du^l. ^ 

t 

Precious the bounteous willow’s mite ; 

And precious, for extreme delight, 

The larges* from the churl : 

Precious the rubv’s blushing blaze, 

Ami alba’s blest imperial ra\s, 

And pure cerulean pearl. 

Precious the penitential tear: 

And precious is the sigh sincere ; 

Acceptable tot iod : 

And precious are the winning flowers, 

In gladsome Israel’s fen-t of bowers, 

Bound on the hallowed sod. 

More precious that diviner part 
Of David, e’en tin* l.ord*> own heart, 

(ireat, beautiful, and new : k 

In all things where it was intent, M 
In all extremes, in each event, Jr 
Proof— answe.ing true to true. 1 

Glorious the sun in mid career ; 

Glorious the assembled tires appear; 

Glorious the eouu t's train : 

Glorious the trumpet and alarm; 

Glorious the Almighty’s stretehed-out arm ; 
Glorious the enraptured main : 

Glorious the northern lights astream ; 
Glorious the song-, when God's the thenn* ; 

Glorious the thunder’s roar: 

Glorious hosannah from the den ; 

Glorious the catholic amen ; 

Glorious the martyr’s gore: 

Glorious—more glorious in the crown 
Of Him that brought salvation down, 

By meekness railed thy Sin ; 

Thou that stupendous truth believed. 

And now the matchless deed’s achieve 1, 
Determined, Dared, and Done. 


jtien Ann C.LOVKK. 

Richard Glovkr (1712-178:*), a London mer¬ 
chant, who «at several years in parliament as 
meml>er for Weymouth, was distinguished in pri¬ 
vate life for his spirit and independence. He pub¬ 
lished t wo elaborate poems in biank verse, 
and The Athena is, the former Ivearing reference 
to the memorable defence of Thenmopyfa, and 
the hitter continuing the war between the Greeks j 
and Persians. The length of these poems* their 
want of sustained interest, and lesser peculiarities 
not suited to the existing poetical taste, render 
them next to unknown in the present day. Yet 
there is smoothness and even rigour, a calm moral i 
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j dignity and patriotic elevation in ‘ Leonidas* which 
j might even yet find admirers. Thomson is said 
! to have exclaimed, when he heard of the work of 
! Glover, ‘He write an epic poem, who never sawn 
, j mountain!’ Yet Thomson himself, familiar os he 
i was in his youth with mountain scenery, was tame 
» and commonplace when he ventured on classic or 
j epic subjects. The following passage is lofty and 
i energetic:— 

{! 

j' [Addres* of Leonidas.] 

lie alone 

! Remains unshaken. Rising, he displays 
His godlike presence. Dignity and grace 
| Adorn his frame, and manly beauty, joined 
S With strength Herculean. On his aspect shines 
| Sublimcst virtue nml desire of fame, 
i Where justice giggs the laurel ; in his eye 
l 'The inextinguishable spark, which fires 
[ The souls of patriots ; while hi* brow supports 
Undaunted valour, and contempt of death. 

I Serene he rose, and thus addressed the throng : 

! 4 Why this astonishment on every face. 

Ye men of Spartak Does the name of death 
! Create this fear and wonder? O mv friend.- ! 
j Why do we labour through the ardincM paths 
| Which lead to virtue! Fruitless were the toil. 

I Above the reach of human feet were placed 
' The distant summit, if the fear of death 
I Could intercept our passage. Hut in vain 
1 His blackest frowns and terrors he assumes 
j To shake the firmness of the mind which knows 
That, wanting virtue, life is pain and wo; 

That, wanting liberty, even virtue mourns, 

And look* around for happiness in vain. 

Then speak, O Sparta! and demand my life; 

Mv heart, exulting, answers to thy call, 

And smiles on glorious fate. To live with fame 
The gods allow to many ; but to die 
With equal lustre is a blessing Heaven 
Selects from all the choicest boons of fate, 

And with a sparing hand on few bestows.’ 

Salvation thus to Sparta he proclaimed. 

Jov, wrapt awhile in admiration, paused, 

| Suspending praise ; nor praise at last resounds 
i In high acclaim to rend the arch of heaven; 

A reverential murmur breathes applause. 

| The nature of the poem affords scope for interesting 
situations and descriptions of natural objects in a 
romantic country, which Glover occasionally avails 
himself of with g«>od effect, 'There is great lieauty 
and classic elegance in this sketch of the fountain at 
the dwelling of Oileus :— 

Reside the public way an oval fount 
Of marble sparkled with a silver spray 
Of falling rills, collected from above. 

The army halted, and their hollow casques 
Dipped in the limpid stream. Rebind it rose 
An edifice, composed of native roots, 

; And oaken trunks of knotted girth unwrought. 

! Within were beds of moss. Old batten'd anus 
I; Hung from the roof. The curious chiefs approach, 
j These words, engraven on a tablet rude, 

; Megistias reads; the rest in silence hear: 

| • Yon marble fountain, by Oileus placed, 

• To thirsty lips in living water flows ; 

For weary steps he framed this cool retreat; 

A grateful offering here to rural peace, 

His dinted shield, hiB helmet he resigned. 

0 passenger 1 if bom to noble deeds. 

Thou would’st obtain perpetual grace from Jove, 
Devote thy vigour to heroic toils, 

And thy deoline to hospitable cares. 

Rest here; then seek Oileus in his vale.’ 


In the ‘Athcnais* wo have a continuation of the 
same classic story and landscape. The following is 
an exquisite description of a night scene:— , 

Silver Phoebe spreads i 

A light, reposing on the quiet lake, 

Save where the snowy rival of her hue, 

The gliding swan, behind him leaves a trail 
In luminous vibration. Do! an isle 
Swells on the surface. Marble structures there i 

New gloss of beauty borrow from the moon J 

'To deck the shore. Now silence gently yields j 

To measured strokes of oars. 'I7ie orange groves, { 

In rich profusion round the fertile verge, i 

Impart to fanning bre' y.c.m fresh perfumes j 

Kxhaustless, visiting the scene with sweets, j 

Wh ich soften even Rriareus; but tbe son j| 

Of Oobryas, heavy with devouring care, t 

Uncharmed, unheeding siCV. j 

The scene presented by the shores of Salamis on ! 
the morning of the battle is thus strikingly depicted. 
The poet gives no burst of enthusiasm to kindle up ' 
his page, and his versification retains most of its 
usual Imrdnes;- and want of How and cadence; yet 
the assemblage described is so vast and magnificent, 
and his enumeration is so varied, that the picture 
carries with it a host of spirit-stirring associations:— 

[The Armies at Salamis.'] 

O sun ! thou o’er Athenian towers, 

The citadel and fanes in ruin huge, 

Dost, rising now, illuminate a scene 
More new, more wondrous to thy piercing eye 
Thau ever time disclos'd. PUaicron’s wave 
Presents three thousand barks in pendants rich ; 
Spectator-, clustering like Hvmcttian bees, 

Hang on the burdened shrouds, the bending yards, 

The reeling masts ; the whole Ocropian strand. 

Far as Fdeusis, seat of mystic rites, 

Is thronged with millions, male and female race. 

Of Asia and of Libya, ranked on foot, j 

On horses, camels, cars. /Fgaleos tall, 

Half down his long declivity, where spreads 
A mossy level, on a throne of gold, 

Displays the king, environed by his court, , 

In oriental pomp; the hill behind 1 

By warriors covered, like some trophy huge, ) 

Ascends in varied arms and banners clad ; j 

Relow the monarch's feet the immortal guard, ‘ 

Line under line, erect their gaudy spears ; j 

'The ar/^gement, shelving downward to the beach, { 
Is edg^s^^chosen liorse. With blazing steel j 

Of At$ ^encircled, from the deep j 

Psvtta jRier surface to the sight, I 

Like Arij> ,Jjrs heaven-bespangling crown, I 

A wreath olstars ; Itcyond, in dread array. 

The Grecian fleet, four hundred galleys, fill 
The Salaminian Straits ; barbarian prows 
In two divisions point to either mouth 
Six hundred brazen beaks of tower-like ship#, 

Unwieldy bulks ; the gentlv-swelling soil 
Of Salamis, rich island, bounds the view. 

Along her silver-sanded verge arrayed, 

The men-at-arms exalt their naval spears, 

Of length terrific. All the tender sex, 

Ranked by Timothca, from a green ascent, 

Look down in beauteous order on their sires, 

Their husbands, lovers, brothers, sons, prepared 
To mount thq rolling deck. Tbe younger dailies 
In bridal rob^s are clad; tbe matrons sage, 

In solemn mifment, worn on sacred days; 

But white in gesture, like their maiden breasts. 

Where Zephyt plays, uplifting with his breath 
The loosely-waving folds, a chosen line 
Of Attic graces In the front is placed; 

From each fair head the tresses fall, entwinod 
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With newly-gathered flowerets; chaplets gay 
The snowy hand sustains; the native curls, 
O’ershading half, augment their powerful charms J 
While Venus, tempered by Minerva, fills 
Their eyes with ardour, pointing every glance 
To animate, not soften. From on high 
Her large controlling orbs Timothea rolls, 

Surpassing all in stature, not unlike 
In majesty of shape the wife of Jove, 

Presiding o’er the empyreal fair. 

A popular vitality has been awarded to a ball fid 
of Glover’s, while his epics have sunk into obli- 


Admiral Hosier’s Ghost. 

[Written on the taking of Carthagena from the Spaniards, 
1739 .] 

[The case of Hosier, which is here so pathetically repre¬ 
sented, was briefly this:—In April 17!&, that commander was 
sent with a strong fleet into the Spanish West Indies, to block 
up the galleons in the ports of that country; or, should they 
presume to come out, to seize ami carry them into England. 
He accordingly arrived at the Hastimentos near l'ortobello ; 
but being restricted \v his orders from o ■•eying the dictates of 
liis courage, lay inactive on that station until hobecume the jest 
of the Spaniards. He afterwards removed to Carthagena, and 
continued cruising in those sens until the far greater part of 
his men perished deplorably by the diseases of that unhealthy 
climate. This brave man, seeing hi* best officers and men thu> 
daily swept away, his ships exposed to inevitable destruction, 
and himself made the sport of the enemy, is said to have died 
of a broken heart.] 

As near Portobcllo lying 

On the gentle-swelling flood, 

At midnight, with streamers flying, 

Our triumphant navy rode ; 

There while Vernon sat all glorious 
From the Spaniards’ late; defeat, 

And his crews, with shouts victorious, 

Drank success to England’s fleet: 

On a sudden, shrilly sounding, 

Hideous yells and shrieks were heard ; 

Then, each heart with fear confounding, 

A sad troop of ghosts appeared ; 

All in dreary hammocks shrouded, 

Which for winding-sheets they wore, 

And, with looks by sorrow clouded, 

Frowning on that hostile shore. 

(>n them gleamed the moon’s wan 
When the shade of Hosier brave, 

IIis pale bands were seen to muster, 

Rising from their watery grave: 

O’er the glimmering wave he hied him, 

Where the Burford reared her sail, 

With three thousand ghosts beside him, 

And in groans did Vernon hail. 

Heed, oh, heed our fatal story! 

I am Hosier’s injured ghost; 

You who now have purchased glory 
At this place where I was lost: 

Though in Portobello’s ruin, 

You now triumph free from fears, 

When you think on my undoing, 

You Will mix your joys with tears. 

See these mournful spectres sweeping 
Ghastly o’er this hated wave, 

Whose wan cheeks are stained with weeping; 
These were English captains brave. 


Mark those numbers, pale and horrid, 

Who were onco my sailors bold ; 

Lo ! each hangs his drooping forehead, 

While his dismal talo is told. 

I, by twenty sail attended, 

Did this Spanish town affright; 

Nothing then its wealth defended 
But my orders—not to fight! 

Oli! that in this rolling ocean 
I had cast them with disdain, 

And obeyed my heart’s warm motion, 

To have quelled the pride of Spain l 

For resistance I could fear none ; 

But with twenty ships had done 
What thou, brave and happy Vernon, 

Hast achieved with six alone. 

Then the Bastimentos never 
Had our foul dishonour soon, 

Nor the seas the sad receiver 
Of this gallant train had been. 

Thus, like thee, proud Spain dismaying. 

And her galleons leading home, 

Though condemned for disobeying, 

I had met a traitor's doom : 

To have fallen, my country crying, 

‘He has played an English part,* 

Had been better far than dying 
Of ft grieved and broken heart. 

ITirepining at thy glory. 

Thy successful arms we hail; 

But remember our sad story, 

And let Hosier’s wrongs prevail. 

Sent in this foul clime to languish, 

Think what thousands fell in vain. 

Wasted with disease and anguish, 

Not in glorious battle slain. 

Hence with ull my train attending, 

From their oozy tombs below, 

Through the hoary foam ascending, 

Here I feed my constant wo. 

Here the Baatirnentos viewing, 

W e recall our shameful doom, 

And, our plaintive cries renewing, 

Wander through the midnight gloom. 

O’er these waves forever mourning 
Shall we roam, deprived of rest, 
if, to Britain’s shores returning, 

You neglect iny just request; 

After this proud foe subduing, 

When your patriot friends you see, 

Think on vengeance for my ruin, 

And for England—shamed in me. 

The poets who follow are a secondary class, few 
of whom are now noted for moro than one or two 
favourite pieces. 


ROBERT DOD8I.EV. 

Robert Dodslev (1703-1764) was an able and 
spirited publisher of his day, the friend of literature 
and of literary men. He projected the Annual Re¬ 
gister , in which Burke was engaged, and he was the 
first to collect and republish the * Old English Plays/ 
which form the foundation of our national drama. 
Dodsley wrote an excellent little moral treatise, The 

1H 







ENGLISH LITERATURE. 


SIR WILLIAM JOXm 


Economy of liwmn Life , which wan attributed to 
Lord Chesterfield, and lie was author of some dra- 



Dodftloy'n House and Shop in Pall MalL 


mafic pieces and poetical efT'orions. lie was always 
attached to literature, and tins, aided by his excel¬ 
lent eondict, raised him from the lew condition of 
a livery servant, to bo oncof the iuo»t influential 
and respectable men of the times in which he lived. 

[$o»y — The V nr tiny A7.ec J 

duo kind wbh before we part, 

Drop a tear, and bid adieu : 

Though we sever, my fund heart. 

Till we meet, .“hall pant for you. 

Vet, yet weep not so, my love, 

Let me kiss that falling tear; 

Though my hody must remove, 

All my soul will still he here. 

All my soul, mol all my heart. 

Ami every wish .“hall pant for you ; 

One kind kbs, then, ere we part, 

Drop n tear, and bid adieu. 

SAMUEL JIISIIOIX 

Samuel Bishop (1731-171)5) was an Knglish 
clergyman, Master of Merchant Tailors' School, 
London, and author of some miscellaneous essays 
and poems. The best of his poetry was devoted to 
the praise of his wife; and few can read such lines 
as the following without believing that Bishop was 
on amiable and happy man:— 

To Mrs Bishop, on the Anniversary of her Wedding - 
J)ay , which was also her Birth-Day, with a Iling. 

* Thee, Mary, with this ring I wed*— 

So, fourteen years ago, 1 said. 

Behold another ring I—‘ For what!’ 

* To wed thee o’er again T Why not! 


With that first ring I married youth, 

Grace, beauty, innocence, and truth; 

Taste long admired, sense long revered. 

And all my Molly then appeared. 

If she, by merit since disclosed, 

Prove twice the woman I supposed, 

I plead that double merit now. 

To justify a double vow. 

Here, then, to-day (with faith as sure, 

With ardour as intense, as pure. 

As when, amidst the rites divine, 

I took thy troth, and plighted mine), 

To thee, sweet girl, my second ring 
A token and a pledge I bring: 

With this I wed, till death us part, ’ 

Thy riper virtues to toy heart; j! 

Those virtues which, before untried, j| 

The wife has added to the bride; 

Those virtues, whose progressive claim, 
b ml earing wedlock’s very name. 

My soul enjoys, my song approves. 

For conscience 1 sake its well ns love’s. 

And why?—They show' me every hour 
Honour’s high thought, Affection’s power, f 

Discretion’s deed, sound Judgment’s sentence, 

And teach me all things—but repentance, ! 


SIK WILLIAM JONES. } 

‘ It is not Sir William Jones’s poetry,* says Mr 
Southey, ‘ that can perpetuate bis name.’ This is 
true: it was ns an oriental scholar and legislator, 
an enlightened lawyer and patriot, that he earned 
bis laurels. His profound learning and philological 
researches (he was master of twenty-eight languages) < 
were the wonder and admiration of his contempo- : 
nines. Sir William was born in London in 1746. j 


l 



Sir William Jonas. 


His father was an eminent mathematician, but died 
when his son was only three years of age. The 
cure of educating young Jones devolved upon his 
mother, who was well qualified for the duty by her 
virtues and extensive learning. When in his fifth 
year, the imagination of the young scholar was 
caught by the sublime description of the angel in 
the tenth chapter of the Apocalypse, and the ixn* 
pression was never effaced. In 1753 he was placed 









FBOM 1727 


CYCLOPAEDIA OF 


to 1780. 


at Harrow school, where lie continued nearly ten 
years, and became an accomplished and critical clas¬ 
sical scholar. He did not confine himself merely to 
the ancient authors usually studied, but added a 
knowledge of the Arabic characters, and acquired 
sufficient Hebrew to read the Psalms. In 1764 lie 
was entered of University college, Oxford. Here 
his taste for oriental literature continued, and he 
engaged a native of Aleppo, whom he had discovered 
in London, to act as his preceptor, lie also assidu¬ 
ously perused the Greek poets and historians. In 
his nineteenth year, Jones accepted an offer to be 
private tutor to Lord Althorp, afterwards Earl 
Spencer. A fellowship at Oxford was also conferred 
upon him, and thus the scholar was relieved from 
the fear of want, and enabled to pursue his favou¬ 
rite and unremitting studies. An opportunity of 
displaying one branch of his acquirements was 
afforded in 1768. The king of Denmark in that 
year visited England, and brought with him an 
eastern manuscript, containing the life of Nadir 
Shah, which lie wished translated into French. 
Jones executed this arduous task, lieing, as Lord 
Teignmouth, his biographer, remarks, the only ori¬ 
ental scholar in England adequate to the performance. 
He still continued in the noble family of Spencer, 
and in 1769 accompanied his pupil to the continent. 
Next year, feeling anxious to attain an independent 
station in life, he entered himself a student of the 
Temple, and, applying himself with his characteristic j 
ardour to his new profession, he contemplated with 
pleasure the ‘stately edifice of the laws of England,’ 
"andmastered their most important principles and 
details. In 1774 he published ('onimrntaries on 
Asiatic Poetry , hut finding that jurisprudence was a 
jealous mistress, and would not admit the eastern 
muses to participate in his attentions, he devoted 
himself for some years exclusively to his legal 
studies. A patriotic feeling was mingled with this 
resolution. ‘Had 1 lived at Rome or Athens,’ he 
said, * I should have preferred the labours, studies, 

1 and dangers of their orators and illustrious citizens 
! —connected as they were with banishment and even 
! death—to the groves of the poets or the gardens of 
! the philosophers. Here I adopt the same resolution, 
j The constitution of England is in no respect inferior 
| to that of Rome or Athens.’ Jones now practised 
i at the bar, and was appointed one of the Commis¬ 
sioners of Bankrupts. In 1778, he published a 
| translation of the speeches of Isauis, in causes con- 
; corning the law of succession to property at Athens, | 

I to which he added notes and a commentary. The 
i stirring events of the time in which he lived were 
| not beheld without strong interest by this accom- 
■ plished scholar. He was decidedly opposed to the 
American war and to the slave trade, then so pre- 
j valent, and in 1781 lie produced his noble Alcaic 
(></<, animated by the purest spirit of patriotism, 
and a high strain of poetical enthusiasm. He ulso 
r»mod in representing the necessity that existed for 
a reform of the electoral system in England. But 
though he made speeches and wrote pamphlets in 
favour of liberty and pure government, Jones was 
no party man, and was desirous, he said, of being 
transported to the distance of five thousand leagues 
from all the fatal discord of contending politicians. 
His wishes were soon accomplished. lie was ap¬ 
pointed one of the judges of the supreme court at 
Fort William, in Bengal, and the honour of knight¬ 
hood was conferred upon him. He married the 
daughter of Dr Shipley, bishop of St Asaph; and 
in April 1783, in his thirty-seventh year, he em¬ 
barked for India, never to return. Sir William 
Jones entered upon his judicial functions with all 
the advantages of a high reputation* unsullied in¬ 


tegrity, disinterested benevolence, and unwearied 
perseverance. In the intervals of leisure from 
his duties, he directed his attention to scientific 
objects, and established a society in Calcutta to pro- j 
mote inquiries by the ingenious, and to concentrate 1 . 
the knowledge to be collected in Asia. In 1784, his 
health being affected by the climate and the close¬ 
ness of his application, he made a tour through 
various parts of India, in the course of which he 
wrote The Knchanted Fruit, or Hindoo Wife, a poeti¬ 
cal tale, and a Treatise on the Gods of Greece , Italy , 
and India. He also studied the Sanscrit language, 
being unwilling to continue at the mercy of the 
Pundits, who dealt out Hindoo law as they pleased. 
Some translations from oriental authors, and origi¬ 
nal poems and essays, he contributed to a periodical 
established at Ualeutta, entitled The. Asiatic Mis- 
cellany . He meditated an epic poem n the Dis¬ 
covery of England by Brutus, to which his knowledge 
of Hindoo mythology suggested a new machinery, j 
the agency of Hindoo deities. To soften the violence j 
of the fiction into harmony with probability, the j 
poet conceived the future comprehension of Hindu- ! 
stan within the circle of British dominion, as pro- j 
spectively visible in the age of Brutus, to the guar- ; 
dian amrels of the Indian ]>cninsula. This gorgeous ’ 
design he had matured so far .as to write the argu- * 
moots of the intended bonks of his epic, hut the j 
poem itself he did not live to attempt. In 1781) Sir ] 
William translated an ancient Indian drama, Sucon- , 
tala, or the Fatal Him), which exhibits a picture of ! 
Hindoo manners in the century preceding the(’hris- i 
tian era. He engaged to compile a digest of Hindoo 
and Mahometan laws; and in 171*4 lie translated , 
the Ordinances <•/* Menu or tin* Hindoo m stem of 
duties, religious and civil. His motive to this task, 
like his inducement to the digest, was to aid the ! 

1 Malevolent intentions of our legislature in securing 
! to the natives, in a qualified degree, the udministra- f j 
i tion of justice by their own laws. Eager t.» accom¬ 
plish his digest. Sir William Jones remained in ; 
India after the delicate health of Eady Jones cmn- ■ 
pcllcd her departure in December 1793. He pro- | 
postal to follow her in the ensuing season, hut in April 
lit* was seized with inflammation of the liver, vhicli 
terminated fatally, after an illness of otic week, on the 
27th of April 1794. Every honour was paid to his 
remains, and the East India Company erected a 
monument to his memory in St 1 "aid’s Cathedral. 
'Hie attainments of Sir William Jones were so pro¬ 
found and various, that it is difficult to conceive how 
he had comprised them in his short life of forty- 
| eight years. As a linguist he has probably never 
j been surpassed; for his knowledge extended to a 
j critical study of the literature and antiquities of ; 
various nations. As a lawyer he had attained to a 
high rank in England, and lie was the Justinian of 
India. In general science there were few depart- 
nients of which lie was ignorant: in chemistry, 
mathematics, botany, and music, lie was equally pro- i 
fleient. ‘ He seems,’ says his biographer, ‘to have ; 
acted on this maxim, that whatever had ln-en at- J 
tained was attainable by him ; and he was never oh- : 
served to overlook or to neglect any opportunity of 
adding to his accomplishments or to his knowledge. 
When in India, his studies began with the dawn; j 
and in seasons of intermission from professional duty, 
continued throughout the day; meditation retraced j 
and confirmed wlmt reading hud collected or inves¬ 
tigation discovered. By a regular application of 
time to particular occupations, he pursued various 
objects without confusion; and in undertakings 
which depended on his individual perseverance, he 
was never deterred by difficulties from proceeding to 
a successful termination.’ With respect to the 
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division of his time, Sir William Jones had written 
in India, on a small piece of paper, the following 
lines:— 

« Sir Edward Coke: 

Six hours in sloop, in law’s grave study six, 

Four spend in prayer—the rest on nature fix. 

llathcr: 

Seven hours to law, to soothing slumber seven, 

Ten to the world allot, and all to heaven.* 

The poems of Sir William Jones have been collected 
aud printed in two small volumes. An early collee- 
I turn was published by himself, dedicated to the 
i Countess Spencer, in 1772. They consist of a few 
| original pieces ii*English and Latin, and transla¬ 
tions from lVtrareh and Pindar; paraphrases of 
| Turkish and Chinese odes, hymns on subjects of 
i Hindoo mythology, Indian 'Pales, and a few songs 
! from tin* Persian. Of these the beautiful lyric from 
| Hafiz is the most valuable. 'Phi- taste of Sir William 
[ ,1 ones was early titrned towards eastern poetry, in 
j which he was captivated with new images, expres- 
j sions, and allegories, hut there is a want of ehaste- 
] ness and simplicity in m ^t of these productions. 

: The name of their illustrious author ‘reflects credit,’ 

[! as Campbell remarks, * on poetical biography, hut 
| his secondary fame as a composer shows that the 
1 palm of poetry is not likely to he won, even by 
| great genius, without exclusive devotion to the pur- j 
! suit.’ 


j A a Ode, in Imitation of si leant. 

1 What constitutes a state? 

Not liigh-raixd battlement <>r laboured mound, 

Thick wall or moated gate ; 

1 Not cities proud with spires and turrets crowned ; 
j Not bays and broad aimed port.-, 

i Where, laughing at the storm, rich navies ride; 

Not staried and spangled court-, 
i Where low-browed baseness wafts perfume to pride, 

\, No: men,’ hTgb-mmdeiTdiieiT, . 

i With [towers as far abmo dull brutes endued 
In fore-1, brake, or den, 

i As beasts excel cold rocks and brambles rude ; 
l' Men who their duties know, 

Hut know their rights, ami, knowing, dare maintain, 

I Prevent the long-aimed blow, 

i And crush the tyrant while they rend the chain : 

, These constitute a state, 

j And sovereign Law, that state’s collected will, 

O’er thrones and globes elate 
: Sits empress, crowning good, repressing ill; 
i Sruit by her sacred frown, 

The fiend Discretion like a vapour sinks, 

Ami e’en the all-dazzling Crown 
Hides his fuiut ray a, and at her bidding shrinks. 

Such was this heaven-loved isle, 

Than Lesbos fairer, and the Cretan shore! 

No more shall Freedom smile! 

Shall Britons languish, and be men no more? 

Since all must life resign, 

Those sweet rewards, which decorate the brave, 

*Tis folly to decline, 

And steal inglorious to the silent grave. 

* An respects sleep, the example of 8ir Walter Scott may be 
added to that of Sir William Jones, for the great novelist has 
stated that he required seven hours of total unconsciousness to 
fit him for the duties of the day. 


A Portion Swig of Hafiz, * 

Sweet maid, if thou would’st charm my sight, 
And hid these arms thy neck enfold; 

That rosy cheek, that lily hand, 

Would give thy poet more delight 
'Phan all Rocara’s vaunted gold, 

Than all the gems of Sain&rcand. 

Boy, let yon liquid ruby flow. 

And bid thy pensive heart be glad, 

Whate’er the frowning zealots say: 

Tell them, their Hden cannot show 
A stream so clear as Hocnabod, 

A bower so sweet as Mosel lay. 

O! when these fair perfidious maids, 

Whose eyes our secret haunts infest, 

Their dear destructive charms display, 

Each glance my tender breast invades, 

And robs my wounded soul of rest, 

As Tartars seize their destined prey. 

In vain with love our bosoms glow: 

Can all our tears, can all our sighs, 

New lu-tre to those charms impart? 

Can cheeks, where living roses blow, 

Where nature spreads her richest dyes, 

Require the borrowed gloss of art! 

Speak not of fate: ah ! change the theme, 

Ami talk of odours, talk of wine, 

Talk of the flowers that round us bloom : 

’Tin all a cloud, 'tis all a dream ; 

To bne and joy thy thoughts confine, 

Nor hope to pierce the sacred gloom. 

Beauty ha> such resistless power, 

That even the chorte Egyptian dame 
Sighed for the blooming Hebrew boy: 

For her h<»w fatal was the hour. 

When to the banks of Nilus came 
A Youth so lovely and So Coy ! 

But ah! sweet maid, my counsel hear 
(Youth should attend when those advise 
Whom Ion:: experience renders sage) : 

While inu-ic charms the ravished ear; 

While sparkling cups delight our eyes, 

He gay, and scorn the frowns of age. 

What cruel answer have I heard ? 

And yet, by Heaven, I love thee still: 

( an aught be cruel from tbv lip! 

Yet say, how fell that bitter word 
From l ips which streams of sweetness fill. 

Which nought but drops of honey sip? 

Co boldly forth, iny simple lay. 

Whoso accents flow with artless case, 

Like orient pearls at rando m strung: 

TfiyTi oTttT err-street, t he damsels say ; 

Hut oh ! far sweeter, if they please 

The nymph for whom these notes are sung! 

The Concluding Sentence of llokeky't Stria Imitated, 

Before thy mystic altar, heavenly Truth, 

I kneel in manhood as I knelt in youth; 

Thus let me kneel, till this dull form decay, 

And life’s last shade be brightened by thy ray: 
Then shall my soul, now lost in clouds below, 

Soar without bound, without consuming glow.* 

♦ The following i* the lost sentence of the Sirff* He that 
would make a real progress In knowledge must dedicate hta 
age a* well as youth, the latter growth as well ae the first 
fruits, at the altar of Truth.* 
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Tetraatio—From the Persian . 


Calm thou mayst smile, while all around thee weep. 

FRANCIS FAWKES. 

Francis Fawkes (1721-1777) translated Ana¬ 
creon, Sappho, Bion, and other classic poets, and 
wrote some pleasing original verses. He was a 
clergyman, and died vicar of Hayes, in Kent. Fawkes 
enjo} r ed the friendship of Johnson and Wart-on ; 
j but, however classic in his tastes and studies, he 
I seems, like Oldys, to have relished a cup of English 
j ale. The following song is still, and will always be, 
a favourite:— 


On parent knees, a naked now-born child, 
Weeping thou sat’sfc while all around thee smiled 
So live, that sinking in thy last long sleep. 


The Brown Jwj. ! 

Dear Tom, this brown jug that now foam* with mild ale, , 
(In which I will drink to sweet Nan of the vale) ; 
Was once Toby Fillpot, a thirsty old soul. 

As e'er drank a horrle, <>r fathomed a boul ; 

J In bousing about ’twa* Jiis praise to <. \cib 
i And among jolly topers he boro « film boll. 

; It chanced as in dog-days he sat at hL ea- 1 , 

! In his flower-woven arbour, a- gay a- you plea-c. 

' With a friend and a pipe pulling sorrows :nuo, 

; And with honest old stingo was soaking hi- clay, 
j His breath-doors of life on a sudden were shut, i 

• And he died full as big as a Dorchester butt. 

j His body when long in the ground it had lain, 

! And time into clay had resolved it again, 

! A potter found out in its court m> snug, 

| And with part of fat Toby lie formed this br-.wn in/ ; ! 

, Now sacred to friendship, and mirth, and mild ale, j 
j So here’s to my lovely sweet Nan of the vale 1 i 


Some blast had struck the cheerful scene; 
The lawns, the woods were not so green. 

The purling rill, which murmured by, 

And once was liquid harmony, 

Became a sluggish, reedy pool; 

The days grew hot, the evenings cool. 

The moon, with nil the starry reign, 

W ere melancholy’s silent train. 

And then the tedious winter night— 

They could not read by candle-light. 

Full oft, unknowing why they did, 

They called in adventitious aid. 

A faithful favourite dog (’twas thus 
With Tobit and Tclcmnchm ) 

Amused their steps ; and for a while 
They viewed his gambols with a smile. 

'fhe kitten, loo, was comical, 

She played so oddly with her ^iil, 11 
Or in the glass was pleased to find 
Another cat, and peeped behind. 

A courteous neighbour at the door, 

Was decimal intrusive noise no more. 

Fur rural visit.-, now and then, 

.Are right, as men mu>t live with men. 

Then con-in Jenny, fro-h from town, 

A new room it, a dear dcii/ht ! 

Made many a heavy lmur > dov.n, 

At morn, at icon, at , at night : 

Sure they could hear her jokes Frovok 
She was so sprightly and ? • clever! , ; § 

Vet neighbours were mu quite the./^Mig— 
What iov, alas ! could o-nwr.-c brinr 1 *' 

With awkward creatures bred at home — 

The do/ /row dull, <-r U‘'-oMe-< 

The eat had spoiled the kitte/g; merit. 

And, with her youth, had F-t lmr -unit. 

And jokes repeated o’er and o’er, 
llad quite exhausted Jenny's store. 

—‘And then, my d* ar, I can’t abide 
This nlwats sauntuing side by .-id".’ 


j Johnson acknowledged that ‘Frank Fawkes lad 
| ! done the Odes of Anacreon very linelv.’ i 

; i i 

! WILLIAM WHIT LITE AI >. j 

i 

! William Wiiiteiti:ai> (171:1- 17s.3) succeeded to 
! the ottice of poet-laureate, after it had been re- | 
i fused by Gray, lie was the son of a baker in (Jam- i 
; bridge, and distinguished himself at Winchester 
school, on leaving which he obtained a scholarship 
i at Clare-hall, in the university of hi- native town. 

| lie was afterwards tutor to the son of the Karl of 
Jersey. Whitehead had a taste for the drama, and 
V' r ite The Roman Father, and Creusa, two indifferent 
! -1.y s. After he had received his appointment as 
Furcate, he was attacked by Churchill, and a host 
of inferior satirists, but be wisely made no reply. 
In the family of Lord Jersey lie enjoyed comfort 
and happiness, till death, at seventy, put a period 
to his inoffensive life. 

Variety . 

[This easy and playful poem opens with the description of n 
rural pair of easy fortune, who live much apart from society.] 

Two smiling springs had waked the flowers 
That paint the meads, or fringe the bowers, 

(Ye lovers, lend your wondering ears, 

Who count by months, and not by years), 

Two smiling springs had chaplets wove 
To crown their solitude, and love: 

When, lo 1 they find, they can’t tell how, 

Their walks are not so pleasant now. 

The seasons sure were changed; the place 
Had, somehow, got a different face, 


‘ Knough!* he cri< * the reason’s plain ; 

For </ium - never ruck vein - brain. 

(Mir neighbour** are like oilier fJk- ; 

Skip’.- piuvful fri/j.s aril J> nny'- jokt >, 

Are >tii 1 delightful, still would* pleave, 

Wt i' 1 • »e, my 'bur, oiir-ch'ON at cu >«■. 

Look lound, xvitL an impartial eye, 

(>n yonder Held-, on yonder >*kv; 

'fhe azure cope, tl,>' Hover- below. 

With all their wonted odour* gb vv ; 

'fhe n 11 still murmur.- ’ and Die m<e*n 
Siiiiu a* *F‘ did, a softer Min. 

No change ha- made the season- fid], 

No comet brushed tii with his tail. 

The scene’* the same, the saim* the weather- - 
We Hi*', my (It nr, too nnv fi /•-//' (/)• r.’ 

Agreed. A rich old unele dies, 

And added wealth the means supplies. 

With eag< r lucHc to town they Hew, 

Where all must please, for all was new. * * 

Why should we paint, in tedious song, 

IIow every day, and nil day long, 

They drove at first with curious haste 
Through hud’s vast town ; or, as they passed 
’Midst risings, fallings, and repairs 
Of streets on streets, and squares on square*, 
Describe how strong their wonder grew 
At buildings—and at builders tool * * 

When Night her murky pinions spread, 

And sober folks retire to bed. 

To every public place they flew, 

Where Jenny told them who was who. 

Money was always at command, 

And tripped with pleasure hand in hand. 
Money was equipage, was show, 

Galiini’s, Almack’a, and Soho; 
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The patne-paHout through every vein 
Of dissipation's hydra reign. * * 

Suffice it, that by just degrees 
They reached all heights, and rose with ease; 
(For beauty wins its way uncalled, 

And ready dupes are ne’er black-balled.) 
Each gambling dame she knew, and he 
Knew every shark of quality ; 

From the grave cautious few who live 
On thoughtless youth, and living thrive, 

To the light train who mimic France, 

Ami the soft sons of nonchalance. 

While Jenny, now no more of use, 

Excuse succeeding to excuse, 
drew piqued, and prudently withdrew 
To shilling whist, and chicken loo. 

Advanced to fashion’s wavering head. 

They mav, where once they followed, led ; 
Devised newfystems of delight, 

A-bed all day, and up all night, 

In different circles reigned supreme; 

Wives copied her, and husbands him ; 
i Till so dirinily life run on, 
j So separate, so quite Ijon-ton, 

| That, meeting in a public place, 

1 They scarcely knew each other'- face, 
j At last they met, by his desire, 

A tete-a-tete across the fire ; 

Looked in each other’s face awhile, 

With half a tear, and half a smile. 

' The ruddy health, which wont to grace 
With manly glow hi* rural face 
! Now scarce retained its fuinfe-t streak, 

So sallow was his leathern cluck. 

She, lank and pale, and holb.vv-eycd. 

With rouge had striven in vain to hide 
What once was beauty, and repair 
The rapine of the midnight air. 

Silence is eloquence, ! iis said, 
i Doth wished to speak, both hung the head. 

At length it burst. ‘ Tis time, 5 he cries, 

* W hen tired of folly, to be wise. 

Arc you too tired F—then checked a groan. 
She wept consent, and he went on ; 
j * How dedicate the married life! 

) You love your husband, 1 my wife ; 

Not even satiety could tame, 

! Nor dissipation quench the flame. 

True to the bias of our kind, 

’Tis happiness we wish to find. 

I In rural scenes retired we sought 

In vain the dear, delicious draught, 

* Though blest with love’s indulgent store, 

! We found we wanted something more. 

1 ’Twas company, ’twas friends to share 
I The bliss we languished to declare ; 

! ’Twas social converse, change of scene, 
j To soothe the sullen hour of spleen ; 

Short absences to wake desire, 

| And sweet regrets to fan the tire, 
j We left the lonesome place, and found, 

In dissipation’s giddy round, 

A thousand novelties to wake 
The springs of life, and not to break. 

As, from the nest not wandering far, 

In light excursions through the air, 

The feathered tenants of the grove 
Around in mazy circles move, 

Sip the cool springs that murmuring flow, 

Or taste the blossom on the bough ; 

Wo sported freely with the rest; 

And still, returning to the nest, 

In easy mirth we emitted o’er 
The trifles of the day before. 

Behold us now, dissolving quite 
la the full ocean of delight; 


In pleasures every hour employ, 
Immersed in all the world calls joy; 

Our affluence easing the expense 
Of splendour and magnificence; 

Our company, the exacted set 
Of all that’s gay, and all that’s great: 
Nor happy yet! and where’s the wonder! 
We live , my dear , too much awnderf 
The moral of my tale is this: 

Variety’s the soul of bliss; 

Hut such variety alone 

As makes our home the more our own. 

As from the heart’s impelling power 
The life-blood pwurs its genial store; 
Though taking each a various way, 

The active streams meandering play 
Through every artery, every vein, 

All to the heart return again ; 

From thence resume their new career, 
Ilut still return and centre there; 

So real happiness below 

Must from the heart sincerely flow; 

Nor, likening to the syren’s song, 

Must stray t<>o far, or rest too long. 

All human pleasures thither tend ; 

Must there begin, and there must end; 
Must there recruit their languid force, 
And gain fresh vigour from their source. 


DR JAMES GRAINGER. j 

Du James Grainger (1721-17f»6) was, according 
to his own statement, seen by Mr Prior, the bio¬ 
grapher of Goldsmith, *of a gentleman’s family in 
Cumberland.’ He studied medicine in Edinburgh, 
was in the army, and, on the {♦eace, established him¬ 
self as a medical practitioner in London. His poem 
of Solitude apjxiared in 17M3, and was praised by 
Johnson, who considered the opening ‘very noble.’ 
Grainger wrote several other pieces, translated 
Tibullus,.and was a critic in the Monthly Review. 

In 17.VJ he went to St Christophers, in the West 
Indies, commenced practising as a physician, and jj 
married a lady of fortune. During bis residence \\ 
there, lie wrote bis poem of the Sugar-Cane, which | 
Shenstone thought capable of being rendered a good j 
poem ; and the arguments in which, Southey says, t 
arc * ludicrously flat and formal.’ One point is cer¬ 
tainly ridiculous enough ; * he very poetically, 5 says 
Campbell, * dignifies the poor negroes with the name 
of “ swains.” ' Grainger died in the West Indies. 

Cklc to Solitude, 

O Solitude, romantic maid ! 

Whether by nodding towers you tread, 

Or haunt the desert’s trackless gloom, 

Or hover o’er the yawning tomb. 

Or climb the Andes’ clifted side, 

Or by the Nile’s coy source abide. 

Or starting from your-half-year’s sleep, 

From Heclft view the thawing deep, 

Or, at the purple dawn of day, j 

Tim liner’s marble wastes survey, 

You, recluse, again, 1 woo, 

And again your steps pursue. 

Plumed Conceit himself surveying. 

Folly with her shadow playing, 

Purse-proud, elbowing insolence, 

Bloated empiric, puffed Pretence, 

Noise that through a trumpet speaks. 

Laughter in loud peals that breaks, 

Intrusiou with a fopling’s face, 

(Ignorant of time and place), 
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Sparks of fire Dissension blowing. 

Ductile, court-bred Flattery, bowing, 
Bestraint’s stiff neck, Grimace’s leer, 
Squint-eyed Censure’s artful sneer. 
Ambition’s buskins, steeped in blood, 

Fly tliy presence, Solitude. 

Sage Reflection, bent with years, 

Conscious Virtue void of fears, 

Muffled Silence, wood-nymph shy, 
Meditation’s piercing eye, 

Ilaleyon Peace on moss reclined, 
Iletrospect that scans the mind, 

Wrapt earth-gazing Reverie, 

Blushing artless Modesty, 

Health that snuffs the morning air, 
Full-eyed Truth with bosom bare, 
Inspiration, Nature’s child, 

See* the solitary wild. 

You, with the tragic muse retired, 

The wise Euripides inspired ; 

You taught the sadly-pleasing air 
That Athens saved from ruins hare. 

You gave the Cean’s tears to llow, 

And unlocked the springs of wo ; 

You penned what exiled Naso thought, 
And poured the melancholy note. 

With Petrarch o’er Yam luse y«<u strayed, 
When death snatched his long-loved maid ; 
You taught the rocks her loss to mourn, 

Ye strewed with flowers her virgin urn. 

And late in llagley you were seen, 

With bloodshot eyes, and sombre mien; 
Hymen his yellow vestment tore, 

And Dirge a wreath of cypress wore. 

But chief your own the solemn lay 
That wept Narcissa young and gay ; 
Darkness clapped her sable wing. 

While you touched the mournful string; 
Anguish left the pathless w ild, 

Grim-faced Melancholy smiled, 

Drowsy Midnight ceased to yawn, 

The starry host put back the dawn ; 

Aside their harps even seraphs flung 
To hear thy sweet Complaint, 0 Young! 

| When all nature’s hushed asleep, 
j Nor Love nor Guilt their vigils keep, 

] Soft you leave your caverned den. 

Ami wander o’er the works of men ; 

But when Phosphor brings the dawn 
By her dappled coursers drawn, 

Again you to the wild retreat 
And the early huntsman meet, 

Where, as you pensive pace along, 

You catch the distant shepherd’s song, 

Or brush from herbs the pearly dew, 

Or the rising primrose view. 

Devotion lends her Leaven-plumed wings, 
You mount, and nature with you sings. 

But when mid-day fervours glow, 

To upland airy shades you go, 

Where never sunburnt woodman came, 

Nor sportsman chased the timid game; 

And there beneath an oak reclined, 

With drowsy waterfalls behind, 

You sink to rest. 

Till the tuneful bird of night 
From the neighbouring poplar’s height, 
Wake you with her solemn strain. 

And teach pleased Echo to complain. 

With you roses brighter bloom, 

Sweeter every sweet perfume; 

Purer every fountain flows, 

Stronger evere wild ling prow s. 

Let those toil for gold who please, 

Or for fame renounce their case. 


to 1762. 


What is fame ? an empty bubble. 
Gold ? a tmnsicut shining trouble. 
Let them for their country bleed, 
What was Sidney’s, Raleigh’s meed! 
Man’s not worth a moment’s pain, 
Base, ungrateful, fickle, vain. 

Then let me, sequestered fair, 

To your sibyl grot repair; 

On yon hanging cliff it stands, 
Scooped by nature’s salvage hands, 
Bosomed in the gloomy shade 
Of cypress not with age decayed. 
Where the owl still-booting sits, 
Where the bat incessant flits, 

There in loftier strains I’ll sing 
Whence the changing seasons spring; 
Tell how storms deform the skies. 
Whence the waves subside and rise,, 
Trace the comet’s blazing tail,v 
Weigh the planets in a scale ; 

Bend, great God, before thy shrine, 
The bourn less macrocosm's th ine. * 


JAMK8 Mi:MUCK 

.Tamks Mkuhk'K was a distinguished 

classical scholar, and tutor to Lord North at Oxford, 
lie took orders, but was unable to do duty, from 
! delicate health. Merrick wrote some hymns, and 
attempted a version of the psalms, with no great 
success. We subjoin an amusing and instructive 
fable by this worthy divine :— 

7V ,c Clutmthhn. \ 

Oft has it been my lot to murk 
A proud, conceited, talking spark, 

With eves that hardlv served at most 
To guard their master ’gaiiet a post ; 

Yet round the world the blade has been, 

To see whatever could be Men. 

Returning from hi> finished tour, 
j Grown ten times perter than before; 
i Wlmtc\er word ym chance to drop, 

I The travelled fool your mouth will stop : 

‘ Sir, if my judgment you'll allow — 

I’ve seen—and sure 1 ought to know’.*— 

; So begs you'd pay a due submission, 

; And acquiesce in his decision. 

i ,; 

j Two travellers of such a cast. 

As o’er Arabia’s wilds they passed, 

And on their way, in friendly chat, 

Now talked of this, and then of that ; 

Discoursed awhile, ’mongst other matte?, 

Of the Chameleon’s form and nature. 

‘ A stranger animal,* cries one, 

‘ Sure never lived beneath the sun : 

A lizard’s body lean and long, ’ 

A fish’s head, a serpent’s tongue, 1 

Its foot with triple claw disjoined ; 

And what a length of tail behind ! 

How slow its pace ! ami then its hue— 

Who ever saw so fine a blue {* | 

* Hold there,’ the other quick replies, J - 

4 ’Tis green, I saw it with these eyes, ' 

As late with open mouth it lay, f 

And warmed it in the sunny ray ; j 

Stretched at its case the beast I viewed, I 

And saw* it eat the air for food.’ j 

‘ I’ve seen it, sir, as well tt* you, 

And must again affirm it blue ; f 

At leisure I the beast surveyed j f 

Extended in the cooling shade.’ ) 

* Tis green, 'tin green, sir, I assure ye.* 

4 Green 1’ cries the other in ft fury : 
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* Why, sir, d’ye think l’vo 3o»t my eyes V 

* Twm* no great loxs/ the friend replies ; 

* For if they always serve you thus, 

You’ll find them but of little uac.* 

, So high at last the contest rose, 

From words they almost came to blows: 

When luckily came by a third ; 

To him the question they referred : 

And bogged he’d tell them, if ho know, 
Whether the thing was green or blue. 

* Sirs/ cries the umpire, * cease your pother ; 
The creature’s neither one nor t’other. 

I caught the animal last night. 

And viewed it o'er by candle-light : 

I marked it well, ’twas black as jet— 

You stare—but sir-*, I’ve got it yet, 

And can pioduoe it.’.‘Fray, sir, do ; 

! I’ll lay my life tin* thing is bine.’ 

: ‘And I'll be .** 01 - 11 , that when you’ve neon 

i* The reptile, you’ll pronounce him green.’ 

I ‘ Well, then, at once to ease the doubt/ 

Hejdies the man, ‘ FU turn him out : 

And when before your eyes I've set him, 

If you don’t lind him black, I'll eat him.* 
ile suid ; and full ls fore their sight 
Produced the beast, and lo !-- 'iwas white. 
IJoth stare«l, the man looked wondrous v. Ne— 

! 4 My children/ the Chameleon ero*s, 

(Then first the < n ature found a tongue) 

4 You all are light, and all ate wrong ; 

When next you talk of what you iiew, 

Think other- *i*e as well a* 

Nor wonder if you find that none 
| Prefer.* >our eye-sight to his own.* 

John SCOTT. 


John Scott ( l 7 - 5 *'- 17 h:») was our only Quaker 
poet, till ltcrimrd liarton gratad the order with a 
sprig of laurel. Scott was the boa of u draper in 



ficott’s Grotto, Am well. 


London, who retired to Arnwell, in Hertfordshire, 
and heretho poet spent his days, improving his gar¬ 
den and grounds. He published several poetical 


pieces, of mediocre merit The following seems to 
have been dictated by real feeling, as well as Quaker 

principle:— 

[ Ode on Bearing the Brum.] \ 

I hate that drum’s discordant sound, | 

Parading round, and round, and round: 

To thoughtless youth it pleasure yields, J 

And lures from cities and from fields, j 

To hcII their liberty for charms f 

Of tawdry lace, and glittering arms ; 

A lid when Ambition’s voice commands. 

To march, and tight, and fall in foreign lands. 

I hate that drum’s discordant sound, 

Parading round, and round, and round; 

To me it talks of ravaged plains, ] 

And burning towns, and ruined swains, 

And mangled limbs, and dying groans, j 

And widows’ tears, and orphans’ moans ; 

And all that misery!* hand bestows | 

To till the catalogue of human woes. j 

! 

WILLIAM OLDYfi. 1 

! William Oli>ys OGOG-1761) was a zealous lite- ! 
j rary antiquary, and Norroy King-at-Arms. He < 

! wrote a Life of KaUigh, and assisted every author 
j or Ixiokseller w ho required a leaf from bis volumin- i 
, ous collections. 1!..* obscure diligence amassed vari- ) 
ous interesting particulars of literary history. The i 
following exquisite little Anacreontic was from the 
pen of Old vs, who occasionally imlulged in deep 
potations of ale, for which he was caricatured by his 
friend and brother antiquary, Grose:— 

Song, made Ejrtemj/ore by a (>\ntlnnan } oerauoued by 
a Fly Drink ing out of hh Cuj> of Ale. 

Husv, curious, thirsty fly, 
lli ink with me, and drink a* I; 

Freely welcome to my cup, 

Could’st thou sip and sip it up. 

Make the most of life you may, 

Life is »hort, and wears away. 

Iloih alike are mine and thine, 

Hastening quick to their decline : 

Thine's a summer, mine no more, j 

Though repeated to threescore ; 

Threescore Hummers, when they’re gone, 

Will appear as short ns one.* 

JOHN* CUNNINGHAM. 

John Cunningham (1729-1773), the son of a 
wine-cooper in Dublin, w as a respectable actor, and 
|>erforuied several years in 1 >iggos*s company, Edin¬ 
burgh. In his latter years he reaided in Newcnstle- 
on-Tyno, in the house of a ‘ generous printer/ whose 
hospitality for some time supjtortcd the poet. Cun¬ 
ningham's pieces arc full of pastoral simplicity and 
lyrical melody. He aimed at nothing high, and 
seldom failed. j 

Sung —J/ay-AV, or Kate of A lent ecu. 

The silver moon’s enamoured beam, 

Steals softly through the night, 

To wanton with the winding stream, 

And kiss reflected light. 

* Oldy*** song vm included in a * Select Collection of English 
Song*,' published by J. Johnson in 17KT Hums, the Scottish 
poet, had a copy of this work (one of the volume* of which is 
now before u»0» and wo observe he has honoured the extem¬ 
pore lyric of tlie old antiquary with pencil marks in the mar¬ 
gin. In his Lines written in Friars’ Carso Hermitage, Bums 
has echoed some of Olds’s thoughts and expressions. 





To beds of state go, balmy sleep, 

(’Tis where you’ve seldom been,) 

May’s vigil while the shepherds keep 
With Kate of Aberdeen. 

Upon the green the virgins wait, 

In rosy chaplets gay, 

Till morn unbars her golden gate, 

And gives the promised May. 

Methinks I hear the maids declare, 

The promised May, when seen, 

Not half so fragrant, half so fair, 

As Kate of Aberdeen. 

Strike up the tabor’s boldest notes, 

We’ll rouse the nodding grove ; 

The nested birds shall raise their throats 
And hail the maid I love. 

And see—the matin lark mistakes, 

He quits the tufted green : 

Fond bird! ’tis not the morning breaks, 

’Tis Kate of Aberdeen. 

Now lightsome o’er the level mead, 

Where midnight fairies rove. 

Like them the jocund dance we'll lead, 

Or tune the reed to love: 

For see, the rosy May draws nigh ; 

She claims a virgin queen ; 

And hark! the liappy shepherds cry, 

’Tis Kate of Aberdeen. 

Content , a Pastoral. 

O’er moorlands and mountains, rude, barren, and bare, 
As wildered and wearied I roam, 

A gentle young shepherdess sees my despair, 

And leads me o’er lawns to her home. 

! Yellow sheaves from rich Ceres her cottage had 
I crowned, 

| Green rushes were strewed on her floor, 
j Her casement sweet woodbines crept wantonly round, 
| And decked the sod seats at her door. 

j We sat ourselves down to a coolin«prepa$t, 
j Fresh fruits, and she culled me the best ; 
i While thrown from my guard by some glance* she 
I cast, 

) Love slily stole into my breast! 

| I told my soft wishes ; she sweetly replied 
; (Ye virgins, her voice was divine!) 
j I’ve rich ones rejected, and great ones denied, 

But take me fond shepherd—I’in thine. 

Her air was so modest, her aspect so meek, 

S » simple, yet sweet were her charms ! 

; ! the ripe roses that glowed on her cheek, 

, Ami locked the loved maid in my arms. 

Now jocund together we tend a few sheep, 

I And if, by yon prattler, the stream, 

Declined on her bosom, l sink into sleep, 

Her image still softeus my dream. 

Together we range o’er the slow-rising hills, 

Delighted with pastoral views, 

Or rest on the rock whence the streamlet distils, 

And point out new themes for my muse. 

To pomp or proud titles she ne’er did aspire, 

| The damsel’s of humble descent; 
j The cottager Peace is well-known for her sire, 

And shepherds have named her Content. 

NATHANIEL COTTON. 

Nathaniel Cotton (1721-1788), wrote Visions 
in Verse, for children, and a volume of poetical 
Miscellanies. He followed the medical profession in 
St Albans, and was distinguished for his skill in the 


treatment of cases of insanity. Cowper, his patient, 
bears evidence to his 4 well-known humanity and 
sweetness of temper.’ 

The Fh'emle. 

Dear Chloc, while the busy crowd, 

The vain, the wealthy, and the proud, 

In folly’s maze advance ; 

Though singularity and pride 
Be called our choice, we’ll step aside, 

Nor join the giddy dance. 

From the gay world we’ll oft retire 
To our own family and fire, 

Where love our hours employs ; 

No noisy neighbour enters here ; 

Nor intermeddling stranger near, 

To spoil our heartfelt j ys. 

If solid happiness we prize, ! 

Within our breast this jewel lies; f 

And they are fools who roam : j 

The world has nothing to lx*stow ; I 

From our own selves our joys must flow, , 

And that dear hut - our home. I 

Of rest was Noah’s dove bereft, 

When with impatient wing she left 
That safe retreat, tin* ark ; 

Giving her vain excursion o’er, 

The disappointed bird once more 

Explored the sacred bark. ; 

Though fools spurn Hymen’s gentle power*, 

We, who improve his golden hours, 

By sweet evprrienco know. 

That marriage, rightly understood, 

Gives to tlu* tender and the good 
A paradise below. 

Our babes shall richest comforts bring; '> 

If tutored right, they’ll prove a spring 
W hence pleasures ewr rise: 

We'll form their minds with studi -us rare, 

To all t lint’s manly, good, and fair, , 

And train them for the skies. 

While the y our wisest hours engage, i 

They'll joy our youth, support our age, 

And crown our hoary hair*: j 

They’ll grow in virtue every day; ! 

And thus our fondest loves repay, 

And recompense our cares. 

No borrowed joys, they’re all our own, 

"While to the world we live unknown, 

Or by the world forgot: 

Monarchal we envy not your atate ; S 

Wc look with pity on the great, j 

And bless our humbler lot. * 

Our portion is not large, indeed ; ! 

But then how little do we need ! S 

For nature’s calls are few : j 

In this the art of living lies, 

To want no more than may suffice, 

And make that little do. 

WV11 therefore relish with content 
Whatc’er kind Providence has lent, 

Nor aim beyond our power; 

For, if our stock be venr email, 

’Tis prudence to ei^oy U all, 

Nor lose the present hour. 

To be resigned when ills betide, 

Patient when favours arc denied, 

And pleased with favours given ; 

Dear Chloe, this is wisdom’s part ; 

This is that incense of the heart. 

Whose fragrance smells to heaven. 

____ ____ m _ 
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We’ll ask no long protracted treat, 

Since wintcr-lifo is seldom sweet; 

But when our feast is o’er, 

Grateful from table we’ll arise, 

Nor grudge our sons with envious eyes 
The relics of our store. 

Thus, hand in hand, through life we’ll go; 
Its chequered paths of joy and wo 

With cautious steps we’ll trend ; 
Quit its vain scenes without a tear, 
Without a trouble or a fear, 

And mingle with the dead: 

Wl.il e conscience, like a faithful friend, 
Shall through the gloomy vale attend. 

And cheer our dying breath ; 

Shall, when all other comforts cease, 

Like a Mkel angel, whis]R*r peace, 

And smooth the bed of death. 


! CHU lSTOPFIKR ANSTKY. 

I 

CmusToj*m:u A\stj;y (T7:!4 -)su5) was author of 
The A ’nr Hath (iuijt, a light satirical and humorous 
poem, which appeared in 17r,r», and set an < xample 
in this description of composition, .hat has since 
been followed in mum nms iiMiumes, and with great 
success. Smollett, in his Humphry (.'linker, pub¬ 
lished live years later, mav be almost said to have 
reduced the * New Bath Guide’ to prose. Many of 
the characters and situuGms are exactly the same 
as those of Aiislv y. Thin poem seldom rises above 
the tom- of conversation, but is easy, sportive, and 
entertaining. The fashionable Fnbbhs of the dnv, 
the chat, scandal, and amusuuents of those attend¬ 
ing the walls, and the canting hyjw>eri.sy of some 
sectarians, are depicted, somethm ^ with imh licacv, 
but always with force and hvalines;-.. Mr Anstev 
was sen of the lb'. I>r Anstev, rector of Brinke- 
ley, in ('ambridgeshire, a gentleman who jms.scsfced 
a considerable lamb d prop- rty, which the pod aft* - 
wards inherit' d. II" v.i< educated at Eton school, 
and elected to Knur’s College, ( an.hrid,o\ ami in 
both places he distinguished himself as a classical 
scholar. In consequence of his nfusul to deliver 
certain declamations, Anstev quarrelled with tlie 
heads of the university, and was denied the usual 
degree. In the epilogue to the ‘New Bath Guide.’ 
lie alludes to this circumstance - 

Gmnta, sweet Grant::, v.In re studious of ea^e; 

Seven years did 1 sleep, ami then lost my degrees. 

He then went into the army, and married Miss 
Calvert, sister to his friend John Calvert, Ksq., of 
Alllmry Ilall, in Hertfordshire, through whose in- 
tluence be was returned to parliament for the 
borough of Hertford, lie was a frequent, resident in 
the city ot Bath, and a favourite in the fashionable 
; Riul literary coteries of the place. In 1760 was pub- 
; lished his celebrated poem, which instantly Wcaine 
popular. He wrote various other pieces -A Poem 
on the Death of Vie. Marquis if Tavistock , 1767 ; An 
Election Pail, in Poetical Tetters from A/r Inkle at 
Path to his Wife at Gloucester ; a Paraphrase of the 
Thirteenth Chapter of the First Epistle to the (Corin¬ 
thians; a satire entitled The Priest Dissected; Specu¬ 
lation, or a Defence of Mankind ( 1780 ); Liberality, 

\ or Memoirs of a Decayed Macaroni ( 1788 ); The 
\ Farmer's Daughter, a Poetical Tale ( 1795 ); and 
| various other copies of occasional verses. Anstcy 
also translated Gray’s Elegy into Latin verse, and 
addressed an elegant Latin Ode to Dr Jenner. 
While the ‘New Bath Guide* was Mho only thing 
in fashion,’ and relished for its novel and original 
kind of humour, the other productions of Anstey 


were neglected by the public, and have never been ! 
revived. In the enjoyment of his paternal estate, 
the poet, however, was independent of the public j 
support, and he took part in the sports of the field j 
up to bis eightieth year. While on a visit to his 
son-in-law, Mr Bosanquet, at Hamage, Wiltshire, 
he was taken ill, and died on the 3d of August 1805. 

The Public Breakfast. 

Now iny lord had the honour of coming down post, 

To pay his re*j»octK to so famous a toast; 

In hopes he her ladyship’s favour might win, j 

By playing the part of a host at an inn. i 

I’m sure he’s a person of great resolution, j 

Though delicate nerves, and a weak constitution ; ? 

F<*r he carried us all to a place cross the river, 1 

And vowed that the rooms were too hot for his liver: j 
lie said it would greatly our pleasure promote, i 

If we all for Spring Gardens set out in a boat: j 

I never as yet could his reason explain, ! 

Why we all sallied forth in the wind and the rain ; j 

For sure such confusion was never yet known ; ' 

Here a cap and a bat, there a cardinal blown : 

While his lord ship, embroidered and powdered all o’er, 
Was bowing, and handing the ladies ashore: 

How the Misses did huddle, and jtcuddlc, and run ; 

(>nc would think to be wet must be very good fun ; 

For by waggling their tails, they all seemed to take 
pains j 

To moisten their pinions like ducks when it rains ; ; 

And ’tw:n pretty t<> sec, how like birds of a feather, ; 

The people of quality Hocked all together ; ; 

All pressing, addressing, eares-inir, ami fond, 

Ju-t the same u« those animals are in a pond : 

You’ve read all their names in the news, I suppose, 

But, for fear you have not, take the list as it goes: 

Tin*rt‘ was Ladv Greasewrister, 

And Madam Van-Twister, 

Her ladyship's sister: 

Lord Cram, and Lord Vulture, 

Sir Brandish O’Culttr, j 

With Marshal Carouzer, ■ 

And old Lady Mourn-, j 

And the great Hanoverian Baron Panzrnowzer; j 

Besides many others who all in the rain went, 

* >n purpose to honour this great entertainment : , 

The company made a most brilliant appearance, j 
And ate bread and butter with great perseverance: 

All the chocolate too, that my lord set before ’em, 

Hie ladies despatched with the utmost decorum. ! 
Soft mmical numbers were heard all around, 

The horns and the clarions echoing sound. I 

Sweet were the strains, as odorous gales that blow 
O’er fragrant banks, where pinks and roses grow. 

The peer was quite ravished, w hile close to his side 
Sat Lady Bunbutter. in beautiful pride! 

< Ml turning his eyes, he with rapture surveyed : 

All the powerful charms she so nobly displayed: J 

A* when at the feast of the great Alexander, >j 

Timotheus, the musical son of Thersander, j 

Breathed heavenly measures. 

♦ " * 1*1 " i 

f >! had I a voice that was stronger than steel, 

With twice fifty tongues to express what I feel, , 
And as many good mouths, yet I never could utter 
All the speeches my lord made to Lady Bunbutter! \ 
So polite all the time, that he ne’er touched a bit, j 
While she ate up Ins rolls and applauded his wit: 

For they tell me that men of true taste, when they treat, ] 
Should talk a great deal, but they never should cat: j 
And if that be the fashion, I never will give 
Any grand entertainment as long as I lire : 

For I’m of opinion, ’tis proper to cheer 
The stomach and bowels as well as the ear. 

Nor me did the charming concerto of Abel 
Regale like the breakfast I saw on the table : 

...... i a«_■ 
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I freely will own I the muffins preferred 
To all the genteel conversation I heard. 

E’en though I’d the honour of sitting between 
My Lady Stuff-damask and Peggy Moreen, 

Who both flew to Hath in the nightly machine. 

Cries Peggy, 1 This place is enchantingly pretty ; 

We never can see such a thing in the city. 

You may spend all your lifetime in Cateaton Street, 
And never so civil a gentleman meet; 

You may talk what you please; you may search Lon¬ 
don through; 

You may go to Carlisle’s, and to Almanac’s too; 

And I’ll give you my head if you find such a host, 

For coffee, tea, chocolate, butter, and toast: 

How he welcomes at once all the world and his wife, 
And how civil to folk he ne’er saw in his life!’ 

4 These horns,* cries my lady, 4 so tickle one’s ear, 

Lard! what would 1 give that Sir Simon was here! 

To the next public breakfast Sir Simon shall L r <>, 

For I find here are folks one may venture to know: 

Sir Simon would gladly liis lordship attend, 

And iny lord would be pleased with so cheerful a 
friend.’ 

So when we had wasted more bread at a breakfast 
I Than the poor of our parish have ate for tins week past, 
j I saw, all at once, a prodigious great throng 
i Come bustling, and rustling, and jostling along ; 

! For his lordsliip was pleased that the company now 
| To my Lady ltunbutter should curtsy and bow; 

And my lady was pleased too, and seemed vastly proud 
At once to receive all the thanks of a crowd. 

And when, like Chaldeans, we all had adored 
This beautiful image set up by mv lord, 

Some few insignificant folk went away, 

Just to follow the employments ami calls of the day; 
But those who knew letter their time how to spend, 

1 The fiddling and dancing all chose to attend. 

Miss C'lunch and Sir Toby performed a cotillon, 

| Just the same as our Susan and Bob the postilion ; 

| All the while her mamma was expressing her joy, 
i That her daughter the morning so well could employ. I 
Now, why should the Muse, my dear mother, relate 
The misfortunes that fall to the lot of the great ? 

As homeward we came—*tis with sorrow you’ll hear 
What a dreadful disaster attended the peer; 

For whether some envious god had domed 
That a Naiad should long to ennoble her breed ; 

| Or whether his lordship was charmed to behold 
1 His face in the stream, like Narcissus of old ; 

) In handing old Lady Comefidget and daughter, 

' This obsequious lord tumbled into the water; 

1 But a nymph of the Hood brought him safe to the boat, 

J And I left all the ladies a-cleaning his coat. 


MRS T1IKAI.E. 

Mum Tint ale (afterwards Mrs Piozzi), who lived 
f*r many years in terms of intimate friendship with 
J)r Johnson, is authoress of an interesting little 
moral poem, The Three 1 Vurninys, which is so 
superior to her other compositions, that it has been 
supposed to have been partly written, or at least 
corrected, by Johnson. This lady was a native of 
Wales, being born at Bodville, in Caernarvonshire, 
in 1740. In 1764 she was married to Mr Henry 
Thrale, an eminent brewer, who had taste enough 
to appreciate the rich ami varied conversation of 
Johnson, and whose hospitality and wealth afforded 
the great moralist an asylum in his house. After 
the death of this excellent man, his widow married 
Signior Piozzi, an Italian music - master, a step 
which Johnson never could forgive. The lively 
lady proceeded with her husband on a continental 
tour, and they took up their abode for some time on 
the banks of the Amo. She afterwards published 


a volume of miscellaneous pieces, entitled The Flo¬ 
rence Miscellany, and afforded a subject for the 
satire of Gifford, whose ‘Baviad and Micviad’ was 
written to lash the lXdla Cruscan songsters with 
whom Mrs Piozzi was ussociutcd. The Anecdotes 
and Letters of Dr Johnson, by Mrs Piozzi, are the 
only valuable works which proceeded from her pen. 
She was a minute and clever observer of men and 
maimers, but deficient in judgment, and not parti¬ 
cular as to the accuracy of her relations. Mrs 
Piozzi died at Clifton in 1822. 

The Three Warn iny8. 

The tree of deepest root is found 
Least willing still to quit the ground; 

’Twas therefore said by ancient sages, 

That love of life increased with vein 
So much, that in our latter stages, 

When pains grow sharp, and sickness rages, 

The greatest love of life appears. 

This great affection to believe. 

Whieh all confess, but lew perceive, 

If old assertions can’t prevail. 

Be pleased to hear a modem talc. 

When sports went round, and all were gay, 

On neighbour Hudson’s wedding-day, 

Heath railed aside the jocund groom j 

With him into another room, j 

And looking grave - You must,’ says he, j 

* ( t >uit your sweet bride, and come with me.* 

4 With you ! and quit my Susan’s side i 
With you !’ the hajdeis huJund cried ; 

4 Young as 1 am, ’tis monstrous hard! 

Besides, in truth, I'm not prepared : j 

My thoughts on other mailers go ; j 

This is my wedding-day, you know.* 

What more he urged 1 have not heard, 

His reasons could not well be stronger; 

.So death the poor delinquent spared, 

And left to live a little longer. 

Yet calling up a serious lonlv, 

His hour-glass trembled while he spoke— 

4 Neighbour,’ he said, 4 farewell ! no more 
Shall Heath disturb your mirthful hour: 

And farther, to avoid all blame 
Of cruelty upon m v name. 

To give you time for preparation, 

And tit you for your future station, 

Three .-.evcral warnings you shall have, 

Before you’re summoned to the grave ; 

Willing for once I'll quit my prey, 

And grant a kind reprieve ; 

In hopes you’ll have no more to say ; 

But, when I call again this way, 

Well pleased the world will leave.* j 

To these conditions both consented, I 

And parted perfectly contented. 

What next the hero of our tale Ivefell, 

How long he lived, how wise, how well, 

How roundly he pursued Ids course, ' 

And smoked his pipe, and stroked his bene, j 

The willing muse shall tell: j 

He chartered, then he bought and sold, i 

Nor once perceived his growing old, ! 

Nor thought of Death as near: 1 

His friends not false, his wife no shrew, j 

Many his gains, Ins children few, j 

He passed his hours in peace. I 

But while he viewed his wealth increase, 

While thus along life’s dusty road. 

The beaten track content lie trod. 

Old Time, whose haste no mortal spares, 

Uncalled, unheeded, unawares, ! 

Brought on his eightieth year. j 
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And now, one night, in musing mood, 

As all alone ho sate, 

The unwelcome messenger of Fate 
Once more before him stood. 

• Half-killed with anger and surprise, 

‘So soon returned 1’ old Dodson cries. 

‘So soon d’ye call it ?’ Death replies: 

‘ Surely, my friend, you're but in jest! 

Since 1 was here before 
Tin nix-ami-thirty years at least, 

And you are now fourscore.* 

‘ So much the worse,* the clown ri'joined ; 

‘ To spare the aged would be kind: 

However, see your search be legal; 

And your authority — is't regal ? 

F.lse you are come on a fool’s errand, 

With but ojpccretary’* warrant.* 

Beside, you prom#ed me Three Warnings, 

• Which 1 have looked for nights and mornings ; 

Hut for that In** of time and ease, 

1 can recover damage*.* 

‘ 1 know,’ cries Death, * that at the be*t, 

I seldom am a welcome gue-t ; 

Hut don’t be captious, friend, at least ; 

1 little thought you'd still be aide 
To stump about your farm and stable: 

Your years have run to a great length ; 

I wish you joy, though, of your strength’.’ 

* Hold,’ sit vs the funner, ‘ n< t so fast 1 
I have been lame the-e four years past.’ 

4 And no great wonder,’ Death replies: 

4 However, } on still keep your ovc* ; 

And sure to nee one’s hors find friend*, 

For legs and arms would make amend*.* 

4 Perhaps , 1 says Dodson, 4 so it might, 

But latterly I’ve lo-t mv sight.’ 

4 This is a shocking tale, ’tis true; 

Hut still there’s comfort left for urn : 

Karh strives your sadness to amuse; 

I warrant you hear all the news.’ 

4 There’s none,’ cries he ; 4 and if there were, 

I'm grown so deaf, 1 could not hear.* 

4 Nay, then,* the spectre stern rejoined, 

These are unjustifiable yearnings; 

If you are lame, and deaf, and blind, 

You've had your Three sullirient Warnings; 

So come along, no more we’ll part;’ 

He Haid, and touched him with his dart. 

And now Old Dodson, turning pale, 

Yields to his fate- so ends my tale. 

THOMAS MOSS. 

The Rev. Thomas Moss, who died in 1808, minis¬ 
ter of Brierly Hill, and of Trenthani, in Staffordshire, 
published anonymously, in 1760, a collection of mis¬ 
cellaneous jhioiiis, forming a thin quarto, which lie 
had printed at Wolverhampton. < >no piece was 
copied by Dodsley into bis 4 Annual Register,’and 
from thence has been transferred (different persons 
being assigned as the author) into almost every 
periodical and collection of fugitive verses. .This 
poem is entitled The Beggar (sometimes called The 
Beggars Petition ), and contains much pathetic and 
natural sentiment finely expressed. 

The Beggar* 

Pity the sorrows of a poor old man ! 

Whose trembling limbs have borne him to your door, 
Whose days are dwindled to the shortcut span, 

Oh 1 give relief, and Heaven will bless your store. 

* An allusion to the illegal warrant used against Willies, 
which was the cause of so much contention in its day. 


These tattered clothes my poverty bespeak, j 

These hoary locks proclaim my lengthened years; 
Ami many a furrow in my grief-worn cheek, 

Has been the channel to a stream of tears. j 

Yon house, erected on the rising ground, J 

With tempting aspect drew me from my road, j 
For plenty there a residence has found, j 

And grandeur a magnificent abode. 

(Hard is the fate of the infirm and poor!) 

Here craving for a morsel of their bread, j 

A pampered menial forced m#* from the door, j 

To seek a shelter in a humbler shed. j 

Oh ! take me to your hospitable dome, j 

Keen blows the wind, and piercing is the cold I ; 
Short is mv passage to the friendly tomb, j 

For I am poor, and miserably old. 

Should I reveal the source of every grief, 

If soft Immunity eVr touched your breast, i 

Your hands would not withhold the kind relief, 

And tears of pity could not be repressed. 

Heaven sends misfortunes—why should wc repine!. 

Tis Heaven has brought me to H e state you see: 
And your condition rnay be soon l;kc mine, , 

The child of sorrow, and of misery. j 

A littb' farm was mv paternal lot, ■ 

Then, like the lark, I sprightly hailed the mom ; j 
Hut all! onpre*Mon l«*rced me from mv c<»t; j 

My cattle died, and blighted was my com. 

My daughter—once the comfort of my age ! 

Lured by a villain from her native home, ; 

Is cast, abandoned, on the world's wide stage, 

And doomed in scanty poverty to roam. 

My tender wife- c wcet soother of my care! 

Struck with sad anguish at the stern decree, ; 

Fell—lingering fell, a victim to despair, | 

And left the world to wretchedness and me. ! 

Pity the sorrows of a poor old man ! ’ 

Whose trembling limbs have borne him to your door, ! 
Whose days arc dwindled to the shortest span, ! 

Oh! give relief, and Heaven will bless your store, j 


SCOTTISH PORTS. 

Though most Scottish authors at this time—as 
Thomson, Mallet, Hamilton, anil Beattie—composed 
in the English language, a few, stimulated by the 
success of Allan Ramsay, cultivated their native 
tongue with considerable success. The popularity 
of Ramsay’s ‘Tea-Table Miscellany* led to other 
collections anil to new contributions to Scottish j 
song. In 17r» 1 appeared 4 Yair’s Charmer,’ and in 
1769 David Herd published a more complete collec¬ 
tion of 4 Scottish Songs and Ballads,* which lie re¬ 
printed, with additions, in 1776. 


ALEXANDER ROSS. J 

Alexander Ross, a schoolmaster in Lochlce, in ( 
Angus, when nearly seventy years of age, in 1768 
published at Aberdeen, by the advice of l>r Beattie, 
a volume entitled Helcnore , or the Fortunate Shep¬ 
herdess , a Pastoral Tale in the Scottish Dialect , to 
which are added a few Songs by the Author. Ross 
was a good descriptive poet, and some of his songs 
—os Woo'd, and Married , and a\ The Bock and the 
Wee Pickle Tow —are still popular in Scotland. Being 
chiefly written in the KincanJineshire dialect (which 
differs in many expressions, and in pronunciation, 
from the Lowland Scotch of Burns), Ross is less 
known out of his native district than he ought to 
be. Beattie took a warm interest in* the ‘good- 
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humoured, social, happy old man’—who was inde¬ 
pendent on £20 a-year—-and to promote the sale 
of bis volume, he addressed a letter and a poetical 
epistle in praise of it to the Aberdeen Journal. The 
epistle is remarkable as Beattie’s only attempt in 
Aberdeensliire Scotch; one verse of it is equal to 
Burns:— 

0 bonny are our greensward hows, 

Where through the birks the burnie rows, 

And the bee bums, and the ox lows, 

And saft winds rustle, 

And shepherd lads on sunny knowes 
Blaw the blythe whistle. 

Ross died in 1^84, at the great age of eighty-six. 

B r ooV, and Marrird, and a\ 

The bride cam’ out o’ the byre, 

And, O, as she dighted her cheeks! 

Sirs, l’in to be married the night, 

And have neither blankets nor shei t^; 

* Have neither blankets nor sheets, 

Nor scarce a coverlet too ; 

The bride that has a’ thing to borrow, 
lias e'en right muekle ado. 

Woo’d, and married, and a’, 

Married, and woo’d, and a’! 

And was she nae very weel otV, 

That was woo’d, and married, and ! 

Out spake the bride’s father, 

As he cam’ in frac the plough: 

0, hand your tongue my dochtcr, 

And ye’se get gear enough ; 

The stirk stands i’ the tether, 

And our braw bawsint yado, 

Will carry ye hame your corn— 

What wad ye be at, ye jade i 

Out spake the bride’s mither, 

'What deil needs a’ this pride? 

I ha<l nae a plack in my pouch 
That night I was a bride ; 

My gown was linsv-wooNy, 

And ne’er a wirk ava ; 

And ye hae ribbons and buskins, 

Mae than ane or twa. 

* * * 

Out spake the bride’s hrither, 

As he cam’ in wi’ the kve: 

Poor Willie wad ne’er hae ta’en ye, 

Had he kent ye as weel as I ; 

For ye’re baith proud and saucy, 

And no for a poor man’s wife; 

< un I caima get a better, 

1’se ne’er tak ane i’ my life. 


; JOHN LOWE. 

John Lowe (1750-1708), a student of divinity, 
son of the gardener at Kenmore in Calloway, was 
author of the fine pathetic lyric, Mary's Dream, 
which he wrote on the death of a gentleman named 
Miller, a surgeon at sea, who was attached to a 
Miss M'Gliie, Airds. The poet was tutor in the 
I family of the lady’s father, and was betrothed to 
her sister. He emigrated to America, however, 
j where he married another female, became dissi- 
i pated, and died in great misery near Fredericks- 
| burgh. Though Lowe wrote numerous other pieces, 
prompted by poetical feeling and the romantic 
i scenery of his native glen, his ballad alone is worthy 
of preservation. 


Mary's Dream. 

The moon had climbed the highest hill 
Which rises o’er the source of Dee, 

And from the eastern summit shed 
Her silver light on tower and tree; 

When Mary laid her down to sleep, 

Her thoughts on Sandy far at sea, 

When, soft and low, a voice was heard, 

Saying, ‘ Alary, weep no more for me !* 

Mie from her pillow gently raised 
Her head, to ask who there might be, 

Ami saw young Sandy shivering stand, 

With visage pale, and hollow ee. 

‘ O Mary dear, cold is my clay; 

It lies beneath a stormy sea. 

Far, far from thee 1 sleep in death ; 

So, Alary, weep no more fV/V me ! 

I'hroe stormy nights ami stormy days 
We tossed upon the raging main ; 

Ami long we strove our bark to save, 

But all <>ur striving was in vain, 
liven then, when horror chilled my blood, 

My heart was tilled with love for thee: 

The sturm is past, and 1 at rest ; 

So, Alary, weep no more for me! j 

<> maiden dear, thyself prepare ; 

W e s<*on shall meet upon that shore, 

Where love is free from d«*ubl and euro, 

And thou and 1 shall part, no m-ve!’ 

Loud ('moved the cock, tlm slunbov tied, 

No more of Sandy could she s-, <<; i 

But soft the passing spirit said, j 

* Sweet Alary, weep no more lor me!’ j 

LADY ANSI. IIAIINAUD. j 

Lady Asm: Baiinako was authoress of Auld i 
liofnn (iray , one of the most jierfeet, tender, and j ; 

aflecting, of all our ballads or tales of humble life, ji 



Balcarres Horn*, Fifcshire; where * AuM Robin Gray' 
wa» oom posed. 

About tlic year 1771, Lady Anne composed tho 
ballad to an ancient air. It instantly became po* 
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pular, but the lady kept the secret of its author- 
nil ip for the long period of fifty years, when, in 
1823, she acknowledged it in a letter to Sir Walter 
Scott, accompanying the disclosure with a full ac¬ 
count of the circumstances under which it was 
j written. At the same time Lady Anno stmt two 
! continuations to the ballad, which, like all other 
! continuations (Don Quixote, perhaps, excepted), are 
greatly inferior to the original, indeed, the tale of 
sorrow is so complete in all its parts, that no addi¬ 
tions could he made without marring its simplicity 
or its pathos. Lady Anne w'as (laughter of James 
Lindsay, fifth Karl of IJalcarres; she w as born 8th 
Decen/ber 1 7.V), married in 1793 to Sir Andrew 
Barnard, librarian to George III., and died, without 
; issue, on the 8th of May 1825. 

f Asdd Robin Gray. 

When tho sheep are in the fauld, and the kye at 
haine, 

And a* the warld to sleep are gane ; 

The wars <•’ my heart fa’ in showers fnu* my ee, 

When my gndemuitjics sound by me. 

Young Jamie h>n\l me wool, and sod .1 me for his 
bride ; 

But saving a croun, In* had naething else beside : 

To mak that eroun a piiml, young Jumir gaed to sea ; 
And the er»un and the puml were baith for me. 

He hadna been aw a a irrek lmt <-nl v tw^a, 

When my umtht r she fell rick, ami the cow was 
stovvn aw a ; 

My father hrak his arm, and young Jamie at the sea, 
And auhl Kohin (Irny earn’ a-eourtin* me. 

My father eouldna work, ami my mother eouldna spin ; 

I toiled day and nieht, hut their bread 1 eouldna win ; 
Aubl Hob maintained them baith, and, wi’ tears in 
his ee, 

Said, Jennie, for their sake*, Oh, marry me! 

My heart it said nay, for I looked lor Jamie hack ; 

Hut the wind it blew high, and the ship it was a 
wreek : 

The ship it was a wreek—why didna Jamie dee? 

Or why do 1 live to say, Wu«**h me { 

My lather argued sair : my mother didna speak ; 

Hut she lookit in my face till my heart was like to 
break : 

Sue they gied him wy hand, though my heart was in 
the sea ; 

And auhl Kohin Gray win eudeinan to me. 

I hadna been a wife a week but only four. 

When, sitting sue mournfully at the door, 

1 saw my Jamie's wraith, for I eouldna think it he, 
Till he said, I’m come back for to marry thee. 

Oh, »mir did we greet, and inuckle did we say ; 

Wc took hut no kiss, and we tore ourselves away: 
i 1 wish I were dead! but I'm no like to dee; 

| And why do 1 live to say, Wne's met 

1 1 gang like a gliaist, and I carena to spin ; 

, I dauma think on Jamie, for that wad be a sin ; 

| But I’ll do my best a guile wife to be, 

For auld Hobin Gray is kind unto me. 


MISS JANE ELLIOT AND MRS COCKBHRN. 

Two versions of the national ballad, The Flowers 
of the Forest, continue to divide the favour of all 
lovers of song, and both are the composition of 
ladies. In minute observation of domestic life, 
traits of character and manners, and the softer lan¬ 


guage of the heart, ladies have often excelled the 
‘lords of t-htf*creation,’ and in music their triumphs 
are manifold. The first copy of verses, bewailing 
the losses sustained at Flodden, was written by 
Miss Jane Elliot of Minto, sister to Sir Gilbert 
Elliot of Minto. The second song, which appears 
to he on the same subject, but was in reality occa¬ 
sioned by the bankruptcy of a number of gentlemen j 
in Selkirkshire, is by Alicia Rutherford of Femilie, ; 
who was afterwards married to Mr Patrick Cock- 
burn, advocate, and died in Edinburgh in 1794. J 
We agree with Mr Allan Cunningham in preferring < 
Miss Elliot’s song; but both are beautiful, and in ! 
singing, the second is the most effective. J 

The Fhin rs of the Forest. j 

[lly Miss Jane Elliot.] j 

I’ve heard the lilting at our yowe-mi Iking, 

Lasses a-liliing before the dawn of day ; 

But now they are moaning on ilka green loaning— i 

The Flowers of the Forest are a’ wede away. j 

At buchts, in the morning, nac blv the lads are scorning, ; 

The la-scs am lonely, and duwic, and wae; ( 

Nne datlin’, nac gabion’, but sighing and subbing, I 
Ilk une lifts her leglen and hies her away. ! 

In hairst, at the shear";»g, nac* youths now arc jeering, 1 
The bandsters arc lyart, and runklcd, und gray ; | 

At fair, or at preaching, nac wooing, nae lleeching— \ 

I he Flowers of the Forest ar<* a’ wede away. 

At e'en, at the gloaming, nae swankier are roaming, ' 
’Bout stacks wi' the lasses at bogle to play ; 

But ilk nne sits drearie, lamenting her dearie— 

The Flowers of the Forest are a’ wede away. 

Ihilo and wae for the order, sent our lads to the Border! 

The Fnglish, for ance, by guile wan the day ; 

The Flowers of the Forest, that foucht aye the fore¬ 
most, 

Tho prime o’ our land, are canid in the clay. 

Wo hear nae mair lilting at our yow<wui Iking, 

Women and buirns arc heartless and wae; 

Sighing and moaning on ilka green loaning— ; 

The Flowers of the Forest are a’ wede away. j 

The Flowers of the Forest. ; 

[By Mrs Cockburn-] j 

I’ve seen the smiling 
< »f Fortune beguiling ; 

I‘\o felt all its favours, and found its decay: 

Sweet was its blessing, , 

Kind its caressing ; 

But now ’tis tied — fled far away. 

I’ve seen the forest * 

Adorned the foremost 

With flowers of the fairest most pleasant and gay ; 

Sae bonnie was their blooming! 

Their scent the air perfuming ! 

Hut now they are withered and weeded away. 

I've seen the morning 

With gold the hills adorning, i 

And loud tempest storming before the mid-day. 

I’ve seen Tweed’s silver streams, 

Shining in the sunny beams, 

Grow drumly and dark as he rowed on his way. 

Oh, fickle Fortune, 

Why this cruel sporting ? 

Ob, why still perplex us, poor sons of a day 1 

Nae mair your smile* can cheer me, * 

Nae mair your frowns can fear me ; 

For the Flowers of the Forest are a' wede awa^ 







JOHN SKINNER. 

Something of fi national as well as a patriotic cha¬ 
racter may be claimed for the lively song of Tufloch - 
gorum , the composition of the Rev. John Skinner 
| (1721-1807), who inspired some of the strains of 
| Burns, and who delighted, in life as in his poetry, to 
j diffuse feelings of kindliness and good will among 
i men. Mr Skinner officiated as Episcopal minister 
of Longside, Aberdeenshire, for sixty-five years. 
After the troubled period of the Rebellion of 1745, 
when the Episcopal clergy of Scotland laboured 
j under the charge of disaffection, Skinner was im- 
j prisoned six months for preaching to more than four 
j persons! lie died in his son’s house at Aberdeen, 
having realised his wish of 4 seeing once more his 
children’s grandchildren, and peace upon Israel.’ 
Besides 4 Tullochgorum,’ and other songs, Skinner 
wrote an Ecclesiastical Ilistnry of Scotland , and some 
theological treatises. 

Tidloch f/orum. 

Como gie’s a sang, Montgomery cried, 

Ami lay your deputes all aside ; 

What idgnifie.s’t lbr folks to chide 
For what’s been done before them ? 

Let Whig and 'l ory all agree, 
i Whig and Tory, Whig and 'l ory, 

I.et Whig and Tory all agree 
To drop their Whigmcgmorum. 

Let Whig and Tory all agree 

To spend this night with mirth and glee, 

And chcerfu’ sing alang wi’ me 
The reel of Tullochgorum. 

O, Tullochgorum’s my delight ; 

It gars us a’ in ane unite ; 

And ony sumph that keeps up spite. 

In conscience I abhor him. 

Blithe and merry we’s be a’, 

Blithe and merry, blithe ami merry, 

Blithe and merrv wc’s be a*, 
i And mak’ a chcerfu quorum. 

Blithe and merry we\s he a’, 

As lang as we hae breath to draw, 

! And dance, till we be like to fa’, 

| The reel of Tullochgorum. 

There need na be sae great a phrase 
! Wi’ dringing dull Italian la\s ; 

j I wadna gie our ain strathspeys 

J For half a hundred score o’ ’em. 

| * They’re douff and dowie at the bi *-t, 

| DouIF and dowie, doufFand dowie, 

| They’re doufFand dowie at the best, 

r j Wi’ a* their variorums. 

I They’re doufFand dowie at the best, 

Their allegros, and a’ the rest, 

They eanna please a Highland ta-le, 

Compared wi* Tullochgorum. 

Let warldly minds themselves oppress 
Wi’ fear of want, and double cess. 

And sullen sots themselves distress 
Wi’ keeping up decorum. 

I Shall wc sae sour and sulky sit, 

Sour and sulky, sour and sulky, 

Shall we sae sour and sulky sit, 

Like auld Philosophorum ? 

Shall we sae sour and sulky sit, 

Wi* neither sense, nor mirth, nor wit, 

And canna rise to shake a fit 
At the reel of Tullochgorum ? 

May choicest blessings still attend 
Kach honest-hearted open friend ; 

And calm and quiet be his end, 

And a’ that’s good watch o’er him ! 


May ponce and plenty bo his lot, 
Peace and plenty, peace and plenty. 
May peace and plenty be his lot, 

Ami dainties, a great store o’ ’em ! 
May peace and plenty bo bis lot, 
Unstained by any vicious blot ; 

And may he never want a groat, 
That’s fond of Tullochgorum. 

But for the discontented fool, 

Who wants to be oppression’s tool, 
May envy knaw his rotten soul, 

And discontent devour him ! 

May dool and sorrow be his chance, 
Dool and sorrow, dool ami vrrow, 
May dool and sorrow be his chance, 
And lmne say, Wue’s mo for ’im! 
May dool ami sorrow be his chajpv, 
And a’ tin* ills that come (rae Franco, 
WhaeVr he be that winna dance 
The red of Tulloeligui mu ! 


r.oiu;uT cRAwronn. ; 

Rom:rt (Ts.wvroRD, author *of The Hush alnmn 
Tra<iuuir , and the still finer lyric of 7Vm/.vn/r, was 
the brother of Colonel Crawford i f Achinamcs. He 
assisted Allan Ramsay in his 4 Tea-Table Miscel¬ 
lany,’ and, according to information obtained by 
Burns, was drowned in coming from Franco in 
tlu* year IT-’bd. Crawford had genuine poetical 
fancy and expression. 4 The true muse of native 
pastoral,’ says Allan Cunningham, ‘seeks not to 
adorn herself with unnatural ornaments; her spirit 
is in homely love ami Fireside joy ; U nder and simple, 
like the religion of tic* land, she utters nothing out 
of keeping with tlu ‘ baracter of her jwople, and the 
aspect of the soil; and of this spirit, and of this feel- j 
ing, Crawford is a laiv partaker.’ e 

The Hush <il'0'>u T. /' Hair. 

• i 

Hear me, ve nymph*, and e\« :y swain, 

I’ll tell Imw Peggy grieves me * 

Though thus 1 lan oii-.il and c..mplai:>, 

Alas ! she m-Yr b* licvi*. no*. 

My vows ami sigh**, like sibiit air, 

Cnheeded, never in< >e her ; 

At the bonnic Bu-»li ab ton Tmquair, . 

’'1'was there I lust did ln\< her. 

That day slit* smile.1 and made me glad, j 

No maid seemed ew*r kinder ; ,, 

I thought inv^clf the luckictt hid, »j 

So sweetly there to liml he* ; 

I tried to soothe my amorous tlamc, 

In words that 1 thought tender; 

If more there passed, I’m net to blame — 

1 meant not to offend her. 

Vet now she scornful flees the plain, 

The fields we then frequented ; j 

If e'er wc meet she shows disdain, ! 

She looks as ne’er acquainted. 

The bonnic bush bloomed fair in May, 

Jt’s sweets I’ll aye retncinlier ; j 

But now her frowns make it decay-— j 

It fades as in December. j 

Ye rural powers, who hear my strains, j 

Why thus should Peggy grieve me I S 

0 make her partner in pain*, j 

Then let her smiles relieve me : j 

If not, my love will turn despair, ! 

My passion wo more tender ; j 

I’ll leave the Bush aboon Traquair— j 

To lonely wild# I’ll wander. 
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'j | Tmcdaidc. 

| i What beauties does Flora disclose ! 

!' How sweet are her smiles upon Tweed ! 

\ p Yet Mary’s, still sweeter than those, 

Both nature and fancy exceed. 

>" No daisy, nor sweet blushing rose, 
j Not all the gay dowers of the field, 

j Not Tweed, glidin'!; gently through those, 
j Such beauty and pleasure does yield. 

The warblers are heard in the grove, 

The linnet, the lark, and the thrush ; 

The blackbird, and sweet cooing dove, 

With music enchant every bush. 

; Come let us go forth to the mead ; 

j I jet us see how the primroses spring; 

! We’ll lodge in some village on Tweed, 

And flu* w^ile the feathered folk sing. 

• How does mv love pass the long dav I 
* Hoes Marv not tend n few sheep i 

i Ho thev never carelessly -.fray 

While happily she lies asleep ! 

Should Tweed's murmurs lull h< r to rest, 

1 Kind nature •indulging my bliss, 

To east' the soft pains of my breast, 

I’d steal an ambrosial kbs. 

»Tis she do<*s the virgin* excel ; 

No Inanity with lo r may eomyvare ; 

Lome’s grace.-. around her d*> dwell ; 

She’s fairest where thousands are fair. 

Sav, eharno r, where do thy tioeks strav ! 

i >h, tell me at morn where they feed ? 

Shall 1 seek them on sweet winding lay* 

< >r th** pleasanter banks of the ’1 weed ! 

MR (.! I.BERT K.I.I.I* *T. 

Sin (iiMuacr Ki.m<*t. author <>f what Sir Walter 
Scott calls ‘ the U-autilul pastoral song/ licginning 

My sheep I neglected, I broke my sheep-hook, 

was father of the first Karl of Minto. and was dis¬ 
tinguished as a speaker in parliament. He was iu 
1 7ti’l treasurer of the navy, and afterwards keeper 
of the signet in Scotland, lie died in 1 777. Mr 
Tytier of Wuodhou.selee says, that SirtiilU rt Klliot. 
who had Urn taught the German flute in Franee, 

! was the first who introduced that instrument into 
j Scotland, about the year 1725. 

, [ .1 /aye/e.] 

; Mv sheep 1 neglected, 1 broke my sheep-hook, 

; And nil the gay haunts of my youth I forsook ; 

| No more for Amynta l’redi garlands l wove; 

1 For ambition, I said. Would so*»ti cure me of love, 
i Oh, what bad my youth with ambition to d«>? 
j Why left I Amvntaf Whj. broke 1 my vow! 

! Oh, give me my sheep, and my sheep-hook restore, 

t And I’ll wander from love and Amynta no more. 

I Through regions remote in v ain do 1 rove. 

And bid the wide ocean secure me from love! 

Oh, fool ! to imagine that aught could subdue 
A love so well-founded* & puiunou so true ! 

Alas! His too late at thy fate to repine ; 

Poor shepherd, Amynta can never be thine : 

Thy tears are all fruitless, thy wishes are vain, 

The'moments neglected return not again*... 

ROBERT FKRGUSSON. 

i Robert Ff.rgcsson was the poet of Scottish city- 
life, or ratlier the laureate of Edinburgh. A happy 
! talent of portraying the peculiarities of local man¬ 


ners, a nice perception of the ludicrous, a vein of j 
original comic humour, and language at once copious I 
and expressive, form his chief merits as a poet. He 1 
had not the invention or picturesque fancy of Allan 
Kam.say, nor the energy and passion of Burns. His 
mind was a light w arm soil, that threw up early its ! 
native products, sown by chance or little exertion ; j 
but it had not strength and tenacity to nurture any 
great or valuable production. A few short years, J 
however, comprised his span of literature and of life; 
and criticism would be ill employed in scrutinising > 
with severity the occasional poems of a youth of I 
twenty-three, written from momentary feelings and j 
impulses, amidst professional drudgery or midnight 
dissipation. That compositions produced under such 
circumstance's should still exist and bo read with 
pleasure, is sufficient- to show that Fergusson must 
have had the eye and fancy of a true poet. His 
observation, too, for one so young, is as remarkable ! 
as bis genius: he was an accurate painter of scenes j 
of real life and traits of Scottish character, and bis j 
pictures are valuable for their truth, as well as for j 
their liveliness and humour. If his habits had been j 
different, we might have }>ossesscd more agreeable j 
delineations, but none more graphic or faithful. ■> 
1‘Vrgusson was lxirn in Edinburgh on the l?th of j 
Ootolier 1751. His father, who was an accountant in 
the British Linen (’on.pane’s bank, died early, but 
the poet received a university education, having ob¬ 
tained a bursary in St Andrews, where he continued , 
from 1 1 is thirteenth to his seventeenth year, (hi : 
quitting college, he seems to have been truly ‘un¬ 
fitted with an aim/ and lit- was glad to take employ- , 
m nt as a copying clerk in a lawyer’s office. In ! 
this mechanical and irksome duty his days were 
spent. Hi* evenings were devoted to tlu* tavern, 
where, over ‘caller o\ stern,* with ale or whisky, the 
choice spirits of Edinburgh used to assemble. Fer- 
gusson had dangerous qualifications fur such a life. 
His conversational powers were of a very superior 
description, and he could adapt them at will to 
humour, pathos, or sarcasm, as the occasion might 
require. He wnas well educated, had a fund of 
youthful gaiety, and sung Scottish songs with taste ; 
and effect. To these qualifications he soon added j 
the reputation of a poet. Kuddimaifs ‘Weekly j 
Magazine’ had been commenced in 176S, and was ; 
the chosen receptacle for the floating literature of 
that period in Scotland, particularly in Edinburgh. 
Luring the two last years of his life, Fcrgusson was ’ j 
a constant contributor to this miscellany, and in 
177.1 he collected and published his pieces in one : 
volume. < >f the success of the publication in a 
pecuniary point of view, we have no information; 
but that it was well received by the public, there 
can be no doubt, from the popularity and fame of 
its author. His dissipations, however, were always 
on the increase. His tavern life and boon com- ’ 
panions were hastening him on to a premature and 
painful death. His reason first gave way, and his 
widowed mother being unable to maintain him at 
home, he was sent to an asylum for the insane. The 
religious impressions of his youth returned at times 
to overwhelm him with dread, hut his gentle and 
affectionate nature was easily soothed by the atten¬ 
tions of his relatives and friends. Mis recovery was i 
anticipated, lmt after about two months’ confine¬ 
ment, he died in his cell on the 16th of October 
1774. His remains were interredin the Canongate 
churchyard, where they lay unnoticed for twelve 
years, till Burns erected a simple stone to mark the 
poet’s grave. The heartlessness of convivial friend¬ 
ships is well known ; they literally * wither and die j 
in a dav/ It is related, however, that a youthful 
companion of Fergusson, named Burnet, having s 
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gone to the East Indies, and made some money, in¬ 
vited over the poet, sending at the same time a 
draught for £100 to defray his expenses. This in¬ 
stance of generosity came too late: the poor poet 
had died before the letter arrived. 


Falconer or Logan (ho received the same education 
as the latter), his inferior rank as a general poet 
will be apparent 

Braid Claith . 


I 

! 

i 


Feruiss-u’s TuinK 


i Fergusson may he considered the poetical pr«»- 
j genitor of Burns. Meeting with his poems in his 
, youth, the latter ‘ strung his lyre anew,’ and copied 
i the style and subjects of his youthful prototype. 

| The resemblance, however, was only temporary and 
; incidental. Burns had a manner of his own. and 
though be sometimes condescended, like Shukspoare, 
to work after inferior models, all that was rich and 
j valuable in the composition was original and un- 
j borrowed. Tie had an excessive admiration for the 
i writings of Fergusson, and even preferred them to 
i those of Kamsay, an opinion in which few will eon- 
j cur. Theyb/fe of Fergusson lay, as wo have stated, 

; in his representations of town-life. Th Kina's Birth - 
dai/, The. Sitting of the Session, Leith Races , .Nr., are 
; all excellent. Still better is his feeling description 
j of the importance of Guid Braid Claith, and his 
Address to the Tron-Kirk Bell. In these we have a 
current of humorous observations, poetical fancy, 
and genuine idiomatic Scottish expression. The. 
Farmer's Jmjic suggested ‘The ('otter’s Saturday 
| Night’ of Burns, and it is as faithful in its descrip- 
[ tions, though of ;i humbler class. Burns added 
■pinion, sentiment, and patriotism to the subject: 
s • r. u.'.sou’s is a mere sketch, an inventory of a 
-house, unless we except the concluding stanza, 
v hi eh speaks to the heart:— 



Peace to the husbandman, and a’ his tribe, 

Whase care fells a’ our wants frae year to year! 
Lang may his sock and cou’tcr turn the glebe, 
And banks of corn bend down wi’ laded ear ! 
May Scotia’s simmers aye look gav and green ; 

Her yellow hairstn frae scowry blasts decreed I 
May a’ her tenants sit fu* snug anti bien, 

Frae the hard grip o’ ails and poortith freed— 
And a lang lasting train o’ peaccfir hours succeed ! 


; In one department—lyrical poetry—whence Burns 
j draws so much of his glory—Fergusson does not 
seem, though a singer, to have made any efforts to 
| excel. In English poetry he utterly failed, and if 
we consider Mm in reference to his countrymen, 


Yo wha are fain to hao your namo 
Wrote i* the honnio book o’ fame, 

Let merit nue pretension claim 
To laurelled wreath, 

But hap yo wool, bnith hack and wame, 

In guid braid claith. 

He that some ells o’ this may fa*, 

And slae-black hat on pow like smtw, 

Bids bauld to bear the gree uwa, 

Wi’ a* this graith, 

When beinlv clad wi’ shell fu’ braw 
()’ guid braid clnijji. 

Waesuoks for him wha ha* mie feck o’t ! 
For lie’s a gowk they’re Mire 0> e< d at ; 

A ehiel that ne’er will he re«p<i*kil 
While he draws breath, 

Till his four emitter * art' bedeohit 

Wi’ guid braid'claith. 

(>n Sabbath-days the barln r spark, 

When he hu" done wi* serapin’ wark, 

Wi* siller br«»achie in lit" sark, 

(iangs trigly, faith ! 

Or to the Meadows, <>r the Park, 

In guid l raid claith. 

Wool might y< trow, to sec them there, 
That the\ to diuve y-ui hnfhts bare, 

Or curl and Mc<-k a pickle hair, 

Would be right laitli, 

Win ii pacin’ wi’ a gavv.-y air 

Jn guid braid claith. 

If ony mettled stirrah green* 

For favour frae a lady’s eon, 

He maunna care f<>r bein’ s ( ,cn 
Bef-re he sheath 
Ilis body in a scabbard clean 

t)’ guid braid claith. 

For, gin he come wi’ coat threadbare, 

A leg for him she winna care, 

But crook her bonny tnmi f»*u suit, 

Arid Hcauld him baith : 

Wooers should arc their travel spare, 
Without braid claith. 

Braid claith lends fouk an urna hcezo ; 
Maks mony kail-worms buttcrllei s ; 

(lies mony a doctor his degrees, 

For little skait h : 

In short, you may be what you please, 

Wi’ guid braid claith. 

For though yo had as wise a snout on, 

Ah Shakspcare or Sir Isaac Newton, 

Your judgment fouk would hue a doubt on, 
Fll tak my uich. 

Till they could hoc ye wi’ a suit on 
O’ guid braid claith. 


To the Tron-Kirk Ikll 

Wan wordy, crazy, dinsomc thing, 

As e'er was framed to jow or ring! 
Wlmt gat’d them sic in steeple lung, 
They ken themsel; 

But weed wat 1, they couldna bring 
Waur aournla frae helh 
* * ♦ 


1 Desire. 
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Fleece-merchant* may look bauld, I trow, 

Sin* a* Auld Reekie’s childer now 
Maun stap tlicir lugs wi’ teats o* woo, 

Thy sound to bang, 

And keep it frae gaun through and through 
Wi’jarrin' twang. 

Your noisy tongue, there’s nae abidin’t; 

Like scauldin* wife’s, there is nae guidin’t; 

When I’m ’bout ony business cident, 

It’s sair to thole ; 

To deave me, then, yc tak a pride in’t, 

Wi* senseless knoll. 

Oh ! were T provost o’ the t"wn, 

I swear by >P the powers ahoon, 

I’d bring ye wi 1 a reeslc down ; 

Nor should you think 
(Sac sair IM craek and clour your crown) 

Moiin to clink. 

Lor, wlien I’ve toom’d the meikle cap, 

And fain wald fa’ owrc in a naj>, 

Troth, I could «twze as sound’s a tap, 

UVre’t no for thee, 

T hat gies the jit her weary chap 
To wauken me. 

1 dreamt no nipht I saw Auld Nick ; 

(Juo* he This bell o’ mine’s a trick, 

A wily piece o’ politic, 

A emmin* snare. 

To trap bulk in a rb.ven *t!ck, 
life they’re aware. 

As lung’s my dautit bell hi ups there, 

A’ bodv at the kirk will skair : 
t)uu’ they, if h«* that preaches there 
Like it can woiitid, 

We downa cure a single hair 
For joyfu* sound.* 

If magistrates wi* me would ’pree. 

For aye tongue-tackit should you be ; 

Nor {b g wi’ anti-melodv . 

Sic honest fouk, j 

Wha*e lugs were newer made to dree ! 

Thy dolefu’ shock. 

Rut fur frae thee the bailies dwell, 

Or they would seunner nt your knell; 

(lie the foul thief his riven bell, 

And then, 1 trow, 

The byword hands, * The diet hiimel 
Has got his due.* 

jSVoiViVt S<T)tn'i/ and 
fFroin * Itnme Content, a Satire.’j 

The Arno and the Tiber lung 
Hao run fell clear in Homan sang; 

Rut, save the reverence o’ schools. 

They’re b&ith but lifeless, dowie pools. 

Bought they compare wi* boniiie Tweed, 

As clear as ony lammer bead ! 

Or are their shores inair sweet and gay 
Than Fortha’s haughs or banks o’ Tay ? 

Though there the herds can jink the showers 
’Mang thriving vines and myrtle bowers, 

And l>law the reed to kittle strains, 

While echo's tongue commends their pains; 

Like ours, they canna warm the heart 
Wi' simple salt bewitching art. 

On Leader haughs and Yarrow braes, 

Arcadian herds wad tyne their lays, 

To hear the mair melodious sounds 
That live on our poetic grounds. 

Come, Fancy I come, and let us tread 
The simmer’s flowery velvet bed, 

And a* your springs delightful lowte 
On Tweeda'a bank or Cowdenknowes. 


That, ta*en wi* thy enchanting sang, 

Our Scottish lads may round ye throng, 

Sae pleased they'll never fash again 
To court you on Italian plain; 

Soon will they guess ye only wear 
The simple garb o* nature here; 

Mair comely far, and fair to sight, 

When in her easy deedin' dight. 

Than in disguise ye was before 
On Tiber’s or on Arno’s shore. 

O Rangour l 1 now the hills and dale* 

Nae mair gie back thy tender talcs! 

The birks on Yarrow now deplore, 

Thy moumfu* muse has left the shore. 

Near what bright bum or crystal spring, 

Did you your winsome whistle king? 

The muse shall there, w'i’ watery ce, 

(iie the dunk swaird a tear for thee; 

And Yarrow’s genius dowie dame ! 

Shall there forget her bluid-st tined stream, 

On thy *a-< grave to seek repose, 

Who mourned her fate, condo.’ 1 her woes. 

Cuvier Water. 

When father Adie first pat spade in 
The borinie \ard o’ ancient Fdcn, 

His amry had na^ liquor laid in 
To fire his nu u ; 

Nor did he thole his wife’s upbraidin', 

For bein’ f*u. 

A caub*r burn o* siller sheen, 

Ran eannily out-owrc the preen ; 

And when our putcher’s drouth had been 
To bide ritrht sair, 
lie lomit down, and drank bedeen 
A dainty skair. 

His bairns had n\ before the flood, 

A I anger tack o’ flesh ami blood, 

And on mair pithy shanks they stood 
Than Noah’s line, 

Wha still hao been a feckless brood, 

Wi’ drinkin’ wine. 

The fuddlin’ bardies, now-a-days, 

Rin mnukiii-mad in Bacchus’ praise; 

And limp and stoiter through their lays 
Anacreontic, 

While each his sea of wine displays 
As big’s the Pontic. 

My Muse will no gang far frae hamc, 

Or scour a* airths to hound for fame; 

In troth, the jillet ye might blame 
For thiukin’ on’t, 

When eithly she can find the theme 
O’ aqua font. 

This is the name that doctors use. 

Their patients’ noddles to confuse ; 

Wi’ simples clad in terms abstruse, 

They labour still 
In kittle words to gar you roose 
Their want o’ skill. 

Rut we’ll hae nae sic clitter-clatter; 

And, briefly to expound the matter, 

It shall Ikj ca’d guid cauler water; 

Than whilk, 1 trow, 

Few drugs in doctors' shops are better 
For me or you. 

Though joints be stiff as ony rung, 

Your pith wi* pain be sairly dung. 

Be you in cauler water flung 
Out-owre the lugs, 

'Twill mak you souple, swack, and young, 
Withouten drugs. 

i Mr Hamilton of Bangour, author of the beautiful baUtt 
The Braes of Yarrow/ 


131 






*mm 1727 


CYCLOPAEDIA OF 


Though cholic or the heart-scad teaze us; 
Or ony inward dwaam should seize us j 
It masters a* sic fell diseases 

That would ye spulzic, 

And brings them to a canny crisis 
Wi’ little tulzie, 

Were’fc no for it, the bonnic lasses 
Wad glower nae mail* in kcekin’-glasses; 
And soon tyne dint o’ a’ the graces 
That aft conveen 

In gleefu’ looks, and bonnie faces, 

To catch our ceu. 

The fairest, then, might die a maid, 

And Cupid quit his shoutin’ trade; 

For wha, through clarty masquerade, 

Could then discover 
Whether the features under shade 
Were worth a lover? 

As simmer ruins bring simmer flowers. 

And leaves to deed the birken bowers, 

Sae beauty gets by eauicr showers 
Sue rich a bloom, 

As for estate, or heavy dowers, 

Aft stands in room. 

What maks Auld Reekie's dames sae fail ? 
It camia be the halesome air; 

But cauler burn, beyond compare, 

The best o' onie, 

That gars them a' sic graces vkair, 

And blink sae bonnie. 

On Mav-day, in a fairv ring, 

We’ve seen them round St Antlmn’s spring, 1 
Frae grass the cauler dew-draps wring 
To weet their een, 

And water, clear as crystal >pring, 

To synd them clean. 


Newhaven, I_*eith, or CanonmilU, 

Supply them in their Sunday’s gills; 
Whore writers often spend their pence, 

To stock their heads wi’ drink and sense. 

While damlerin cits delight to stniy 
To Castlehill or public way, 

Where they nae other purpose mean, 
Than that fool cause o’ being seen, 

Let me to Arthur’s Sent pursue, 

Where bonnie pastures meet the view, 
And mony a wild-lorn scene accrues, 
Befitting Willie Shukspeare's muse. 

It’ Fancy there would join the timing, 
The desert rocks and bills among. 

To echoes we should lilt and play, 

And gi*‘ t<» mirth the live lung day. 

Or should some cankered biting shower 
The day and a* her sweet** di mmer, 1 
To Ilolyrood-house let me stray, 

And gie to muring a’ the day ; 

Lamenting what auld Scotland knew, 
Itein davs for ever frae her \ lew. 

O Hamilton, for shame 1 the Mus** 

’Would pay to thee hr eouihi \o\vs, 

(iin ye wa«l tent the humble stjuiu, 

And gieN our «iigi.i♦ \ 

Tor. oli, wu* T in* ! ih» thLth* springs 
In domicile <>' ancient kin.*-', 

Without a patriot to rvgnt 
( dir palace and our ancient state. 


MlM'KLLAM'orS IViAl.s ol 

Ad A 


»r Till, I’Tiuon J"‘j 


I 

| [Itv Iiichnr«l Wr-t — writlm at tl’>' n:;r of twenty. Thi 
j amiable jx>et <lio<l m ho t\\int\--i*tii year, 17-41’.] 


Oh may they still pursue the way 
To look sae feat, sae clean, sae gay ! 

Then shall their beauties glance like May ; 

And, like her, be 
The goddess of the vocal spray, 

The Muse and me. 

[A Sunday in Edinburgh.} 

[From * Auld Reekie.’] 

On Sunday, here, an altered scene 
O’ men and manners meets our een. 

Ane wad maist trow, some people chose 
To change their faces wi’ their clo’es, 

And fain wad gar ilk ncibour think 
They thirst for guidness as lbr drink ; 

Lot there’s an unco dearth o’ grace, 

’! hat has nae mansion but the face, 

And never can obtain a part 
In benmost corner o’ the heart. 

Why should religion niak us sad, 

If good frae virtue’s to be had \ 

Na; rather gleefu’ turn your face, 

Forsake hypocrisy, grimace; 

And never liae it understood 
You fleg mankind frae being good. 

In afternoon, a’ brawly bu«kit, 

The joes and lasses loc to frisk it. 

Some tak a great delight to place 
The modest bon-grace owre the face ; 

Though you may see, if so inclined, 

The turning o* the leg behind. 

Now, Comely-Garden and the Park 
Refresh them, after forenoon’s wark : 

1 St Anthony’s Well, a beautiful small spring, on Arthur’s 
Beat, near Edinburgh. Thither it is still the practice of young 
Edinburgh maidens to resort on May-day. 


Ye*-, happy youths, on (’minis’ ^edgy side. 

Von feel each joy that Ai* midlip can divide j 
Kach realm of .science and of art explore. 

And with tin* ancient blend tbr modem i"H\ 
Studious alone to learn nhatoYr may tend 
To raise the genius, or tin* lnart to mend ; 

Now pleased along the eloLtcred walk you rove, 
And trace the lerdant mazn of th** grow, 

\\ here social oft, and oft alone, ye choose, 

To catch the zephyr, and to court the muse. 
Meantime at me (while all deioid of art, 

These lines give back the image of mv heart), 

At me tin* power that comes or soon or late, 

Or aims, or seems to aim, the dart of fate ; 

From you remote, inetliinks, alone 1 stand, 

Like some sad exile in a desert land ; 

Around no friends their lenient care to join 
In mutual warmth, and mix their hearts with mine. 
Or real pains, or those which fancy raise, 

For ever blot the sunshine of my days ; 

To sickness still, and still to grief a prey, 

Health turns from me her rosy face nwnv. 

dust Heaven! what sin ere life begins to bloom, 
Devotes iny head untimely to the tomb? 

Did e’er this hand against* a brother's life 

Drug the dire bowl, or point the murderous knife? 

Did e’er this tongue the slanderer’s tale proclaim, 

Or madly violate my Maker’s name? 

Did e’er this heart betray a friend or foe, 

Or know a thought but all the world might know? 
As yet just started from the lists of time, 

My growing yeurs have scarcely told their prime; 
Lseless, as yet, through life I’ve idly run, 

No pleasures tasted, and few duties done. 

Ah, who, ere autumn’s mellowing suns appear, 
Would pluck the promise of the vernal year; 

Or, ere the grapes their purple hue betray, 

Tear the crude cluster from the mourning spray ? 
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Stem power of fate, whose ebon sceptre rules 
I 7’he Stygian deserts and Cimmerian pools, 
j Forbear, nor rashly smite my youthful heart, 
i A victim yet unworthy of thy dart; 
j* Ah, stay till age shall blast my withering face, 

1 1 Shake in my head, and falter in rny pace; 
j| Then aim the shaft, then meditate the blow, 

;! And to the dead my willing shade shall go. 

1 1 How weak is man to reason’s judging eye! 

! Horn in this moment, in the next we die; 

! I‘art mortal clay, and part ethereal fire, 

; Too proud to creep, too humble to aspire. 

; In vain our plans of happiness we raise, 
j Pain is our lot, and patience is our praise; 
Wealth, lineage, honours, conquest, or a throne, 
Are what the wise would fear to call their own. 

! Health is attest a vain precarious tiling, 

And fair-faced yot^h is ever on the wing ; 
j„Tis like the stream beside whose watery bed, 
Some blooming plant exalts his flowery head ; 
j Nursed by the wave tin* spreading branches rise, 
Shade all the ground and flourish to the skies; 
The waves the while beneath in secret flow, 

And undermine the*hollow bank below ; 


If late at dusk, while-carelessly I roam, 

I meet a strolling kid, or bleating lamb, 

Under my arm I’ll bring the wanderer home, 

And not a little chide its thoughtless dam. 

What joy to hear the tempest howl in vain, 

And clasp a fearful mistress to injjr breast? 

Or, lulled to slumber by the beating rain, 

Secure and happy, sink at last to rest! 

Or, if the sun in flaming Leo ride, 

Hy shady rivers indolently stray, 

And with my Delia, walking side by side, 

Hear how they murmur as they glide away? 

What joy to wind along the cool retreat, 

To atop and gaze on Delia as 1 go ? 

To mingle sweet discourse with kisses sweet, 

And teach my lovely scholar all I know? 

Thus pleased at heart, and not with fancy’s dream, 
In silent happimss I rest unknown ; 

Content with what I am, not what i ^eern, 

I live for Delia and niy«elf alone. 


Wide and more wide the waters urge th* ir way, I Ah, foolish man, who thus of her possessed, 

Hare all the r<»»»t*, and mi their fibres prey. Could float and wander with ambition’s wind, 

Too late the plant bewails his foolish pride, And if his outward in. j pings spoke him blessed. 

And sinks, untimely, in the whelming tide. Not heed the sickness of his conscious mind! 

Hut why repine > Does life deserve my sigh ; 

Few will lament mv Jo-* w hene’er I die. With her I scorn the idle breath of praise, 

For those the wretches I dc*pi.->e or hate, Nor trust to happiness that’s not our own; 

I neither envy nor regard their fate. The smile of fortune might suspicion raise, 

For me, whene'er all-conquering death shall spread Hut here I know that I am loved alone. # * 

Hi* wing* around mv unrepining head, 

1 rare not ; though thi* face be seen no more, Hen* be the care of all my little tram, 

The world will pass as cheerful as before ; 1 * itl1 u ‘"' U ' T indolence am blest. 

Height as before the day-star will appear, labourite subject of her gentle reign, 

The fields ns verdant, and tin- skies as dear ; % L»vc alone distinguished from the rest. 

For her I’ll yoke mv oxen to the plough, 

In gloomy forests tend mv lonely flock ; 

For her a goat-herd climb the mountain’s brow, 
And sleep extended on the naked rock : 

Ah, what avails to press the stately bed, 

And far from her ’mid-t tasteless grandeur weep, 
Hy marble fountains lay the pensive head, 

Ami, w hile they murmur, strive in vain to sleep! 

Delia alone can please, and never tire, 

Fxceed the paint of thought in true delight; 
With her, enjoyment wakens new desire, 

And equal rapture glo>vs through every night: 

U* jtlmont tin* only mlrt ;iM<< of the once iulmirv<l and 1 

hiiAih fa»m«! lot* -1. uu * «<f Hammond. This nephew to 
, Sir Itolx-rt \Vnt|»*ie, and a man of fortune, bestowed his affec¬ 
tion* on a Mis* Hashwhose airreoable qualities and in¬ 
exorable rejection of his Miit inspired the jtm-try by whic h his 
1 , jiame has been handed down to u*. llis verses are imitations 
;j of Tibullus—smooth, tame, and frigid. Miss H.vshwaved died 
,, unmarried—liedehamher-woman to Queen (Charlotte—in 17TJ*- 
‘ In the following cli'gy Hammond ima^inea himself married 
|, to hia mistress (Ifolia), oml that, conteut w itli each other, they 
1 ore retired to the country.’] 

’j Let others boast their heap* of shining gold, 

I And view their field*, with waving plenty crowned, 

Whom neighbouring foe* in constant terror hold, 

! And trumpets break their slumbers, never sound : 

; While calmly poor, I trifle life away, 

; Enjoy sweet leisure by my cheerful lire, 

: No wanton hope my quiet shall betray, 
j Hut, cheaply blessed, I’ll scorn each vain desire. 

| j With timely care I’ll sow my little field, 
i j And plant my orchard with its masters hand, 
j j Nor blush to spread the hay, the hook to wield, 

I j Or range my sheaves along the sunny land. 


Hoauty and worth in her alike contend, 

To charm the fancy, and to fix the in hid ; 

In her, my wife, my mistress, and my friend, 

I taste the joy* of sense and reason joined. 

On her I’ll gaze, when others loves arc o’er, 

And dying press her w ith my clay-cold hand— 

Thou weep’st already, a* I were no more, 

Nor can that gentle breast the thought withstand. 

Oh, when I die, my latest moments spare. 

Nor let thy grief with sharper torments kill, 

Wound not thy cheeks, nor hurt that flowing hair, * 
Though I am dead, my soul shall love thee still: 

Oh, quit the room, oh, quit the deathful bed. 

Or thou wilt die, so tender is thy heart; 

Oh, leave me, Delia, ere thou see me dead, 

These weeping friends will do thy mournful part: 

Let them, extended on the decent bier, 

Convey the corse in melancholy state, 

Through all the village spread the tender tear, 

While pitying maids our wondrous loves relate. 


Nor storin'* m*r comet* will my dowin declare*, i 

Nor sign* on earth nor pot tent.* in the nir; 

Unknown and silent will depart mv breath, 

Nor nature eYr take notice of my death. 

Vet some tln re are (ere *pent my vital day*-) 

Within who*e brea*ts my tomb 1 wi*h to raise. 

Loved in rny life, lamented in my end, 

Their praNe would crown me as their precepts mend : 
To them may these fond line* mv name endear, 

Not from the Poet but the Friend sincere. 

I'Jijy. 

fttv JarneH Hnmmmiri, born 17H\ •lb*! 17-*-- This seems to | 
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I Careless Content.* 

[The following and subsequent poems aro by John Byrom, 
ft native of Mancht?ster. lie was well educated, but declined 
to take advantage of au offered fellowship in the university of 
Cambridge, from a dislike to the clerical profession, and endon- 
voured to make a livelihood by teaching short-hand writing 
in London. Ultimately, he succeeded to some property, and 
came to the close of his days in aftluenco (17G3), aged 72. Tho 
Phccbo of his poetry was a daughter of the celebrated Bentley.] 

I am content, I do not care, 

Wag as it will the world for me ; 

When fuss and fret was all my fare, 

It got no ground as I could see: 

So when away my caring went, 
j I counted cost, and was content. 

: With more of thanks and less of thought, 

: I strive to make iny matters meet; 

j To seek what ancient sages sought, 

| Physic and food in sour and sweet: 

To take what passes in good part, 

| And keep the hiccups from the heart. 

! With good and gentle humoured hearts, 
j I choose to chat where’er 1 come, 

i Whate’er the subject be that starts ; 

! But if I get among the glum, 

I hold my tongue to tell the truth, 

And keep my breath to cool my broth. 

! For chance or change of peace or pain, 

For fortune’s favour or her frown, 

| For lack or glut, for loss or gain, 

, 1 never dodge, nor up nor down : 

j But swing what way the ship shall sw im, 

I Or tack about with equal trim. 

! I suit not where I shall not speed, 

Nor trace the turn of every tide; 
j If simple sense w ill not succeed, 

! I make no bustling, but abide: 

i For shining wealth, or scaring wo, 

| 1 force no friend, I fear no foe. 

j Of ups and downs, of ins and outs, 

I Of they’re i’ the wrong, and were i’ the right, 

! I shun the rancours and the routs; 

And wishing well to every wight, 
i Whatever turn the matter takes, 

I deem it all hut ducks and drakes. 

With whom I feast I do not fawn, 

Nor if the folks should flout me, faint; 

| If wonted welcome be withdrawn, 

I cook no kind of a complaint : 

^ none disposed to disagree, 
i J >ii l like them best who best like me. 

Not that I rate myself the rule 
How all my betters should behave ; 

But fame shall find me no man’s fool, 

Nor to a set of men a slave : 

I I love a friendship free and frank, 

And hate to hang upon a hank. 

Fond of a true and trusty tie, 

I never loose where’er I link ; 

Though if a business budges by, 

| • I talk thereon just as I think ; 

| Mjr word, my work, my heart, ray hand, 

| Still on a side together stand. 

| If names or notions make a noise, 
j; Whatever hap the question hath, 

!; The point impartially I poise, 
j And read or write, but without wrath; 

| * One poem, entitled Careless Content, is so perfectly in the 

manner of Elizabeth's age, that we can hardly believe it to be 
j; an imitation, but are almost disposed to think that Byrom had 
i , transcribed it from some old author.— Southey. 


For should I bum, or break my brains, j 

Pray, who will pay me for my pains 1 

I love my neighbour as myself, ! 

Myself like him too, by his leave ; 

Nor to his pleasure, power, or pelf, 

Came I to crouch, as 1 conceive: 

Dame Nature doubtless has designed 
A man the monarch of his mind. 

Now taste and try this temper, sirs, 

Mood it and brood it in your breast; 

Or if ye ween, for worldly stirs, 

That man does right to mar his rest. 

Let me be deft, and debonair, 

I am content, I do not care. 

A Pastoral. 

r 

My time, 0 ye Muses, was happily^pent, 

When Phoebe went with me wherever I went; 

Ten thousand sweet pleasures I felt in my breast: 

Sure never fond shepherd like Colin was blest! 

But now she is gone, and has left me behind, 

What a marvellous change on a sudden 1 find ! 

When things were as fine as could possibly bo, 

1 thought ’twas the Spring ; but alas ! it was she. 

With such a companion to tend a few sheep, 

To rise up and play, or to lie down and sleep: 

I was so good-humoured, so cheerful and gay, 

Mv heart was as light us a feather all day ; j 

But if - 1 so cross and so peevish am grown, 

So st' .rely unca>y, as never was known. 

My/L^onc and my joys are all drowned, 

Am heart—1 am sure it weighs more than a pound. ! 

•untain that wont to run sweetly along, I 

_THy Tticl ( . to soft murmurs the pebbles among; ’! 

I hou u. noVst, little Cupid, if Flnebe was there, 
lwas plea.. , f 0 p )() j i ut> ’twas music to hear: 

aWm > ] w:ilk bv 

Ami still, as it murmurs, do nothing but chide; 

Must you be so cheerful, while I go in pain 1 
Peace there with your bubbling, and hear me (vin- , 
plain. 

My lambkins around me would oftentimes play, 

And Phoebe and 1 were as joyful as they ; 

How pleasant their sporting, how happy their time, 
When Spring, Love, and Beauty, were all in their 
prime; 

But now, in their frolics when by me they pass, 

I fling at their fleeces a handful of grass ; 

Be still, then, 1 erv, for it makes me quite mad, 

To see you so merry while I am so sad. 

My dog I was ever well pleased to see 
Come wagging his tail to my fair one and me ; 1 

And Phoebe was pleased too, and to my dog said, ; \ 
‘ Come hither, poor fellow and patted his head. j 

But now, when lie’s fawning, I with a sour look j ; 

Cry * Sirrah and give him a blow with my crook : ! j 

And I’ll give him another; for why should not Tray 
Be as dull as his master, when Phoebe’s away 1 ; 

\V hen walking with Phoebe, what sights have I seen, ’ j 
How fair was the flower, how fresh was the green ! i 
Wliat a lovely appearance the trees and the shade, j 
The com fields and hedges, and every thing made! j 
But now she has left me, though all are still there, j 
They none of them now ho delightful am>ear : j 

’Twas nought but the magic, I find, of her eyes, I 

Made so many beautiful prospects arise. j 

Sweet music went with us both all the wood through, 
The lark, linnet, throstle, and nightingale too ; 

Winds over us whispered, flocks by us did bleat, 

And chirp went the grasshopper under our feet. 

But now she is absent, though still they sing on. 

The woods are but lonely, the melody’s gone : 
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Her voice in the concert, as now I have found, 

Gave every thing else its agreeable sound. 

Rose, what is become of thy dedicate hue ? 

And where is the violet’s beautiful blue? 

Does ought of its sweetness the blossom beguile? 

; That meadow, those daisies, why do they not smile? 

| Ah! rivals, I see what it was that you drest, 

; And made yourselves line for—a place in her breast: 
i You put on your colours to pleasure her eye, 

| To be plucked by her hand, on her bosom to die. 

How slowly Time creeps till my Phoebe return! 
While amidst the soft zephyr’s cool breezes I burn : 
Mcthinks, if 1 knew whereabouts he would tread, 

I could breathe on his wings, and ’twould melt down 
the lead. 

Fly Kwifteivve minutes, bring hither my dear, 

And rest s<>inuelij <»nger for’t when she is here. 

„ Ah Colin! old Time is full of delay, 

Nor will budge one foot faster for all thou canst say. 

Will no pitying power, that hears me complain, 

Or cure my disquiet, or soften my pain? 

To be cured, thou must, Colin, thy passion remove; 

! Hut what swain is .<<> silly t > live without hue! 
j No, deity, bid the dear nymph to return, 

! For ne'er was poor shepherd so *;idly forlorn. 

* Ah ! what shall I d<> ! I shall die with despair ; 

Take heed, all ye swains, h<»w >e part with y«mr fair. 

, [ ( hit f'j a yb^mro 

I [One of six imitation ^ nf 1’TufliHh jwt*, w ritten on tlie snt>- 
j )c<'t of tobntro, \>y !sa:o- Ihuvlcinx ltrowne, u ^rntlotean 
i fortune, born 170.1, died 170>. The j*res<.t\t jun ta i*. the imita 
tion of Ainbmao Pliilqi'sj 

! Little tubt' of mi'dity power, 

| <'harmer nf an id le hour, 

j (>bj«'ct <>f inv warm desire, 

■ Lip of wax ami ry of fire ; 

j Ami thy simwy taper wai-t, 

With my finjer gently braced; 
i Ami thy pretty swelling crest, 

! With my 1: 1 1!•* ‘■t* ;.]<cr jneu ; 

1 And the sweetest bibs of blbscs, 

Breathing from thy balmy kisses. 

! Ilappy thrice, and thrice again, 

Happiest lie of happy men ; 

Who when again the night returns, 

When again tin* taper burn'', 

I When again the cricket's gay 

; (Little cricket full of plav). 

Can afford his tube to feed 
[ With the fragrant Indian Weed: 

. Pleasure f>r a nose divine, 

i Incense of the god of wine, 

j Happy thrice, and thrice again, 

, Happiest he of hnppv men. 

I 

i [Sony—A v'ttyf L t nowjhi to Love DUpUasimjA \ 

Away ! let nought to love displeasing, 

My Winifredu, move your cart*; 

| Let nought delay the heavenly blessing, 
i Nor squeamish pride, nor gloomy fear. 

What though no grants of royal donors, 

With pompous titles grace our blood ; 

! We’ll shine in more substantial honours, 

| And, to bo noble, we’ll be good. 

j Our name while virtue thus we tender, 
i Will sweetly sound where’er ’tis spoke; 

And all the great ones, they shall wonder 
i How they respect such little folk. 

* This beautiful pioco lias been erroneously ascribed to John 
Gilbert Cooper, author of a volume of poems, and some prose 
works, who died In 1709. 


What though, from fortune’s lavish bounty, j 
No mighty treasures we possess ; | 

We’ll find, within our pittance, plenty, 

And be content without excess. 

Still shall each kind returning season 
Sufficient for our wishes give ; 

For we will live a life of reason, i 

And that’s the only life to live. : j 

Through youth and ago, in love excelling, ! 

We’ll hand in hand together tread ; ! 

Sweet-smiling peace shall crown our dwelling, 

And babes, sweet-smiling babes, our bed. ! 

’ ° ’ 1 j 

How should J love the pretty creatures, j 

While round my knees they fondly clung! , J 

To see them look their mother’s features, ! 

To hear them lisp their mother’s tongue! ; 

) 

And when with envv Time transported, 

Shall think to rob us of our joys; 

You’ll in your girls again be courted, : 

And I’ll go wooing in my boys. 

I 

! 

TRAGIC DRAMATISTS. 1 

The tragic drama - f this period bore the impress 
of tlie French school, in which cold correctness or 
turgid declamation was more regarded than the 
natural delineation of character and the fire of genius. 
<>ne improvement was the complete separation of 
tragedy and comedy. Otway ami Southerne had 
marred the Gleet of sonic of their most pathetic and 
impressive dramas, by the intermixture of farcical 
and licentious scenes and characters, but they were 
tin last who committed this incongruity. Public 
taste had become more critical, aided jK-rhaps by 
the papers of Addison in the ‘Spectator,’ and other 
essayists as well as by the general diffusion of lite¬ 
rature and knowledge. Great names were now en¬ 
listed in the service of the stage. Fashion and 
interest combined to draw forth dramatic talent. 

A writer for the stage, it lias been justly remarked, 
like the public orator, has the gratification of ‘wit¬ 
nessing his own triumphs; of seeing in the plaudits, 
tears, or smiles of delighted spectators, the strongest 
testimony to his own powers.’ The publication of 
his play may ;d<o injure him the fame and profit of 
authorship. If successful on the stage, tlie remu¬ 
neration was then considerable. Authors were go- . 
nerally allowed the profits of three nights’ jK rform- 
ances; and Goldsmith, we find, thus derived between 
four and five hundred pounds by She Stoops to 
('oiupivr. The genius of Garrick may also l>e con¬ 
sidered as lending fresh attraction and popularity 
to tlie stage. Authors were ambitious of fame as 
well as profit by the exertions of an actor so well 
fitted to portray the various passions and emotions 
of human nature, and who partially succeeded in 
recalling the English taste to the genius of Shak- 
spoare. 

One of the most successful and conspicuous of the 
tragic dramatists was the author of the ‘Night 
Thoughts,’ who, before he entered the church, pro- ; 
duceil three tragedies, all having one peculiarity, ; 
that they ended in suicide. The Revenge , still a 
popular acting play, contains, amidst some rant and 
hyperbole, passages of strong passion and eloquent 
declamation. Like Othello, ‘ The Revenge’ is founded 
on jealousy, and the principal character, Zanga, is 
a Moor. Tlie latter, son of the Moorish king Ab¬ 
dallah, is taken prisoner after a conquest by the 
Spaniards, in which his father fell, and is con¬ 
demned to servitude by Don Alonzo. In revenge, 
he sows the seeds of jealousy in the mind of his 
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i conqueror, Alonzo, and glories in the ruin of his 
! victim: — 

Thou seest a prince, whose father thou hast slain, 
Whose native country thou hast laid in blood, 

Whose sacred person, Oh ! thou hast profaned. 

Whoso reign extinguished—what was left to me, 

So highly born ! JSo kingdom hut revenge; 

| No treasure but thy torture and thy groans. 

If men should ask who brought thee to thy end. 

Tell them the Moor, and they will not despise thee. 

: If cold white mortals censure this great deed, 

Warn them they judge not of superior beings, 

Souls made of fire, and children of the sun, 

With whom revenge is virtue. 

Dr Johnson’s tragedy of Irene was performed in 
j 1749, but met with little success, and has never since 
i been revived. It is cold and stately, containing 
t some admirable sentiments and maxims of morality, 
i but destitute of elegance, simplicity, and pathos. 
At the conclusion of the pirn*, the heroine was to 
be strangled upon the stage, after speaking two lines 
with the bowstring round her neck. The audience 
cried out ‘Murder! murder!’ and compelled the; 
actress to go oil* the stage alive, in defiance of the ! 
author. An English audience could not, as one i 
of Johnson’s friends remarked, hear to witness a j 
strangling scene on the stage, though a dramatic 
poet may stab or slay by hundreds. The following 
i passage in ‘Irene’ was loudly applauded : — 

i To-morrow ! 


spair and suicide, and the dramatic art evinced in the 
characters and incidents, drew loud applrfUse. ‘The 
Gamester’ is still a popular play. 

[ The Gamester's hunt Stair. ] 

Bnerh y. Why, there’s an end then. J have judged j 
deliberately, and the result is death. How the self- 
murdorer’s account may stand, I know not; hut this 
l know, the load of hateful life oppresses me too much. 
The horrors of my soul arc more than 1 can hear. 
[({tiers to hue!}. Father of Mercy! I cannot pray; 
despair has laid his iron hand upon me, and sealed 
me for perdition. Conscience ! conscience ! thy cla¬ 
mours are too loud : here's that shall sihn.ee thee, j 
1 Takes a jJiial (f judsnn <>ut of /<is [«n k> t. j 1 hou art j 
most friendly to the miserable. Conn; then, tlnai j 
cordial for sick minds, come to n*y heart. ( /hunks > 
/V.] (lh, that the grave would l*urv memory ns well as 
bodv ! for, if the soul sees and tools the sufferings of j 
those dear ones it leaves behind, the Everlasting has j 
no vengeance to torment it deeper. 1'il think no \ 
more on it ; reflection comes too late; once there was ! 
a time for it, but now ’ti> past. Who’s there ! i 

Kntcr Jaiivts. 

Jar. One that hoped to mv you with better looks. 
Why ilt ton turn so from tm ! I haw brought com- ; 
fort with me; and see who come-, to gi\e it welcome. 

Her. My wife and sifter! W’hv, *1 1 ^ hut one pang | 
more then, and farewell, world. j 


That fatal mistress of the young, the lazy, 
j The coward and the fool, condemned to lo<e 
A useless life in waiting for to-morrow — 

| To gaze with longing eyes upon to-morrow, 

I Till interposing death destroys the prospect ! 

Strange ! that this general fraud from day to day 
Should fill the world with wretches undetected. 

The soldier labouring through a winter's march, 

Still sees to-morrow dressed in robes of triumph ; 

Still to the lover’s long-expecting arms 
To-rnorrow brings the visionary bride. 

But thou, too old to hear another client. 

Learn that the present hour alone is man's. 

Five tragedies were produced by Thomson be¬ 
twixt the years 17*29 and the period of his death : 
these were Sophoni.Jut , Atjamnnnon , Edward and 
Eleonora , Tancwd, and Si a ism unda, and ( ortolan us. 
None of them can be considered as worthy of the 
author of the Seasons: they exhibit the defects of his 
style without its virtues. lie wanted the plastic 
powers of the dramatist, and though lu: could declaim 
for-'bly on the moral virtues, and against corruption 
i'prcssion, he could not draw* characters or 
scenes to lead captive the feelings and ima- 
utioil. 

Two tragedies of a similar kind, Hut more ani¬ 
mated in expression, were produced— Gustavus Vasa 
by Brooke, and Barba?ossa by I)r Brown. The act¬ 
ing of Garrick mainlv contributed to the success of 
the latter, which bad a great run. The sentiment 
j at the conclusion of ‘ Barbarossa* is lincly ex¬ 
pressed :— 

: Heaven but tries our virtue by affliction, 

And oft the cloud which wraps the present hour 
Serves but to brighten all our future days. 

Aaron Ilill translated some of Voltaire’s trage¬ 
dies with frigid accuracy, and they were performed 
with success. In 1753, The Gamester , an affecting 
domestic tragedy, was produced. Though wanting 
the merit of ornamented poetical language and blank 
verse, the vivid picture drawn by the author (Ed- 
j ward Moore) of the evils of gambling, ending in de- 


Enter Mh*. Bevkiu.ky im.l fiiAni "Ti j 
Mrs f>. Where is he ! ( AV«.< and t .id.raees hlm.'\ O, j 
I lm\e him! I have him ! And now they shall never i 
part us mere. 1 haw news, low, to make ym huppv 
forever. Alas! ho hear.-, us tint. >ju ak to me, bo e ; , 

I have in* heart to sec you tlm-. 

B r. This i- a sad place. 

Mrs B. We came to take you from it ; to tell you 
the world goes well ac r ain ; that iTvOidencr has ntii 
our sorrows, and scut the moan- to help them ; your 
uncle dii d ye-terdav. • 

B> r. My uncle! No, do not say <o. () ! I am sick 

at heart! 

Mrs J!. Indeed, I meant to bring you comfort. 

Jbr. 'J ell me he liw*, then ; if wu would bring me 
comfort, tell me he liws. 

M rs Jt. And if I did, I have no power to raise the { 

! dead. He died yesterday. 

| JUr. And 1 am heir to him ? 

| Jar. To his whole estate, sir. But bear it patiently, 

| pray bear it patiently. 

■ /hr. Well, well. [Bitu-uiuj. j W by, fame niv* 1 
! am rich then * 

Mrs B. And truly so. Why do you look so wildly? 
lire. l)o I? The news wa J unexpected. But has 
lie left me all ? 

Jar. All, ftfl, sir; hi.* could not leave it from you. ; 
Her. I arn sorry for it. 

Mrs B. Why are you disturbed so? j 

Her. Has death n<> terrors in it ! 1 

Mrs B. Not an old man’s death ; yet, if it trouble >! 
you, I wish him living. ji 

Bev. And I, w ith all my heart,; for I have a tale j 
to tell, shall turn you into stone; or if the power of i 
Fpeech remain, you shall kneel down ami curse me. 1 j 
Mrs B. Alas ! Why ire we to curse you ! I'll bless j 
you ever. I ■ 

Bn\ No; 1 have deserved no blessings. All this ■ 
large fortune, this second bounty of heaven, that might 
have healed our sorrows, and satisfied our utmost 
hopes, in a cursed hour I sold last night. 1 

Mrs B. Impossible! 

I tier. That devil Stukely, with all hell to aid liim, m 
j tempted me to the deed. To pay false debts of honour, j 
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| and to redeem past errors, I sold the reversion, sold it 
j for a scanty sum, ami lost it among villains. 

| Char. Why, farewell all then. 

> Bev. Liberty and life. Come, kneel and curse me. 

^ Mrs II. Then hear me, heaven. [/v'nrc/s.J Look down 

with mercy on his sorrows I (live softness to his looks, 
and quiet to his heart! On me, on me, if misery must 
; Ik? the lot of either, multiply misfortunes! I’ll hear 
them patiently, so he be happy! These hands shall 
toil for his support; these eyes l*j lifted up for hourly 
blessings on him ; and every duty of a fond and faith¬ 
ful wife he douhlv done to cheer and comfort him. 

' So hear me ! so rew ard me ! [ Rinat. 

\ jtlrv. I would kneel too, hut that oflended heaven 
! would turn my prayers into curses ; for I have done ft 
; deed to make life horrible to you. 

1 Mrs Jf. What deed f 

Jar. A<Whhn no questions, madam ; this last- mis¬ 
fortune hits hurt^iii brain. A little time will gite 
• him patience. 

I'nler PTt’ifEi.v. 

Per. Why is thi* villain here! 

S(iil\ To give you liberty and safety. Then*, 
madam, is hi* discharge, [din? a jxi}* * ■ Charlotte.] 
The arrest last night was meant in friendship, hut 
came too late. 

Char. What mean you, sir! 

Stuk. The arrest was too late, I say ; I would have 
kept, his hatid> from blood ; hut was too late. 

Mr* /;. Hi- hands from blood ! Wle -e blood ? 

St id-, from frewHon’s blood. 

j Char. No, villain! Vet what of Lew-mu ; speak 
j qu'nkly. 

j Stul. You are ignorant then ; I thought I heard 
| the murderer at coi,fi --ion. 

Chur. What murderer! And who is murdered! 
Not Lew-on! Sav he li\c*, and 1 will kneel and 

Woi-hip \ "II. 

St id-. And so 1 would ; but that the tongues of ail 
erv murder. 1 nine in pity, not in malice; to save 
the brother, m<t kill the b-hr. Your Lew-on's dead. 

( ’uar. < > horrible ! 

fee. Sileiiee, I charge you. Proceed, sir. 
j Stnl. No; justice may stop the tale; and hen's an 
i evidence. 


Enter Chablott* and Lewso*. j 

[Mrs B. t on perceiving Jsnrson, goes into a j 
hysteric laugh, and sinks on Jarvis. 

Shtk. Lcwfton! 0 villains! villains! 

[To Bates and Dawson. 

Mrs B. Risen from the dead I Why, this is unex¬ 
pected happiness! j 

Char. Or is it his ghost? [To Stalely.] That sight j 
would please you, sir. * 

Jur. What riddle is this? 

JUv. Re quick and tell it, my minutes are but few. 

Mm 11. Alas! why »•*! You shall live long and 
happily. 

hu\ While shame and punishment shall rack that 
viper. [Points to Stalely.] The tale is whort ; I was 
too busy ill his secrets, and therefore doomed to die. 
Rates, to prevent the murder, undertook it ; I kept 
aloof to give it credit. 

Char. And give me pangs unutterable. 

Jaw. 1 felt them all, and would have told you ; hut 
vengeance wanted ripening. The villain’s scheme was 
hut half executed ; the arrest by Dawson followed the 
supposed murder, and now, depending on his once 
wicked associates, he comes to fix the guilt on Be¬ 
verley. 

pat, f. Dawson and I are witnesses of this. 

Jaw. And of a thousand frauds; his fortune ruined 
by sharper* and false dice ; and Stukely sole contriver 
and pi>s>CHtor of all. 

pair. Had be but stopped on this side murder, we 
had been villain* still. 

Jew. [To B< n ■!<•>/.] How does my friend ? 

JU r. Why, well. Who's lie that asks me ? 

Mrs 11. ’’Pis Lcwfinii, love. Why do you look po at 
him ? 

II v. [ ?fV/c//»/.l They told me he was murdered ! 

Mrs /!. Ay ; hut he live- to save us. 

II, r. Lend me your hand ; the room turns round. j 

Jaw. This villain here di.-turb* him. Remove him j 
from hi* sight ; and on your live* see that you guard ; 
him. [Stidrly is (ah n ojT hy Daic.ion and Bates.] Howr 
is it, -ir ? ! 

]}, r. ’Ti* here, and here. [Pointing to his head and j 
heart.’] And now it tears me! 

Mrs P. You feed convulsed, too. What is it dis- j 


Enter Rates. 


Pates. The lows, I see, 1ms reached you. Rut take 
comfort, madam, ; 7b Charlotte. J I here s one with¬ 
out inquiring for you ; go to him, and lose no time. 

Char. (> mi-cry! misery! [B.t it. 

Mrs P. l-'idlow her, Jarvis; if it he true that Lew- 
son's dead, her grid may kill lo-r. 

Pates. Jarvis must stay lo re, madam ; I have some 
questions for him. 

Shil. Rather let him fiy ; hi.* evidence may crush 
his master. 

Jiev. Why, ay ; this looks like management. 

Bates. He found you quarrelling with Lew-on in 
the street last night. [To Beverley. 

Mr* II. No ; 1 am sure he did net. 

Jar. Or if I did- 

Mrs B. Ti* false, old man; they had no quarrel, 
there was no cause for quarrel. 

Per. Let him proceed, I say. O ! I am sick ! sick ! 
Reach a chair. [Jarvis brings it , he sits do ten. 

Mrs II. You droop and tremble, love. Yet you 
arc innocent. If Lcwson’s dead, you killed him not. 


Enter Dawson. 

Stul. Who sent for Dawson? 

Bates. Twas I. We have a witness too, you little 
think of. Without thcrel 
Stul. What witness 1 
^Bates . A right one. Look at him. 


turb* you ! j 

Per. A furnace rages in this heart. [Laying his ; 
hand V]*>n his heart.) Down, restless flames ! down to > 
vour native hell ; thcr*' you shall rack me ! Oh, for a j 
pause from pain! \\ lure is my wife! Can you for- j 
give me, love ! ; 

Mrs P. Alas ! f**r what! 1 

per. For meanly dying. 

Mrs P. No ; do not *ny it. 

Pur. A« truly as my soul must answer it. Had 
Jarvis staid this morning, all had lieen well; but, 
| 4 re-*ed by shame, pent in a prison, and tormented > 
with my pangs for you, driven to despair and mad- j 
ness, I took the advantage of his absence, corrupted j 
the poor wretch he left to guard me, and swallowed j 
poison. j 

Jaw. Oh, fatal deed ! ; 

]h v. Ay, most accursed. And now I go to mv ac¬ 
count. Bend me, and let me kneel. [Thty lift him ' 
fi'otn his chair , and support him on his knees.] I'll 
pray for you too. Thou Power that mad’st me, hear 
me. If, for a life of frailty, and this too hasty deed 
of death, thy justice doom me, here I acquit the sen- j 
tonce; hut if, enthroned in mercy where thou sitt’st, 
thy pity hast beheld me, send me a gleam of hope, , 
that in these last and bitter moments my soul may , 
taste of comfort! And for these mourners here, 0 j 1 
let their lives be peaceful, and their deaths happy. j 
Mrs B. Restore him, heaven ! 0, save him, save j 

him, or let me die too 1 
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Bev. No ; live, I charge you. We have a little one ; 
though4 have left him, you will not leave him. To 
Lewson’s kindness I bequeath him. Is not this 
Charlotte? We have lived in love, though I have 
wronged you. Can you forgive me, Charlotte ? 

Char. Forgive you ! O, my poor brother! 

Ber. Lend me your hand, love. So ; raise me—no ; 
it will not be; my life is finished. 0 for a few short 
moments to tell you how my heart bleeds for you; 
that even now, thus dying as 1 am, dubious and fear¬ 
ful of a hereafter, my bosom pang is for your inisc- 
jries. Support her, Heaven! And now I go. (), 
j mercy! mercy ! [Dies. 

Lew. How is it, madam ? My poor Charlotte, too ! 

| ! Char. Her grief is speechless. 

; , Lew. Jarvis, remove her from this sight. [Jarvis 
!■ and Charlotte lead Mrs Beverley aside.'] Some minis¬ 
tering angel bring her peace. And thou, poor breath- 
; less corpse, may thy departed soul have found the rest 
j it prayed for. Save but one error, and this last fatal 
; | deed, thy life was lovely. Let frailer minds take 
|i warning; and from example learn that want of pru- 
| dence is want of virtue. [B.n unt. 

Of a more intellectual and scholar-like cast were 
1 the two dramas of Mason, Eltrida and Cnrartacus. 

; They were brought on the stage by Column (/which 
' Southey considers to have been a bold experiment in 
those days of sickly tragedy), and were well received. 

I, They are now known as dramatic poems, not as act¬ 
ing plays. The most natural and affecting of all the 
tragic productions of the day, was the JJouylus of 
Home, founded on the old ballad of Gil Morriee, which 
j Percy has preserved in his lleliques. ‘Douglas’ was 
rejected by Garrick, and was first performed in 
Edinburgh in 1756. Next year Lord Bute procured 
its representation at Covent Garden, where it drew 
tears and applause as copiously as in Edinburgh. 
The plot of this drama is pathetic and interesting. 
The dialogue is sometimes fiat and prosaic, but 
other parts are written with the liquid softness and 
moral beauty of Ilevwood or Dekkor. Maternal 
affection is well depicted under novel and striking 
circumstances—the accidental discovery of a lost 
child—‘My beautiful! my brave!’—and Mr Mac¬ 
kenzie, the ‘Man of Feeling,’ has given as his opi¬ 
nion that the chief scene between Lady Randolph 
and Old Norval, in which the preservation and 
existence of Douglas is discovered, has no equal in 
modern and scarcely a superior in the ancient drama. 
Douglas himself, the young hero, ‘enthusiastic, ro¬ 
mantic, desirous of honour, careless of life and every 
other advantage when glory lay in the balance.’ is 
beautifully drawn, and formed the schoolboy model 
of most of the Scottish youth ‘sixty years since.’ i 


The truth direct; for thege to me foretell 
And certify a part of thy narration ; 

With which, if the remainder tallies not, 

An instant and a dreadful death abides tliec. 

Pris. Then, thus adjured, I’ll speak to you as just 
As if you were the minister of heaven, 

Sent down to search the secret sins of men. 

Some eighteen years ago, I rented land 
Of brave Sir Malcolm, then Balarmo’s lord; 

Rut falling to decay, his servants seized 

All that I had, and then turned me and mino 

(Four helpless infants and their weeping mother) 

Out to the mercy of the winter winds. 

A little hovel by the river side 

Received us : there hard labour, and the skill 

In fishing, which was formerly my sport, 

Supported life. Whilst thus we poorly Ijyod, 

One stormy night, as I remember y^'ll, 

The wdnd and rain beat hard upon our roof; 

Red came the river down, and loud and oft 
The angrv spirit of the water shrieked. 

At the dead hour of night was heard the cry 
Of one in jeopardy. I rose, and ran 
To where the circling eddy of a pool, 

Reneath the ford, used oft to bring within 
My reach whatever boating tiling the stream 
Had cuUL-hl. The voice was ceased ; the person lost : 
But, looking .-ad and earnest «»n the waters, 

By the moon’s light 1 saw, whirled round and rmiml, 
A basket ; soon I drew it t<> the batik, 

And nestled curmu- there an infant lay. 

Lady }:. Win he nine? 
l'ei'i. He wa-. 

l.udy H. Inhuman that thou art ! 

IIoiv could’st thou kill what waves and tempests 
spared? 

Pris. I was n.*t so inhuman. 

Lady ]!. Hid-: them not ! 

Anna. My iiohiemistress, you are tinned too much : 
This man has not the aspect of stern mu: hr; 

Let him go on, ami you, 1 hope, will hear 
(iood tidings of your kinsman’s long L-t child. 

Pel'. The needy man who ha- known hotter days, 

< hie whom di-tress has spitod at the world, 

Is le- whom tempting fiends would pitch upon 
To do -uch deeds, a* make the pro-permi- men 
Lilt up their hand-, and wondei who could do them ; 
And smdi a man wa- I ; a man deelimd, 

Who saw no end of Mack udwrwitv ; 

Ytt, for the wealth of kingdom.-, I would not 
ILtu* touched that infant with a hand of harm. 

Ladyll. Ha! do?>t thou say so { Then perhaps he 
lives! 

Pels. Not many days ago he was nine. 

Ladyll. O, (rod of heaven ! Hid he then die so lately ? 


A -peeimen of the style and diction of Home, 
'il'j 1 dn part of the discovery scene. Lord Ran- 
i di is attacked by four men, and rescued by 
ung Douglas. An old man is found in the woods, 
end is taken up as one of the assassins, some rich 
jewels being also in Ids possession. 

[Discovery of her Son ly Lady Randolph.] 
Prisoner—Lady Ran DOLrii— Anna, her maid. 

Lady R. Account for these; thine own they cannot 
be: 

| For these, I say : be steadfast to the truth ; 

; Detected falsehood is most certain death. 

! [Anna removes the servants and returns. 

j Pris. Alas ! I’m sore beset; let never man, 

| For sake of lucre, sin against his soul! 

| Eternal justice is in this most just! 
j I, guiltless now, must former guilt reveal. 

Lady 1L 0 , Anna, hear ! Once more I charge 
speak 


Pris. 1 did not say he died ; I hope he live-. 

Not many days ago these eye- beheld 
Him, nourishing in youth, and health, and beamy. 
Lady It. Where is he now t 
Pris. Alas! 1 know not where. 

Lady It. O, fate! 1 fear thee still. Thou tiddler 
speak 

Direct and clear, else I will search thy soul. 

Anna. Permit me, ever honoured! keen impatience, 
Though hard to }>*? restrained, defeats itself. 

Pursue thy story with a faithful tongue, 

To the last hour that thou didst keep the child. 

Pns. fear not my faith, though 1 must speak my 
shame. 

Within the cradle where the infant lay 
Was stowed a mighty store of gold and jewels ; 
Tempted hv which, we did resolve to hide, 

From all the world, this wonderful event, 

And like a peasant breed the noble child, 
thee j That none might mark the change of our estate, 
i Wc left the country, travelled to the north, 
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j| Bought flocks and herds, and gradually brought forth 
| Our secret wealth. But God’s all-seeing eye 
j Beheld our avarice, and smote us sore; 

I For one by one all our own children died, 

| »And he, the stranger, sole remained the heir 
j Of what indeed was his. Fain then would 1, 
t Who with a father’s fondness loved the boy, 

, i Have trusted him, now in the dawn of youth, 
i With his own secret; but iny anxious wife, 
Foreboding evil, never would consent. 

Meanwhile the stripling grew in years and beauty; 

; And, as we oft observed, he bore himself, 

: Not as the offspring of our cottage blood, 
i For nature will break out: mild with the mild, 

But with the freward he was fierce as fire. 
i And night and day he talked of war and arms. 

I s:rt myself against Ins warlike bent; 

But all in vain ; f^- when a desperate band 

Of robbers from the savage mountains came- 

Lad v A'. Ftental Providence! W hat i* thy name? 
Pris. My name is Norval ; and my name he 
bears. 

Lady R. ’Tis be, ’tis he himself ! It is my son! 

O, sovereign mercy 1 ’'fwas my child 1 saw! 

No wonder, Anna, that my bosom burned 

Anna. Just are your transports: ne’er was woman’s 
heart 

Proved with such fierce extremes. High-fated dame! 
But yet remember that you are beheld 
By servile eves ; your gestures may be seen 
Impassioned, strange; perhaps your words oYrheard. 
Lady A\ Well dost thou counsel, Anna ; Ilcau-n be¬ 
stow 

On me that wisdom which liiv state requires! 

An mi. The moments of deliberation ]>a^, 

And soon you must resolve. This Yu! man 
Must be dismissed in safety, err mv bud 
| Shull with hi ' brave deliverer return. 

! /Vd\ If i, amidst astonishment and tear. 

Have of your words and gestures rightIv judged, 

Thou art the daughter of my ancient master; 

The child I rescued front the flood is thine. 

Lathi R. With thee dissimulation now were Klin. 

T am indeed the daughter of Sir Malcolm; 

The child thou rescued.st from the flood is mine. 

Pris. Blessed be the hour that made me a poor 
man! 

My poverty hath saved my master’s Inut-c. 

Latly It. Th\ words surprise me ; sure thou dost not 
■ feign! 

The tear stands in thine eye : such hoc from thcc 
Sir Malcolm’s lmuse deserved not, if aright 
Thoii told’st the story of thy own distress. 

/VAc Sir Malcolm of our baron.was the flower; 

, The fastest friend, tin best, the kindest mastoi ; 

But ah ! he knew not of my sad estate. 

After that battle, where his gallant son. 

Your own brave brother, fell, the good old lord 
; Grew desperate and reckless of the world ; 

! And never, as lie erst was wont, went forth 
| To overlook the conduct of his. servants. 

; By them I was thrust out, and them 1 blame ; 

Afay heaven so judge me as I judged my master, 

And God so love me as 1 love his race! 

Lady /?. His race shall yet reward thee. On thy 
faith 

Depends the fate of thy loved master’s house, 
liemernberest thou a little lonely hut, 

That like a holy hermitage appears 
Among the cliffs of Carron? 

/Vis. I remember 
; The cottage of the cliffs. 

! Lady R. *Tis that I mean; 
j There dwells a man of venerable a^o, 
j Who in nyr father’s service spent his youth: 

Tell him I sent thee, and with him remain, 


Till I shall call upon thee to declare, 

Before the king and nobles, what thou now 
To me hast told. No more but this, and thou 
Shalt live in honour all thy future days; 

Thy son so long shall call thee father still, 

And all the land shall bless the man who saved 
The son of Douglas, and Sir Malcolm’s heir. 

John Home, author of Douglas, was by birth con¬ 
nected with the family of the Earl of Home; hie 
father was town-derk of Leith, where the poet was 
born in 1722. lie entered the church, and suc¬ 
ceeded Blair, author of ‘ The Grave,’ as minister of 
Athelstaneford. Previous to this, however, he had 
taken up arms as a volunteer in 1745 against the 
Chevalier, and after the defeat at Falkirk, was im¬ 
prisoned in the old castle of Doune, whence he 
effected his escape, with some of his associates, by 
cutting their blankets into shreds, and letting 
themselves down on the ground. The romantic 
poet soon found the church as severe and tyran¬ 
nical as the army of Charles Edward. So vio¬ 
lent a storm was raised by the fact that a Pres¬ 
byterian minister had written a play, that Home 
was forced to succumb to the presbytery, and re-, 
sign his living. Lord Bute rewarded him with the 
sinecure office of conservator of Scots privileges at 
Campvere, and on the accession of George HI. in 
1700, when the influence of Bute was paramount, 

; the poet received a pension of £300 per annum. He 
• wrote various other tragedies, which soon passed 
' into oblivion ; but with an income of about £600 per 
| annum, with an easy, cheerful, and benevolent dis¬ 
position, ami enjoying the friendship of David 
Hume, Blair, Robertson, and all the most distin¬ 
guished for rank or talents, John Home’s life glided 
on in happy tranquillity. He survived nearly all 
his associates, and died in ISOS, aged eighty-six. 

Among the other tragic writers may l>e men¬ 
tioned Mallet, whose drama of Elvira was highly 
successful, and another drama by whom, Mustapha, 
enjoyed a factitious popularity by glancing at the 
(diameters of the king and fSir Robert Walpole. 

(J lover, author of ‘ Leonidas,’ also produced a tragedy, 
Itoadicea , but it was found deficient in interest for a 
mixed audience. In this play, Davies, the bio¬ 
grapher of Garrick, relates that Glover ‘ preserved 
a custom of the Druids, who enjoined the persons 
who drank their poison to turn their faces towards 
the wind, in order to facilitate the operation of the 
potion !’ Horace Walpole was author of a tragedy, j 
The Mysterious Mother, which, though of a painful 
and revolting nature us to plot and incident, 1 
almuiufc in vigorous description and striking inm- I 
gory. As Walpole had a strong predilection for j 
Gothic romance, and had a dramatic turn of mind, j 
it is to lx* regretted that he did not devote himself 
more to the service of the stage, in which he would 
have anticipated and rivalled the style of the Ger¬ 
man drama. The * Mysterious Mother * lias never 
been ventured on the stage. The Grecian Daughter, j 
by Murphy, produced in 1772, was a classic subject, j 
treated in the French style, but not destitute of j 
tenderness. 

[Against the Crusade*'*] 

I here attend him, 

In expeditions which I neVr approved, 

In holy wars. Your pardon, reverend father. 

I must declare 1 thins such wars the fruit 

Of idle courage, or mistaken zeal ; j 

Sometimes of rapine, and religious rage, 

To every mischief prompt. * * 

* ' * Sure I am, ’tis madness. 

Inhuman madness, thus from half the world 
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To drain its blood and treasure, to neglect 
Each art of peace, each care of government; 

And all for what ? By spreading desolation, 

Rapine, and slaughter o’er the other halt. 

To gain a conquest we can never hold. 

I venerate this land. Those sacred hills, 

Those vales, those cities, trod by saiuts and prophets, 
By God himself, the sceues of heavenly wonders, 
Inspire me with a certain awful joy. 

But the same God, my friend, pervades, sustains. 
Surrounds, and tills this universal frame; 

And every land, where spreads his vital presence, 

His all-enlivening breath, to me is holy, 
i Excuse me, Theald, if I go too far: 

I 1 meant alone to say, 1 think these wars 
' A kind of persecution. And when that— 

! That most absurd and cruel of all vices, 
i Is once begun, where shall it find an end ? 

| Each in his turn, or has or claims a right 
| To wield its dagger, to return its furies, 

And first or last they fall upon ourselves. 

Thomson's Edward and Eleonora. 


Why should we kill the best of passions, Love? 

^ It aids the hero, bids Ambition rise 

To nobler heights, inspires immortal deeds, 

Even softens brutes, and adds a grace to Virtue. 

Tho m son’s S>o]ihoniflHi. 

[Miscalculations of Old Men.] 

Those old men, tho^e plodding grave state pedants, 
Forget the course of youth ; their crooked prudence, 
To baseness verging still, forgets to take 
Into their fine-spun schemes the generous heart, 
That, through the cobweb system bursting, lays 
Their labours waste. 

1 Thomson’s Tancred and Siyismun It. 


I [A wfillness of a FWuc of Pagan Piff \\J 

1 1 This is the secret centre of the i.-Ic: 

j! Here, Homans, pause, and let the eve of wonder 

|j Gaze on the solemn scene ; behold yon oak. 

How stern he frowns, and with his broad brown arm< 
j Chills the pale plain beneath him : mark \»*n altar, 
The dark stream brawling round its rugged base ; 
These cliffs, these yawning caverns, this wide- circus, 
j Skirted with unhewn stone ; they awe my soul, 

{ As if the very genius of the place 
Himself appeared, and with terrific tread 
Stalked through his drear domain. And yet, my friend-. 
If shapes like his be but the fancy’s coinage, 

: Surely there is a hidden power that reigns 
W'd the lone majesty of untamed nature, 
c rolling sober reason ; tell me else, 
i. v do these haunts of barbarous superstition 
! i ereomc me thus ? I scorn them ; yet they awe me. 

Mason’s Ca rac focus. 


[ A gainst 11 om icah.] 

Think what a sea of deep perdition whelms 
The wretch’s trembling soul, who launches forth 
| Unlicensed to eternity. Think, think, 
j And let the thought restrain thy impious hand. 

The race of man is one vast marshalled army, 
Summoned to pass the spacious realms of l ime, 
Their leader the Almighty. In that march 
! Ah! who may quit his post? when high in air 
The chosen archangel rides, whose right hand wields 
The imperial standard of Heaven’s providence, 
Which, dreadful sweeping through the vaulted sky, 
Overshadows all creation. 

Mason's Eifrida. 




[.Solitude on a Battle Field.] \ 

I have been led by solitary care 

To yon dark branches, spreading o’er tlio brook, 

Which murmurs through the camp ; this mighty camp, 
Where once two hundred thousand sons of war, 

With restless dins awaked the midnight hour. 

Now horrid stillness in the vacant tents 
Sits undisturbed ; and those incessant rills, 

Whose pebbled channel breaks their shallow stream, 
Fill with their melancholy sound* my ears, 

As if I wandered, like a lonely hind, 

O’er some dead fallow*, far from all resort: 

Unless that ever ami anon a groan 
Bursts from a soldier, pillowed on his shield 
In torment, or expiring with his wounds, 

And turns my fixed attention into hurra* 

Ui.ovKii’s Uoadicta* 

[ Fungi 

So prone to error is our mortal frame, 

Time could not step without a trace of horror, 

If wary nature on the human heart, 

Amid its wild variety of passions, 

Had not impressed a soft and yielding sense, 

That when offence* give resentment birth, 

The kindly dews of penitence may raise 
The seeds of mutual mercy and forgiveness. 

li loykr’b Jloadicca. 

[ Fortitude."] 

But, prince, remember then 
I The rows, tire noble u-es of affliction ; 

| Preserve the quick humanity it give-, 

The pitying, - .rial sense of human weakue-s ; 

Vet keep thy -tubbmn fortitude entire. 

The manly in art that t<* aienle r’- w > 

I- tender, but -uprib.r to it- «ovn. 

Learn t»* .-ubmi:, \>-t learn t-* «-ecpi. r fortune ; 
Attach thee firml 1 ' the uiiu<<u- deedi 
And offices <.f life; t-i life ito.ll'. 

With all it- \ain and transient j-ys ‘•it loose, 
i t hief, let devotion to tin* sovcieiun mind, 
i A steady, cheerful, nb-olule dependence 

In his be-t, wi-e-t :.m\ eminent, pow-s thee. 

In thoughtle— gay pro-perity, when all 
Attend* our wish, when nought is M en around us 
Hut kneeling slavery, and obedient fortune ; 

Then are blind nmitul* apt, within tin mot ives 
To flv their May, forgetful of the gAcr ; 

But when thus humbled, Alfr* d, as tlnai art, 

When to their feeble natural powers reduced, 

’Tis then they feel this univer.-al truth 
That Heaven is all in all, and man in nothing. 

Mai.i.kt’k Jl / rat . 


COMIC DRAMATISTS. 

The comic muse was, during this period, more 
successful than her tragic Bister. In tlie reign of 
George II., the witty and artificial comedies of 
J Vanbrugh and Farquhnr begun to lose their ground, 

1 both on account of their licentiousness, and the 
formal system on which they wore constructed with j 
regard to characters and expression. In their room. , 
; Garrick, Foote, and other writers, placed a set of 
. dramatic compositions, which, though often of a j 
humble and unpretending character, exercised great 1 
influence in introducing a taste for more natural 
portraitures and language; and these again !ed the 
way to the higher productions, which we arc still 
| accustomed to refer to venerativedy, as the legiti- 
I mate English comedies. 








COMIC DRAMATISTS. 


ENGLISH LITERATURE. 


OLIVER GOLDSMITH. 


Amongst the first five-act plays in which this 
improvement was seen, was The Suspicious Husband 
of Iloadly, in which there is but a slight dash of 
the license of Farquhar. Its leading character, 
(.Ranger, is still a favourite. George Colman, ma* 

I nagor of Covent Garden theatre, was an excellent 
j comic writer, and produced above thirty pieces, a 
j few of which deservedly keep possession of the stage. 

| His Jealous Wife , founded on Fielding’s ‘Tom Jones/ 
j has some highly effective scenes and well-drawn cha¬ 
racters. It was produced in 1701 ; five years after- 



(tt* iri.< < 


wards, Colman joim-d with Garre k and brought out 
The ( 'landvshnr Marnaye, in which the character <d 


She Stoops to Conquer , performed in 1773, has ail 
the requisites for interesting and amusing an audi¬ 
ence ; and Johnson said, * he knew- of no comedy 
for many years that had answered so much the ( 
great end of comedy—making an audience merry/ j 
The plot turns on what may be termed a far- !| 
deal incident—two parties mistaking a gentleman’s 
house for an inn. But the excellent discrimiria- |i 
tion of character, and the humour and vivacity ' 
of the dialogue throughout the play, render this | 
piece one of the richest contributions which have j 
been made to modern comedy. The native plea- : 
santry and originality of Goldsmith were never j 
more happily displayed, and his success, as Davies / 
records, ‘revived fancy, wot, gaiety, humour, int*- ;! 
dent, and character, in the place of sentiment and ;j 
moral preachment/ j 

[J Deception.] | 

[From ' Phe Stoops to Conquer.*] ! 

Landlord an»l Tony I.CMVKfV. ! 

Landlord. There he two gentlemen in a poet-chaise at ' 
the door. They’ve lost their wav upon the forest, and i 
they are talking something about Mr Ilardca^tlc*. 

Tony. A" sure as can be, one of them must be the 
j gentleman that’s coming down to court my sinter. l)o 
they seem to be Londoners { 

hind. I believe they may. They look woundily like 
Frenchmen. ; 

Tony. 'J In n desire them to step this way, and I’ll : 
set them right in a twinkling. [Ted Landlord .j j 
Gentlemen, a- they mayn’t be good enough company ! 

! for you, step down for a moment, and I’ll be with you ■ 
i in the squeezing of a lemon. [L.reaut Mob.] Father- 
j in-law ha> been calling me a whelp and hound this 
I half-year. Now, if I pleased, I could be so revenged j 
; upon the old grumldetonian. But then 1 am afraid j 
I - afraid of what ? I shall soon be worth fifteen hun- 1 
( dred a-vear, and let him frighten me out of that if he 
can. i 

Enter La vnt.or.o, cnisdlu ting Ma m ow and TIahtino*. '! 


an aged beau, .(fleeting gaiety and youth, is strik¬ 
ingly personified in Lord (>glcby. Aih iu h Mi iU'hy 
( 1727 1S0A), a voluminous and miscellaneous writer, 
added comedies as well as tragedies to the stage, ; 
and his Wat/ to Keep Him is still occasionally per¬ 
formed. liven Kelly, a scurrilous newspaper writer, 
surprised the public by producing a comedy, False 
Pelican/, which bad remarkable success lmth on the 
fortunes and character of the author: the profits of 
his first third night realised XIAO the largest slim 
of money he had ever Iiefore seen and from a low, 
petulant, absurd, and ill-bred oensurer/ savs Davies, 

* Kelly was transformed to the humane, affable, 
got k 1 matured, well-bred man.’ 'The marked success ! 
! of Kelly’s sentimental style gave the tone to a much ; 
j more able dramatist, Richard Ccmukrland (1732- i 
i 1811), who, after two or three unsuccessful pieces, ; 
I in 1771 brought out The West Indian, one of the j 
best stage plays which English comedy ran yet 
I boast. The plot, incidents, and characters (indud- | 
j ing the first draught of an Irish gentleman which the 
theatre had witnessed), arc all well sustained. Other j 
dramas of Cumberland, as The Wheel of Fortune , 
The Fashionable Lover, &e., were also acted with 
applause, though now too stiff and sentimental for 
our audiences. Goldsmith thought that Cumber¬ 
land had carried the refinement of comedy to ex¬ 
cess, and he set himself to correct the fault. His 
: first dramatic performance, The Good-Natured Man , 
presents one of the happiest of his delineations in 
the character of Croaker; but as a w hole, the play 
, wants point and sprightiiness. His second drama, 


Mar. N\ hat a tedious uno •inf* rtable day have wc j 
had of it! \\ c were t«dd it wa> but forty miles across , 
the country, and wc have come above threescore. 

Ha.'t. And all, Marlow, from that unaccountable 
rc-ervc j»f yours, tlmt would not let us inquire more , 
frequently on the way. ' 

Mar. 1 own, Hastings, 1 am unwilling to lay my- ■ 
self under an obligation to v \cry one 1 meet; and 
I often stand the chance of an unmannerlv answer. ! 
Hast. At present, howeter, we are not likely to re- ; 
ccive any answer. 

T"»y. No offence, gentlemen; but I am told you j 
have been inquiring for one Mr Hardcastle in these 
parts. Do you know what part of the country you are ; 
in 1 | 

Hast. Not in the least, sir; but should thank you ; 
for information. 

Tony. Nor the way you carnet 

Hast. No, sir; but if you can inform us- 

Tony. Why, gentlemen, if you know* neither the 
road you art* going, nor where you are, nor the road 
you came, the first thing I have to inform you is that 
— you have lost your wav. 

Mar. \\ e wanted no ghost to tell us that. i 

Tony. Bray, gentlemen, may 1 be so bold as to a>k > 
the place from whence you came! 

Mar. That’s not necessary towards directing ub j 
w here wc are to go. 

Tony. No offence; but question for question is all 
fair, you know. Pray, gentlemen, is not this same 
Hardcastle a cross-grained, old-fashioned, whimsical 
fellow, with an ugly face, a daughter, and a pretty son I 
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from 1727 


CYCLOPiBDIA OF 


to 1780. 


Hast. We hare not seen the gentleman; but he has 

daughter" tall, trapesing trollopmg, 
, talTatfve maypolo^; the son apnetty ; weU-bred, agrec- 

the daughter 

• -A x„ L well-bred and beautiful; the son an 
! awkward booby, reared up and spoiled at his mother s 


keeps as good wines and beds as any in the whole 

COl j!far .' Well, if he supplies us with these, wo shall 
want no further connexion. Wo are to turn to the 
right, did you say ? . , . 

Tony. No, no, straight forward. 111 just step my¬ 
self and show you a piece of the way. [To the Land¬ 
lord.] Mum! [Exeunt. 


ap r^rile-i.e-hem. Then, gentlemen, all I have to 
tell you is, that you won’t reach Mr Hardcastles 
house this night, I believe. 

Hast. Unfortunate! 

Tony. It’s a long,- dark, boggy, dangerous nay. 
Stingo, tell the gentlemen the way to Mr Hardcastle & 
[winking at the Landlord ]—Mr Ilardcastle s of Quag¬ 
mire-marsh. You understand me? 

Land. Master Hardcastle’s ? Lack-a-daisy. my 
masters you’re come a deadly deal wrong, \\htn 
youcamo to the bottom of the hill you should have 
crossed down Squash-lane. 

Mar. Cross down Squash-lane? 

Land. Then you were to keep stra.glit forward till 

you came to four roads. 

Mar. Come to where four roads meet! 

Tony. Ay; but you must ho sure to take only 

one. 

Mar. 0, sir! you’re facetious. 

Tony. Then, keeping to the right, you are to go 
sideways till you come upon Crack-skull Common ; 
herl you must look sharp for the track oi the 
wheel, and go forward till you come to banner Mur- 
! rain’s barn. Coming to the farmers barn, you are 
I to turn to the right, and then to the left, and then 
to the right about again, till you find out the old 

mi J/ar. Zounds! man, we could as soon find out the 

longitude! __ . , 

Hast. What’s to be done, Marlow ? 
i Mar This house promises hut a poor reception ; 

1 though perhaps the landlord can accommodate us 
Land. Alack, master! we have but one spare bed 

in the whole hou.se. , , 

Tony. And to my knowledge that s taken up i»y 
three iodgers already. [After a pause in which the 
rest seem disconcerted.] I have hit it: don’t you thmk, 
Stirreo, our landlady would accommodate the gentle- 
1 men° by the fireside with three chairs and a bol- 
Btcr ? 

Hast. I hate sleeping by the fireside. 

Mar. And I detest your three chairs and a l«»l- 

8 *Tony. You do, do you ? Then let me see—what if 
vm , a mile farther to the Buck’s Head, the old 

i - , , i on the hill, one of the best inns in the 


[ArriraJ at the Supposed Inn.'] 

Enter Marlow and Hastings. 

Hast. After the disappointments of the dav, wel¬ 
come once more, Charles, to the comforts of a clean 
room and a good fire. Upon my word a vory well¬ 
looking house ; antique, but creditable. 

Mar. The usual fate of a largo mansion. Having 
first ruined the master by good house-Wiping, it 1ms 
at last come to levy contributions as an inn. 

Hast. As you sa'v, we passengers are to be taxed to 
pay all these fineries. I have often seen n good sole- 
board, or a marble chimney-piece, though not actually 
put in the bill, inflame the bill confoundedly. 

Mar. Travellers must, pay in all places ; the only 
difference is, that in good inns you pay dearly lor 
luxuries; in bad inns you are fleeced and starved. 

Enter Haudcabtlk. 

Hard. Gentlemen, once more you arc heartily wel¬ 
come. Which is Mr Marlow? (Afar, advanres . ] Sir, 
you’re heartily welcome. It’s not my way, you mv, 
to receive mv friends with my back to the lire ! I like 
to -ive them a hearty reception, in the old style, at 
rnv"gate ; I like to see their horse* and trunks taken 
care of. 

Mar. [AM r.] He has got our names from the ser¬ 
vant* already. [To Hard.] We approve your caution 
and hospitality, sir. [To Hast. \ J have N on think¬ 
ing, George, of changing our travelling drones in the 
morning ; 1 am grown confoundedly ashamed of mint. 

Hard. I beg, Mr Marlow, you'fl use m> eeremonv 
in this house. . 

Hast. I faner, you’re right, : the first Mow i* half 
the battle. We must, however, open the campaign. 

Hard. Mr Marlow—Mr Hasting*--- gentlemen- - 
|>ray be under no restraint in this house. This is 
Liberty-hall, gentlemen; you may do just as you 
please here. 

Mar. Yet, George, if we open the campaign too 
fiercely at first, we may want ammunition before it is 
over. We must show our generalship by securing, if 
necessary, a retreat. 

Hard. Your talking of a retreat, Mr Marlow, puts 
me in mind of the Duke of Marlborough when he 
went to besiege Denain. He first summoned the gar- 


\ , ntry. 

i) ho! so we have escaped an adventure for 
iii lit, however. 

Land. [Apart to Tony.] Sure you bean t sending 
them to your father’s as an inn, be you ? 

Tony Mum ! you fool, you ; let them find that out. 
[To them.] You have only to keep on straight for¬ 
ward till you come to a large house on the road-side \ \ 
\ you’ll see a pair of large horns over the door; that s 
1 the sign. Drive up the yard, and call stoutly about 

i ^Hast. Sir, we are obliged to you. The servants 
1 can’t miss the way. , . 

i Torn/. No, no : but I tell you though, the landlord 
! j 8 r i c h and going to leave off’ business ; so he wants to 
1 he thought a gentleman, saving your presence, he, he, 

! he! He’ll be for giving you his company ; and, ecod ! 
i if you mind him, lie’ll persuade you that his mother 
was an alderman, and his aunt a justice of the 

peace. , 

Land. A troublesome old blade, to be sure; but a 


nsori- 

Mar. Ay, and we’ll summon your garrison, old hoy. 
Hard. He first summoned the garrison, which might 

consist of about five thousand men- 

Hast. Marlow, what’s o’clock ? 

Hard. I say gentlemen, as 1 was telling you, he 
summoned the garrison, which might consist of about 

five thousand men- 

Mar. Five minutes to seven. 

Hard. Which might consist of about five thousand 
men, well appointed with stores, ammunition, and 
other implements of war. Now, says the Duke of 
Marlborough to George Brooks, that stood next to him 
—you must have heard of George Brooks—I’ll pawn 
my dukedom, says lie, but I take that garrison with¬ 
out spilling a drop of blood. So- 

Mar. What? My good friend, if you give us a 
glass of punch in the meantime, it would help us to 
Larry on the siege with vigour. 

llard. Punch, sir!—This is the most unaccountable 
kind of modesty I ever met with. [Aside. 

m 





COMIC DRAMATISTS. 


ENGLISH LITERATURE. 


OLIVER GOLDSMITH. 


Mar . Yes, air, punch. A glass of warm punch after 
iible. 


our journey will be comfortai 

Enter Skavant with a tankard. 


# This is Liberty-hall, you know. 

Hard. Herts’s a cup, sir. 

Mar. So thin fellow, in his Liberty-hall, will only 
let us have just what he pleases. [Aside to Hast. 

Hard. [Taking the. cup .] I hope you’ll find it to 
your mind. I have prepared it with my own hands, 
and I believe you’ll own the ingredients arc* tolerable. 
Will you be so good as to pledge me, sir? Here, Mr 
Marlow, here is to our better acquaintance. 

( /trinity and [firit the rnjt to Marlow. 

Mar. A very impudent fellow this ; but he’s a cha¬ 
racter, and 1 II humour him a little. f.t.d'/e.] Sir, 
my service to you. 

Hast. I i^e this fellow wants to give us his com¬ 
pany, and forgeta^that he’s an innkeeper before he 

* has learned to be a gentleman. 

Mar. From the excellence of your cup, my old 
friend, I suppose you have a good deal of business in 
this part of tie* country. Warm work now and then 
at elections, 1 suppose. 

[tiint the tanka e l t > J/ardeastl .. 

Hard. No, sir ; I have long given that work over. 
Since our letters haw- hit u} • * *: i the expedient of elect¬ 
ing each other, thereN no budm-i h r u* that *»dl ale. j 
[Oiio the tankard to Hatfina*. > 

JlaM. So, you have no turn for politics, 1 find. j 

Hard. Not in the leant. There was a time, indeed, ; 
I fretted myself about the mistakes .<t government, 
like other p*. *>pta ; but finding myself every* day grow ; 
more angry, and the government growing no tatter, ! 
1 left it to mend it-elf. Since that, 1 no more . 
trouble my head about wh«*\s in or who’s out than 1 
do ataoit. John N"kes or T‘*m Stiles. So my sen ice ? 
j to you. 

Hart. S> that, with rating above stairs and drink- 
; ing ta'lmv, with r*‘‘riling y-ur friends withiii arid 
amusing them without, you lead a good, pleasant, 
bustling life of it. 

Hard. I do stir ab<*ut a g -oj drub that's eertain. 
Half the differences of the parish are adiu-ted in this 
very parlour. 


j far. [After drinkiny.] And you haw an argument plain eating. 


actual consultation upon what’s for supper this mo¬ 
ment in the kitchen. 

Mar . Then I beg they’ll admit me as one of their 
privy-council. It’s a way I have got. When I travel, 

I always choose to regulate my own supper. Let the 
cook be called. No offence I hope, sir. 

Hard. O no, sir, none in the least: yet, I don’t 
know how, our Bridget, the cookmaid, is not very 
communicative upon these occasions. Should we send 
for her, she might scold us all out of the house. 

Hast. Let’s see the list of the larder, then. 1 al¬ 
ways match mv appetite to my bill of fare. 

Mar. I To f/ardeastli’y who looks at them with sur¬ 
prise. ] Sir, lie’s very right, and it’s my way too. 

Hard. Sir, you have a right to command here. 
Here, Roger, bring us the bill of fare for to-night’s 
supper: 1 believe it’s drawn out. Your manner, Mr 
Hastings, puts me in mind of my uncle, Colonel 
Wallop. It was a saying of his that no man was 
[Aside, j sure of his supper till he had eaten it. 

[.Srrdrt/ hrinys in the LiU effort, and exit. 
Hast. All upon the high ropes! His uncle a colo¬ 
nel ! We shall soon hear of his mother being a justice 
of peace. [Aside.] Rut let’s hear the bill of fare. 

Mar. \ Pen/.* inr;.] What’s here? For the first 
course; for the second course; for the dessert. The 
devil, sir ! Do you think we have brought down the 
whole Joiner'’ Coir* any, or the Corporation of Bed¬ 
ford, to cat up such a supper? Two or three little 
things, clean and nunf -rtable, will do. 

J/aM. But let's hear it. 

Mar. [ lit ad any .) For the first course : at the top, 
a pig atid prune sauce. * * 

/lord. And y et,gentlemen, to men that arc hungry, 
pig, with prune sauce, is very good eating. Their im¬ 
pudence confounds me. (Arid'.] fientlemcn, you 
are my guests, make what alterations you please. Is 
there any thing else y -u wish to retrench or alter, 
gentlemen ? 

Mar. Item: a pork pie, a boiled rabbit and sau¬ 
sages a tlorentine, a shaking-pudding, and a dish of 
till'—tali'— tallety cream. 

Hast. Confound your made dishes ! I shall be as 
much at a lo-s in this house as at a green and yellow 
dinner at the French ambassador's table. I’m for 


m your cup, old gentleman, better than any in We-t- 
minsterdutll. 

/lord. Ay, young gentleman, that, ami a little 
philosophy. 

Mar. Well, this is the first time I ever heard of an 
innkeeper’s philosophy. [Aside. 

J/(t.if. S> then, like an experienced tenoral, y. u at¬ 
tack them on every quarter, if you nml their reason 
manageable, you attack them with your philosophy ; 
if you find they haxe no reason, you attack them with 
this. Here's your health, mv philosopher. [Drinks. 

Marti. (ommI, very good ; thank you ; ha! ha! Yoni 
generalship puts me in mind of J’rinee Eugene when 
he fought the Turks at the battle of Belgrade. \ "U 
shall hear. 

Mar. Instead of the battle of Belgrade, I think it's 
almost time to talk about supper. What hits y*>ui 
philosophy got in the house for supper I 

Hard. For supper, sir! Was ever such a request 
to ft man in his own house ! [Aside. 

Mar. Yea, sir ; »upjH*r, sir *, 1 begin to feel an appe¬ 
tite. I shall make devilish work to-night in the lar- 
der ? l promise you. 

Hard. Such a brazen dog sure never my eves be¬ 
held. [AstVfc.] Why really, sir, as for supper I can’t 
well tell. My Dorothy ami the cookmaid settle these 
things between them. 1 leave these kind of things 
entirely to them. 

Mar. You do, do you! 

Hard. Entirely. By the by, I believe they are in 


Hard. I’m sorry, gentlemen, that I have nothing 
you like; but if then* beany thing you have a par¬ 
ticular fancy to — 

Mar. Why, really, sir, your bill of fare is so ex¬ 
quisite, that any »ne part of it ta full as good as an¬ 
other. Send us what you please. So much for supper : 
and now to sec that our ta*ds are aired, and properly 
taken care of. 

Hard. 1 inmat you’ll leave all that to me. You 
shall not stir a step. 

Mar. Leave that to you ! I protest, sir, you must 
excuse me; 1 always b*ok to these things myself. 

/lard. 1 must insist, sir, you’ll make yourself cany 
on that head. 

Mar. You see I’m resolved on it. A very trouble- 
some fellow, as ever I met with. [dridc. 

/lard. Well, sir, I’m resolved at least to attend you. 
This mav be modem modesty, but l never saw anything 
look so like old-fashioned impudence. fdrirft*. 

[Arrtm/ Afar, and /ford. 

Hast. l>o, I find this fellow’s civilities begin to grow 
troublesome. But who can be angry with those assi¬ 
duities which are meant to please him f Ha! what 
do I see ? Miss Neville, by all that’s happy 1 

Two years after Goldsmith’s dramatic triumph, a 
still greater in legitimate comedy arose in the per¬ 
son of thAt remarkable man, who survived down to 
our own day, Richard Rkinslev Sheridan. On 
the 17th of January 1775, his play of The /Rivals was 
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brought out at Covent Garden. In this first effort Mrs D. I confess he is a favourite of mine, because || 
of Sheridan (who was then in his twenty-fourth every body else abuses him. j 

year), there is more humour than wit. lie had Sneer. Very much to the credit of your charity, I 
copied some of his characters from * Humphry madam, if not of your judgment. ! 

Clinker,* as the testy but generous Captain Abso- Dan. Hut, egad ! he allows no merit to any author j| 
lute, evidently borrowed from Matthew Bramble, but himself; that’s the truth on’t, though he’s my'f 1 
and Mrs Malaprop, whose mistakes in words.axelhe friend. j; 

echoes of Mrs Winifred Jenkins’S blunders. Some Sneer. Never, lie is as envious as an old maid ;! 
of these are farcical en ough ; but as Mr Moore verging on the desperation of six-aml-thirty ; and then j| 
observes (and nolfWrtHwbii^^ use of similes the insidious humility with which he seduces you to | 

than himself), flie lUckincss of Mrs Malaprop’s give a free opinion on any of his works, can be ex- j! 
simile— ‘ as headstrong as allegory on the banks of ceeded only by the petulant arrogance with which he j 
the N ile’—ArilTTft TirklVowle d god as long as there ure is sure to reject your observations, 
writers to be run away with by the wilfulness of Dan. Very true, egad! though he’s my friend. 

| this truly headstrong species of composition. In Sneer. Then his affected contempt of all newspaper jj 


the same year, St Patrick's Day and The Duenna strictures ; though, at the same time, he is the sorest 


were produced ; the latter had a run of seventy-five 
nights! It certainly is greatly superior to 4 The 
Beggar’s Opera,’ though not so general in its 
satire. In 1777, Sheridan had other two plays. The 
Trip to Scarborough and The School for Scandal. In 
plot, cliaracter, and incident, dialogue, humour, and j 


‘The School for Scandal* is acknowledged to I finished, haven’t you i 


man alive, and shrinks like scorched parchment from 
the fiery ordeal of true criticism : yet is Ig^so covetous 
of popularity, that lie had rather Jpe abused than not 
mentioned at all. < 

Dan. There’s no denying if ; though he’s my friend. 
Sunr. You have read the tragedy he has just 


J surpass any comedy of modern times. Jr was care- Dan. <> yes ; lie sent it to me yesterday. 

fully prepared by the author, who selected, arranged, Sim r. \\ ell, and you think it enecrable, don’t you ? 
f and moulded his language with consummate taste, Dan. \\ hv, between ourselves, egad ! 1 miK own 
| so as to form it into a transparent channel of his —though In* s my friend—that it U one of the most 
(thoughts. Mr Moore, in his ‘Life of Sheridan,’ - he’s here!— [Asidt.] finished and moH admirable 
i gives some amusing instances of the various forms P^rlonn--^ 

| which a witticism or pointed remark assumed liefore t ^ dhont] Mr Sneer with him, did \ou say \ 

its final adoption. As in his first eomedv Sheridan ,, , w 

j had taken hints from Smollett; m this, his last, he 

j had recourse to Smollett's rival, or rather twin ^ tnK Ab » mv «lear friend! head! we were ju-i 
j novelist, Fielding. The characters of Charles and puking of your tragedy. Admirable, Sir Fretful, 
j Joseph Surface are evidently copies from those of admirable! 


Kilter Sin l'llllTKl’I. Pt.AUIARY. 


j Tom Jones and Blifil. Nor is the moral of the play * ,liCr - ' ou m ‘ vc ‘ r 'f d a,l . v 
j an improvement on that of the novel. The care- ^ u \}. ,H ‘ f v< ‘ r d n . v " ur 
| less extravagant rake is generous, warm-hearted, Su'l. \ ou make me e\ 
i and fascinating; seriousness and gravity are ren- ! >ut » compliment, my dear 
| dered odious by being united to meanness uml hypo- 111 '\ orl<l ' V ! 1MMC J U,1 ~ I1U 
j crisy. The dramatic art of Sheridan is evinced in ;Ul< Wangles, 
j the ludicrous incidents and situations with which Mrs D. 1 hey arc only lav: 

' ‘ The School for Scandal* abounds : his genius shines iur n " as b,it -> ust »‘”w that 
forth in its witty dialogues. ‘ The entire comedy.* I 1>n f' Ihmglc !- Ah ! Mr 1 rctful, y«.u know 
says Moore, Ms an KFDorado of wit, where the I ;, Irs tnrud ,Vtts ntHymg just now. 

precious metal is thrown about by all classes as i 0 1 *° w 1,1,0 . v, ‘ u » hud - 

carelessly as if tliey had not the least idea of its ,s "‘ J \ Il,,r<1: u, “ sur '- Mr Nj,,(T 

; value.’ This fault is one not likely to he often ! 11,1,1 M1,wnt . v than to - A double face 1 fid- 


Snccr. You never <1 itl anything be urnd it, Sir Fret¬ 
ful ; never in your life. 

Sir /•’. You make me extremely happy ; for, with¬ 
out a compliment, my dear Sneer, there i-u’t a man 
in the world wlmsc judgment 1 talue as 1 do your* ; 
and Mr Dangle’s. 

Mrs 1). Tliey are only laughing at you, >ir Fretful ; 


-V * MU IJ * . 

committed! Some shorter pieces were afterwards j 


[ Aside. 

Sneer will jot, but a better- 


written by Sheridan : The Camp , a musical opera, . Jhm ‘ } °*» - ves » Sm ‘ er Wil1 J c>t > lmt a ^Ucr- 

and The Critic , a witty afterpiece, in the manner of hu, ". <>u . r . tMl , . , 

‘The Rehearsal.’ The character of Sir Fretful '//, * 1 knowr * . _ 

Plagiary, intended, it is said, for Cumberland the , 1Ic , as a rca<1 ^' tuni for Jnln ule ; his wit 
dramatist, is one of the author’s happiest efforts; c<>sl , s h,m J lothm "* . . , . 

and the schemes and contrivances of Puff the ma- * ! r 1 ' Ao> * or 1 h “ oUl<1 wonder how hv came 
as making his theatrical clock strike w* T) .. . . . , I Aside. 

morning scene, ‘to beget an awful utten- , •" , IloCHUSC Ius J 1 *' 1 KS ftl ' vn . v< * ut tlu ‘ expense of 

5 !h ‘ audience, and to 4 save a description of hl!S 7 { n ,* c . ,, <r . . 

- sun, and a great deal about gilding the , I} A nu Hut ’ Sir have you sent your play 


h“ audience, and to ‘ save a descrix>tiou of 
sun, and a great deal about gilding the 


- > cwv/ui ^uvun^ mi: i ? . . * , 4 i d 

a<tern hemisphere’—are a felicitous combination of ‘ llialu, n (:r « . vtt • <,r I be of any service to 

!tumour aud satire. Tlie scene in whiedi Sneer r v T . , , , 

mortifies the vanity of Sir Fretful, and Puff’s de- • ’■ Ao ’ 1H> ’ J 1 ,ll,,k • v ° 11; 1 bclirvc irioce 


thank you ; 1 believe the piece 


...... HU riL-Liui, Jlliu J U!l H ue- v, 1 a- • » , .* ... . - *- 

scription of his own mode of life by hia-p«4kiaucy f, sllttK ’ lc ‘ nt recommendation with it. 1 thunk you 
itLihe^irt of puffing, arc perhaps the best that She- ,f pent ll to tllc »»H-n»gcr of Covcnt fiarden 

ridan ever wrote. th( : atre thls ,,lori »^ 

Smer. I should have thought now, that it might 
ha't* been cast (as the actors call it) better at Ilrury 
lA Sensitive Author.] Lane. 


u Sensitive Author.] 

[From • The Critic.-] .. A "' Iu,, t ! no—never semi a play there while 

live. Hark ye! [ Whlipn-t time,-. 

Enter Sbrva nt toDANouc and Snkkr. Sturr. Wnfes himself 1 I know he does. 


Enter Sbrvant to Danolk and Snkkr. 
Servant. Sir Fretful Plagiary , sir. 


mvn Sir Fretful PJagiaiT i3 W1 aUthor t0 ^ 0ur oflif C i have observed tlmt there is not a pa 

C * ‘ strongly rooted in the human heart as envy ! 
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I Sneer. I believe you have reason for what you say, 
|j indeed. 

| ( Sir F. Besides, I can tell you, it is not always so 
j safe to leave a play in the hands of those who write 
! themselves. 

j* Sneer . What ! they may steal from them ? eh, my 

II dear Plagiary ? 

j Sir F. Steal! to he sure they may; and, egad! 

|! serve your best thoughts as gipsies do stolen children, 
i disfigure them to make ’em pass for their own. 
i Sneer. But your present work is a sacrifice to Mel- 

; pomene; and he, you know, never- 

Sir F. That's no security. A dexterous plagiarist 
i may do anything. Why, sir, for aught 1 know he 
might take out some of the best things in my tragedy 
and put them into his own comedy. 

, Surer. That might be done, I dare be sworn. 

Sir F. AOd then, if such a person gives you the 
least hint or assistance, he is devilish apt to take the 
!♦ merit of the whole. 

Dan. If it succeeds. 

Sir /’. Ay ! but with regard to this piece, 1 think 
■ I can hit that gentleman, for 1 can safely swear he 
neier read it. 

Sneer. I’ll tell vofj how vou may hurt him more. 


Mrs D. Or if I made any objection, I am sure jfc 
was to nothing in the piece; but that I was afraid it 
was, on the whole, a little too long. 

Sir F. Pray, madam, do you speak as to duration 
of time; or do you mean that the story is tediously 
spun out ? 

Mr* /). O lud ! no. I speak only with reference to 
the usual length of acting plays. 

Sir F. Then I am very happy— very happy indeed ; ' 
l>ecausc the play is a short play, a remarkably short : 
play. I should not venture to differ with a lady on a 
oint of taste ; but on these occasions the watch, you 
now, is the critic. 

Mr *» D. Then, I suppose, it must have been Mr I 
Bangle's drawling manner of reading it to me. j 

Sir F. <»! if Mr Bangle read it, that's quite another \ 
affair; but 1 assure you, Mrs Bangle, the first evening : 
you can spare me three hours and a half, I'll under- i 
take to read you the whole from beginning to end, with ! 
the prologue and epilogue, and allow time for the 
music between the acts. ( 

Mrs I). I hope to see it on the stage next. [ F.rit. j 
Dan. Well, !rir Fretful, I wish you may be able to 
get rid as easily of the newspaper criticisms as you 
do of ours. 


Sir F. How! J 

Sneer. Swear he wrote it. [ 

Sir F. Plague em’t now. Sneer; I *hall take it ill. ! 
I belicie you want to take away my character as an ! 
author! 

Snnr. Then 1 am sure you ought to lx* icrv much 
obliged to m*\ 

Sir F. Mil f sir ! 

/am. < >! you know be never means what he says. 

Sir /■’. Sincerely, then, you do like the piece ! 

Stir, r. Wonderfull v ! 

Sir F. But, eoui" n**w, there must be something 
that you think might be mended, eh ! Mr Bangle, lias 
nothing struck you ? 

/Am. Whv, faith, it is but an ungracious thing f*r 
the most part to - — 

Sir F. With most authors it is just so, indeed : they 
are in general strangely tenacious; but, for my part, 

1 am never *<• well pleased as when a judicious critic j 
points uut any defect to me ; lor what is the purpose j 
of showing a work to a friend if you don’t mean to 
profit l*v his opinion i 

Suet r. Very true. Why then, though I seriously i 
admire the piece up* n the whole, yet there is one j 
small objection whn h, if you’ll give me hate, I’ll 
mention. j 

Sir F. Sir, you can’t oblige me more. 

Sue< r. 1 think i: wants incident. 


Sir F. The newspapers! Fir, they are the most 
villanous, licentious, abominable, infernal—not that 
I e\er read them ; no, 1 make it a rule never to look 
into a, newspaper. 

/Am. Vou ar«* quite right ; for it certainly must 
hurt an author of delicate feelings to >.ec the liberties 
they take. 

Sir No ; quite the contrary ; their abuse is, in 
fact, the best panegyric ; 1 like it of all things. An 
author’* reputation i» only in danger from their sup¬ 
port. 

Siu>r. Whv, that’s true; and that attack, now, on 
you the oilier day- 

Sir F. What ! where \ 

/Am. Ay! you mean in a paper «»f Thursday ; it 
was completely ill-natured to be sure. 

Sir F. O! so mm li the* better; ha! ha! ha! I 
wouldn't have it otherwise. 

/Am. Certainly, it is only to be laughed at, for- 

Sir F. Vou don’t happen to recollect what the 
fellow said, do you ! 

Sune. Pray, Bangle; Sir Fretful seems a little 

anxious- 

Sir F. <> lud, no ! anxious, not I, not the lea**t—I 
--but one may as well hear, you know. 

/Am. Sneer, d«» you recollect ! Make out some¬ 
thing. [.1 Wc. 

Sneer. I will. [Tv /tangle.] Yes yes, I remember 


Str /•’. t i*>od < lod ! you surprise me ! want** incident? 

Snerr. Yes ; l own 1 think the incidents an* too few. I 
* Sir F. t*ood (Jod ! Believe me, Mr Sneer, there is I 
! no person for whose judgment l have a more implicit ; 

deference; but I protest t<> you, Mr Sno-r, I am only j 
| apprehensive that the incident* art' too crowded. My 
! dear Bangle, how does it strike vou ! 

Dan. Heallv, I can’t agree with my friend Sneer. 

I l think the plot quite sufficient ; and the four first 
i act* by many degrees the best \ ever read or saw in 
j iny life. If 1 might venture to suggest anything, it is 
! that the interest rather falls otf in the fifth, 
i Sir F. Hines, l believe you mean, sir. 
j Dan. No; I don't, upon my word. 

Sir F. Yes, y es, you do, upon my soul; it certainly 
don’t fall off, I assure you ; no, no, it don’t fall off. 

Dan. Now, Mrs Bangle, did’nt you say it struck 
; you in the same light I 

( Mrs D. No, indeed, I did not. I did not see a 
jj fault in any part of the play from the beginning to 
j) the end. 

j Sir F. Upon my soul, the women are the best 
| judges after all! 


perfectly. 

Sir F. Well, and pray nmv—not that it signifies— 
what might the gentleman say! 

Surer. Why, he roundly asserts that you have not , 
the slightest invention or original genius whatever, j 
tlmugh you are the greatest traducer of all other j 
authors li\ing. j 

Sir F. Ha, ha, ha ! very good! : 

Sneer. That as to comedy, you have not one idea of 1 
your own, he believes, even in your commonplace j 
bonk, where stray jokes and pilfered witticisms are ! 
kept with 04 much method as the ledger of the lost 
and stolen office. 

Sir F. I la, ha, ha ! very pleasant. 

Surer. Nay, that you are so unlucky as not to have i 
the skill even to steal with taste; but that you glean j 
from the refuse of obscure volumes, when* more judi- J 
cious plagiarists have been before you ; so that the 
body of your work is a composition of dregs and sedi¬ 
ments, like a bad tavern’s worst wine. 

Sir F. Ha, ha! 

Sneer. In your more serious efforts, he says, your 
bombast would be less intolerable if the thoughts 
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WOW ever suited to the expressions; but the homeli¬ 
ness of the sentiment stares through the fantastic iu- 
oumbrance of its fine language, like a clown in one of 
the new uniforms. 

SirF. Ha, ha! 

Sneer. That your occasional tropes and flowers suit 
the general coarseness of your style, as tambour sprigs 
would aground of linsey-woolsey; while your imita¬ 
tions of Shakspeare resemble the mimicry of Fal- 
staffs page, and are about as near the standard of the 
original. 

Sir F. Ha !- 

Sneer. In short, that even the finest passages you 
steal are of no service to you ; for the poverty of your 
own language prevents their assimilating, so that 
they lie on the surface like lumps of marl on a barren 
moor, encumbering what it is not in their power to 
fertilize. 

SirF. [After great, agitation.] Now, another person 
would be vexed at this. 

Sneer. Oh! but I wouldn’t have told you, only to 
divert you. 

Sir F. I know it. I am diverted—ha, ha, ha! not 
the least invention! ha, ha, ha! very good, very 
good! 

Sneci\ Yes ; no genius ! ha, ha, ha ! 

Fan. A severe rogue, lia, ha, ha !—but you are 
quite right, Sir Fretful, never to read such nonsense. 

Sir F. To be sure; for if there is anything to one’s 
praise, it is a foolish vanity to be gratified at it; ami 
if it is abuse, why one is always sure to hear of it 
from some good-natured friend or other! 

[The Anatomy of Character performed by 
Unchar (tableness. ] 

[From ‘The School for Scandal.'] 

Maria enters to Lady Snekjuvkm, and .Tusk nr Surface. 

Lady 8. Maria, my dear, how do you <b> ? What’s 
the matter ? 

Maria. Oh! there is that disagreeable lover of 
i mine, Sir Benjamin Backbite, has just called at my 
! guardian’s with his odious uncle, Crabtree ; so I slipt 
1 out, ami ran hither to avoid them. 

Lady S. Is that all ? 

Joseph 8. If my brother Charles had been of the 
party, madam, perhaps you would not have been so 
i much alarmed. 

Lady S. Nay, now you are severe ; for I dare swear 
the truth of the matter is, Maria heard yon were here. 
But, my dear, what has Sir Benjamin done that you 
should avoid him so? 

Maria. Oh, he has done nothing—but ’tis for what 
' lie hn* ‘•aid: his conversation is a perpetual libel on 
juaintance. 

, N. Ay, and the worst of it is, there is no ad- 

' r o in not knowing him—for he’ll abuse a stranger 
j u >l as soon as liis best friend ; and his uncle Crab¬ 
tree's as bad. 

Lady S. Nay, but we should make allowance. Sir 
Benjamin is a wit and a poet. 

Maria. For my part, 1 own, madam, wit loses its 
respect with me when I sec it in company with 
malice. What do you think, Mr Surface! 

Joseph 8. Certainly, madam; to smile at the jest 
which plants a thorn in another’s breast is to become 
a principal in the mischief. 

Lady S. Pshaw!—there’s no possibility of being 
! witty without a little ill nature: the malice of a good 
: tiling is the barb that makes it stick. What’s your 
| opinion, Mr Surface t 

I Joseph S. To be sure, madam ; that conversation, 
j where the spirit of railleiy is suppressed, will ever ap- 
jj l>ear tedious and insipid. j 

Maria. Well, 1*11 not debate how far scandal may | 


be allowable; but in a man, I am sure, it is always 
contemptible. We have pride, envy, rivalship, atod a J 
thousand little motives to depreciate each other; but ■ 
the male slanderer must have the cowardice of a j 
woman before be can traduce one. J 

Enter Sickvant. j 

8err. Madam, Mrs Candour is below, and if your j 
ladyship’s at leisure, will leave her carriage. ; 

Lady 8. Beg her to walk in. [Frit Servant."] Now, j 
Maria, however, here is a character to your taste ; for ; 
though Mrs Candour is a little talkative, every body j 
allows her to be the best naturecl and best sort of ! 
woman. J 

Maria. Yes—with a very gross affectation of good ; 
nature and benevolence, she docs more mischief than J 
the direct malice of old Crabtree. : 

Joseph S. l’faith that’s true. Lad)* 1 Sncerwcll: 1 
whenever I hear the current rhfining against the ! 
characters of my friends, I never think them in such 
danger as when Candour undertakes their defence. 

Lady S. Hush !—here she is! ! 

Enter Mrs Candour. j 

Mrs (\ My dear Lady SneerWU, how lia\e you 1 
been this century ! Mr Surface, what news do you 
hear?—though indeed it is no matter, for I think one J 
hears nothing else but scandal. j 

Joseph 8. Just so, indeed, ma’am. 

Mrs C. Oh, Maria ! child—what! is the whole * 
affair off between you and Charles ! II is e.xtruva- j 
gance, I presume—the town talks of nothing else. J 
Maria. 1 urn very sorry, ma’am, the town has *o 
little to do. I 

Mrs True, true, child : but there’s no stopping i 
people's tongues. I own 1 was hurt to hear it, as I ! 
indeed was to learn, from the same quarter, that your 
guardian, Sir Peter and Lady Teazle, have m t agreed ; 
lately as well as cnuld be wi-hed. 

Maria. ’Tis strangely impertinent for people to 
busy themselves so. 

Mrs C. Very true, child: but wbut’s to be done! 
People will talk—there’s no preventing it. Why, it 
was but yesterday 1 was told that Miss (Jadnbout bad 
! eloped with Sir Filligrcc Flirt. But there’s no mind¬ 
ing what one hears; though, to be sure, I had this ' j 
from very good authority. 

Maria. Such reports are highly scandalous. 

. Mrs C. So they are, child—shameful, shameful! • 
But the world is so censorious, no character escapes. ! 
Well, now, who would have suspected your friend, * 
Miss Prim, of an indiscretion ? Yet such is the ill- ’ 
nature of people that they say her uncle stopt her last I 
week, just as she was stepping into the York mail with ! 
her dancing-master. ; 

Maria, i’ll answer for’t there arc no grounds for j 
that report. | 

Airs C. Ah, no foundation in the world, I dare j 
swear ; no more, probably, than for the story circulated j 
last month of Mrs Festino’s affair with Colonel Ca«- ! 
sino; though, to be sure, that matter was never ! 
rightly cleared up. j 

Joseph 8. The license of invention some people i 
take is monstrous indeed. 1 

Maria. ’Tis so—but, in my opinion, those who re- ! 

port such things are equally culpable. ] 

Mrs C. To be sure they are; tale-bearers are as bad 
as the tale-makers—’tis an old observation, and avery j 
true one: but what’s to be done, as 1 said before! how j 
will you prevent people from talking! To-day Mr* | 
Clackitt assured me Mr and Mrs Honeymoon were at ! 
last become mere man and wife, like the rest of their ‘ 
acquaintance. * * No, no! tale-bearers, as I 

said before, arc just as bad as the tale-makers. 

Joseph 8. Ah ! Mrs Candour, if every body had 
your forbearance and good-nature I 
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j Mr* (7. I confess* Mr Surface* I cannot bear to hear 
| people attacked behind their backs; and when ugly 
circumstances come out against our acquaintance* I 
own I always love to think the best. Uy the by, I hope 
/tie not true that your brother is absolutely ruined ? 

Joseph S. I am afraid his circumstances are very 
bad indeed, ma’am. 

Mrs C. Ah ! 1 heard so — but you must tell him to 
1 keep up his spirits ; everybody almost is in the same 
| way— IK>r(l Spindle, Sir Thomas Splint, and Mr Nickit 
j —all up, I hear, within this week ; so, if Charles is 
' undone, he’ll find half his acquaintance ruined too; 

- and that, you know, is a consolation. 

Joseph S. Doubtless, ma’am—a very great one. 

Enter Hhiivant. 

! Sere. Mr Crabtree and Sir Benjamin Backbite. 

; • [Exit Sir runt. 

! 1/uhj S. So, Ma^a, you see your lover pursues you ; 

* positively you shan’t escape. ! 

Enter Crahtbkk and Sir IIbnjamim Backbit*. j 

' (VoA. Lady Sneerwell, I kiss your hand. Mrs Con- j 
dour, 1 don't believe you are acquainted with my \ 
nephew, Sir Bcnjatmn Backbite ! Kgud ! ma’am, he j 
has a pretty wit, and is a pretty poet, too; isn’t he, j 
Lndy Sneerwell ! 

Sir /*. () tie, uncle ! 

(’rah. Nay, egad, it’s true; I back him at a rebus ; 
or a charade against the best rhymer in the kimrd'-m. ! 
Has your ladyship heard the epigram he wrote last ; 
week on Lady Lrizzle’* feather catching fire ? Do, S 
Benjamin, repeat it, or the charade you made la^t { 
night extempore at Mrs Drowiie’s cnnu'r-azb'ne. j 
Come now ; your first is the name of a fish, your j 
second a great naval commander, and- J 

Sir Ji Cncie, now- prithee- j 

Crab. I’faith, ma’am, ’twould surprise y -u to hear ; 
how ready he is at these things. 1 

Af uti/ S, I wonder, Sir Benjamin, you never publish 
anything. 

Sir H To say truth, ma’am, ’tis very vulgar to j 
print ; ami ns my little production* an* mostly satires j 
and lampoon* on particular people, 1 find they circu- ; 
late more by giving cojues in confidence to the friends . 
of the parties. However, 1 have home lore elegies, \ 
which, when favoured with this lady’s smiles, I mean ! 
to give the public. j 

Crab. ’Lore heaven, ma’am, they’ll immortalise < 
you! you will be handed down t<> posterity, like Pe¬ 
trarch’s Laura, or Wuller’s Sacharissa. 

Sir Ji. Yes, madam, I think you will like them, 
when you shall see them on a beautiful quarto page, 
where a neat rivulet of text shall murmur through a 
meadow of margin. ’Lore gad they will bo the most 
elegant things of their kind ! 

Crab. But, ladies, that’s true—-have you heard the 
news f 

Mrs C. What, sir, do you mean the report of- 

Crab. No, ma’am, that’s not it—Miss Nicely is 
going to he married to her own footman. 

Mrs C. Impossible! 

Crab. Ask Sir Benjamin. 

Sir Ji. Tis very true, ma’am ; everything is fixed, 
and the wedding liveries bespoke. 

Crab. Yes ; and they do say there were very press¬ 
ing reasons for it. 

Lady S. Why, I have heard something of this before. 

Mrs 0 . It can’t be ; and I wonder any one should 
believe such a story of so prudent a lady as Miss 
Nicely. * 

Sir B . O lud ! ma’am* that’s the very reason ’two* 
believed at once. She has always been so cautious 
and so reserved that everybody was sure there wae 
some reason for it at bottom. 

Mn 0 . Why, to be sure, a tale of scandal is as fatal 


to the credit of a prudent lady of her stamp as a fever 
is generally to those of the strongest constitutions. 
But there is a sort of puny sickly reputation that is 
always ailing, yet will outlive the robuster characters 
of a hundred prudes. 

Sir Ji. True, madam, there are valetudinarians in 
reputation as well as constitution; who, being con¬ 
scious of their weak part, avoid the least breath of 
air, and supply their want of stamina by care and cir¬ 
cu imqw;et ion. 

Mm C. Well, but this may be all a mistake. You 
know, Sir Benjamin, very trifling circumstances often 
give ri-*r to the most injurious tules. 

Crab. That they do, I’ll be -worn, ma’am. 0 lud! 
Mr Surface, pray b it true that your uncle, Sir Olmx, 
is coming h »me ? 

Joseph S. N« t that I know of, indeed, sir. 

Crab. He has been in the Last Indies a long time. 
You can scarcely remember him, I believe? Sad com¬ 
fort whenever he returns, to hear how your brother 
has gone on. 

JosejJ S. Charles has been imprudent, «ir, to be 
sure ; but I hope no busy people have already preju¬ 
diced Sir Oliver against him. He may reform. 

Sir B. To be sure he may ; for my part I never be¬ 
lieved him to be so utterly void of principle as people 
sav ; ami though he has lost all his friends, I am told 
nobodv i* Iwrtter spoke?* of by the .lews. 

Crab. That’s true, erad, nephew. If the Old Jewry 
wa- a ward, I Iwlieve Charles would Ik; an alderman : 
no man timre popular there ! 1 hear he pavs as many 1 

aunuitie> us the Irish tontine; and that, whenever he 
i** si<*k, they have prayers fur the recovery of his health j 
in all the synagogues. 

Sir Ji. Yet no man lives in greater splendour. 
They tell me, when he entertains his friends, he will 
-it down to dinner with a dozen of his own securities; 
have a score of tradesmen waiting in the antechamber, < 
and an officer behind every gue-t’s chair. j 

Joseph S. This may be entertainment to you, pen- ! 
tlemen ; but you pay very little regard to the feelings j 
of n brother. f 

Maria. Their malice is intolerable. Lady Sneer- j 
well, I must wUh you a good morning ; I’m not very * 
well. [Exit Maria s. j 

Mrs (’. 0 dear ! she changes colour very much. ! 
Lady S. Do, Mrs Candour, follow her: she may j 
want your assistance. ! 

Mrs C. That I will, with all my soul, ma’am. Poor j 
dear girl, who knows what her actuation may be ! j 

U xit Mra Candour . I 
Istdy S. ’T was nothing but that she could not bear ! 
to hear ("’baric** reflected on, notwithstanding their ! 
di tie re i ice. j 

S<r Ji. The young lady’s penchant is obvious. j 

Crab. But, Benjamin, you must not give up the j 
pursuit for tlint: follow her, and put her into good j 
humour. Repeat her some of your own verses. Come* f 
I II assist you. j 

Sir U. Mr .Surface, I did not mean to hurt you; I 
but, depend on’t, your brother i« utterly undone. i 

Crab. <) lud, ay ! undone as ever man was. Can’t | 
raise a guinea! ! 

Sir Ji. And every thing sold, I’m told, that was j 
moveable. • ‘ 

Crab. I have seen one that was at his house. Not j 
a thing left but some empty bottles that were over¬ 
looked, and the family pictures, which I believe are 
framed in the wainscots. 

Sir Ji. And I’m very sorry, also, to hear some bad 
stories against him. 

Crab. Oh I he has done many mean things, that’s 
certain. 

Sir B. But, however, as ho is your brother — ** * 

Crab. We’ll tell you all another opportunity. 

[Eaxmt Orator* md Sir B et jjfamm , 






Zadu S. Ha ! ha ! ’tis very hard for them to leave a Valet and Miss in her Teens , which arc still farou* 
aabject they have not quite run down. rites. But, unquestionably, the chief strength of 

Joseph S : And 1 believe the abuse was no more Garrick lay in his powers as an actor, by which he 
acceptable to your ladyship than Maria. 

Lady S. I doubt her affections are further engaged . 

than we imagine. But the family are to be here this 

evening, so you may as well dine where you are, and - - 

we shall have an opportunity of observing farther; in 

the meantime I’ll go and plot mischief, and you shall , H ” 

study sentiment. [Kmmt. • 


I In the last year of this period (1780), Mrs Cow- 
I ley, a neglected poetess, produced her lively comedy, 
The Belle's Stratagem , which is still popular on the 
I stage. In theatrical phrase, therefore, we may say 
i that, with respect to comedy, the season closed well, 
i and was marked by unusual brilliancy. 

! This period may be said to have given birth to 
the well-known species of sub-comedy entitled the 
Farce —a kind of entertainment more peculiarly 
English than comedy itself, and in which the lite- 
| rature of our country is surprisingly rich. As in- 
i ferior in dignity, it is here placed after comedy; hut 
| there are reasons why it might have been placed 
I first, for some of its luminaries nourished early in the 
! period, and by their productions exercised a con- 
; siderable influence on the comedies which came after, 

. and which have just been enumerated. Amongst 
; the first who shone in this field was David Garrick 
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David (Jarriek. 


(1716-1779), so eminent as an actor in both tragedy 
; and comedy. Garrick was a native of Lichfield, 
and a pupil of Dr Johnson, with whom he came to 
London to push his fortune. His merits quickly 
raised him to the head of his profession. As the 
manager of one of the principal theatres for a long 
course of years, he banished from the stage many 
plays which had an immoral tendency; and his 
personal character, though marked by excessive 
vanity and other foibles, gave a dignity and respec¬ 
tability to the profession of an actor. As an author 
he was more lively and various than vigorous or pro¬ 
found. He wrote some epigrams, and even ventured 
| on an ode or two; he succeeded in the composition of 
some dramatic pieces, and the adaptation of others 
to the stage. His principal plays are, The Lying 


I (iiinii k’s Villa, near Hampton. j 

i gave a popularity and importance to the drama 
I that it had not possessed since its palmy days in 
the reigns of Elizabeth and James. Sheridan ho¬ 
noured his mentor}' with a florid sentimental mo¬ 
nody, in which he invoked the ‘gentle muse’ to 
‘guard his laurelled shrine’— 

And with soft sighs disperse the irreverent dust 
Which time may strew upon his sacred bust. 

Fielding was another distinguished writer in this 
walk, though of all Lis pieces only one, Tom Thnmh, 
has been able to keep possession of the stage. lie 
threw off these light plays to meet the demands of 
the town for amusement, and parry his own clamo¬ 
rous necessities, and they generally have the appear¬ 
ance of much haste. Lore a-la-Motlv, by Mackmn, 
presented a humorous satire on the Scottish charac¬ 
ter, which was followed up by his more sarcastic 
comedy of The Man of the Ho////, performed in 1781. 1 
Macklin was an actor by profession, remarkable 
for his personation of Shyloek after he was ninety 
years of age; and his dramatic pieces are lively and 
entertaining. It must U* with some surprise that 
we find another successful author in this line in the* 
person of the Boy. Mr Townlcv, master of Merchant 
Tailors’ School: lie was the author of High Life * 
Below Stairs, a happy burlesque on the extravagance i 
and affectation of servants in aping the manners of ■! 
their masters, and which had the effect, by a well* 
timed exposure, of correcting abuses in the domestic | 
establishments of the opulent classes. i 

[Scenefroui High Life Below Stair*.) 'j 

Enter 8m ITariiy’s Skrvant. | 

Sir ] J . Oh, bo ! Are you thereabouts my lord duke! I 
Ihat may do very well by and by. However, you’ll : j 
never find me behind hand. [Offers to kits Kitty j 
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Duke. Stand off; you are a commoner; nothing 
under nobility approaches Kitty. 

Sir II. You rth) ao devilish proud of your nobility. 
Now, 1 think we have more true nobility than you. 

j,Lct me tell you, *ir, a knight of the shire- 

Duke. A knight of the shire! Ha, ha, ha! a mighty 
honour, truly, to represent all the fools in the eounty. 

Kit. () 1ml ! this is charming to see two noblemen 

quarrel. 

Sir 11. Whv, any fool may be bom to a title, but 
only a wise man ran make himself honourable. 

Kit. Well said, Sir Harry, that is good morillity. 
Dulr. I hope you make some difference, between 
hereditary honours and the huzzas of a mob. 

Kit. Very smart, my lord ; now, Sir Harry. 

Sir II. If you make use of your hereditary honours 

to screen you from debt- 

Duke. /of)fids! sir, what do you mean by that ? 

Kit. Hold, hold^ 1 shall have some fine old noble 
f blood spilt here. 11 a’ done, Sir Harrv. j 

Sir If. Not I ; why, he is always valuing himself j 
! upon hi* upper h«>u*e. i 

Ihtke. We have dignity. [Stoic. J 

Sir II. Hut what becomes of vour dignity, if we 
. refuse the supplies i* ( (pu<k. 

Kit. Peace, peace ; here’s lady Hab. 

lintel- J.aoy Il ia’s Hrrvani in a t hair. 

Dear I.adv Hab! 

Lady Hab. Mrs Kitty, your servant: I was afraid 
of taking cold, and so ordered the chair down stairs. 
Well, and how do you ? My lord duke, your servant, 

, and Sir Harry too, your*. 

Dub. Your lady-hip** devoted. 

/.ady H. I'm afraid I have trespa—ed in point of 
time. | /jfitjh •>n her truf'h.] But 1 got into mv 
favourite author. 

J>ub . Ye*, 1 i<>in:d her lady-hip at her studies this 
morning ; some wicked poem. 

Lady /?. Oh, n»u vrmrh! 1 never read but one 
( book. 

i Kit. Wbat i* your ladv-hip -o fund • f ! ! 

i Lady 11. Shiksjmr. Hid v 
Kit. Shik-pur ! Shik*pur! 

; never read Shik-pur. 

} Ia ut>t /». '1'hcn you have an immense pleasure to come, 
i Kit. Well, then. I'll read it over one afternoon or 
i other. Hmv’s I.adv ( harlotto. 

| latter I.adv ( if\i:i orrit’s M ill* in a < hair. 

{ Dear Lady Charlotte! 

I Lady (\ oh! Mrs Kitty, I thought 1 never should , 
! have reached vour hou-e. Such a fit of the cliolic ; 
! seized me. < >h ! Lady Ha!*, how long ha* your lady- j 
; ship been here f Mv chairmen were such drone*. My 
| lord duke! the pink of all good breeding. 

Ihdi. Oh! ma’uui. [Hairing. 

I Aid y C. And Sir Harry ! Your servant, Sir Harry. 

[ Formally. 

+8ir II. Madam, your e-naiit: I am sorry to hear 
your ladyship has been ill. 

Lady i\ You must give me leave to doubt the 
sincerity of that sorrow, sir. Hemember the Park. 

Sir It. The Park! I’ll explain that affair, madam. 
Ixuhj V. 1 want none of your explanations. 

[ Scornfully. 

Sir II. Dear Lady Charlotte ! 

1 Aid if C. No, sir; 1 have observed your coolness of 
late, and despise von. A trumpery baronet! 

Sir If. 1 see how it is; nothing will satisfy you hut 

nobility. That sly dog, the marquis- 

Lady C. None of your reflections, sir. The marquis 
is a person of hotiqpr, and above inquiring after a 
lady V fortune, as you meanly did. 

Sw H. I—I, madam I 1 scorn such a thing. I 
assure you, madam, l never—that is to say—Kgad, I 


-*> fund i f! 

uu m*vcr lead Shik-pur! 
Who wr*»te it ! No, I 


am confounded. My lord duke, what shall I nay to 
her? Pray help me out. [Afide. 

Duke. Ask her to show her legs. Ha, ha, hal 

[A fide. 

Knter Philip and Lovkl, laden with bottles. 

Phil. Here, my little peer, here is wine that will 
ennoble your blood! Both your ladyships’ most 
humble servant. 

Lor. [Aft'irti,uj to he drunk.'] Rpth your ladyships’ 
most humble servant. 

Kit. Why, Philip, you have made the hoy drunk. 

Phil. I have made him free of the cellar, ha, ha, ha! 

Iaiv. Yes, I am free ; I am very free. ' 

Phil. He lias had a smack of every sort of W ie, 
from humble port to imperial tokay. i 

h>r. Yes, 1 have been drinking kokay. j 

Kit. do, get you some sleep, child, that you may * 
wait on his lordship by and by. ! 

Lor. Thank you, madam ; 1 will certainly wait on 
their lordship- and their ladyships too. , 

[ Aside and exit, j 

Phil. Well, ladies, what sav you to a dance? and 
then to supper. 

Enter Cook, Coachman, Kingston, and Clok. 

Como here ; where are all our people ? I ? ll couple you. 
My lord duke will take Kitty ; Lady Hab will do me 
the honour <»f her hand ; Sir Harry and Lady Char¬ 
lotte ; coachman and cook ; and the two devils will 
dance together: ha! ha! hu! 

Dub. With submission, the country dances by 
and by. 

Lady l\ Av, av ; French dances before supper, and 
country dance* after. I bog the duke and Mrs Kitty 
mav give us a minuet. 

Dub. Dear Lady Charlotte, consider mv poor gout. 
Sir Harry will oblige us. [Sir Harry bous. 

All. Minuet, Sir Harry'; minuet, Sir Ham-. 

Kit. Marshal Thingumbob's minuet. [A minuet by 
Sir Hurry and Kitty ; awkward and conceited . 

Lady Mrs Kitty dances sweetly. 

Phil. And .Sir Harry delightfully. 

D >l>. Well enough for a commoner. 

Phil. Come, now to supper. A gentleman and a 
lady. I Tiny sit doxra.] Here is claret, burgundy, 
and champaign, and a bottle of tokay for the ladies. 
There are tickets on every bottle: if any gentleman 
chooses port- 

Duke. Port! *Tis only fit for a dram. 

Kit. Lady Hab, what shall I send you? Lady 
Charlotte, pray be free ; the more free the more 
welcome, a* they say in my country. The gentle¬ 
men w ill lx* so good as to take care of themselves. 

[A pause . 

Duke. Lady Charlotte, 4 Hob or nob !’ 

Lady ( Done, mv lord, in burgundy if you please. 

Duke. Here's your sweetheart and mine, and the 
friends of the company. [ They drink. A pause. 

Phil. Come, ladies and gentlemen, a bumper all 
round ; I have a health for you. 4 Here is to the 
amendment of our masters and mistresses.’ 

All. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, hn ! [Lemd laugh. A peruse. 

Kit. Ladies, pray what is your opinion of a single 
gentleman's service ? 

Lady C. Do you mean an old single gentleman I 

All. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ba, ha! [Loud laugh. 

Phil. My lord duke, your toast. 

Duke. Lady Hetty. 

Phil. Oh no, a health and a sentiment. 

Duke. Let us have a song. Sir Harry, your song. 

Sir 11. Would you have it! Well theu, Mm Kitty, 
we must call upon you: will you honour my 
muse t * 

All. A song, a song; ay, ay, Sir Harry’s song ; Sir 
Ham ’s song. 
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Zhtke. A song to be sure, but first, preludio. [Kism 
Kitty.] Pray, gentlemen, put it about. 

[Kisses round. Kingston kisses Cloe heartily . 

Sir H. See how the devils kiss ! 

Kit. I am really hoarse; but hem—I must clear 
up my pipes, hem! This is Sir Harry’s song; being 
a new one, entitled and called the • Fellow Servant, 
or All in a Livery.* [Sings. 

Phil. How do you like it, my lord duke? 

Puke. It is a vile composition. 

Phil. How so? 

Duke. 0, very low!—Very low indeed ! 

Sir H. Can you make a better ? 

Puke. I hope so. 

Sir H. That is very conceited. 

Puke. What is conceited, you scoundrel ? 

Sir II. Scoundrel! You are a rascal; I’ll null you 
by the nose. LA ll rise. 

Puke. Lookye, friend ; don’t give yourself airs, and 
make a disturbance among the ladies. If you are a 
gentleman, name your weapons. 

Sir II. Weapons!—what you will—pistols. 

Puke. Done, behind Montague House. 

Sir II. Done, with seconds. 

Puke. Done. 

Phil. Oh, for shame, gentlemen. My lord duke ! 
Sir Harry—the ladies!—tie! [Puke and Sir Harry 
affect to sing. A violent knocking. Kitty faints.] What 
the devil can that be, Kitty ? 

Kit. Who can it possibly be ? 

Phil. Kingston, run up stairs and peep. [Exit King¬ 
ston.] It sounds like my master’s rap: pray heaven it 
is not he! 

But by far the greatest of this class of authors 
remains to be mentioned. Samuel Foote (1721- 
1777) was born of a good family, and educated at 



Samuel Footo. 


I Oxford; but, squandering away his fortune, was 
j forced to become an actor and dramatic writer. In 
power* of mimicry, in wit, and in humour, he seems 
to have gone far beyond all the men of his own time, 
and it may be questioned if three such men have 
come under public notice in England. Samuel John- 
I *on, though be disliked the man for his easy morals 
, and his making the burlesquing of private characters 


a profession, was forced to admit the amaiing 
powers and fascinations of his conversation. It wa* 
in 1747 that Foote commenced a class of new enter¬ 
tainments in the Jlaynmrket theatre, in which he 
was himself the sole stage figure, and which proved - 
highly attractive by the many droll and whimsical 
portraits of character which they presented, many 
of these l>eing transcripts or caricatures of persons 
well known. The Diversions of the Morning , The 
Auction of Pictures , and The Englishman in Paris, 
were the names of some of these pieces. Of the re¬ 
gular farces of Foote, which were somewhat later j 
in production. The Minor —an unjustifiable attack ! 
upon the Methodists—was the most successfiil. It j 
was followed by The Mayor of Garratt , a coarse but [ 
humorous sketch, including tw r o characters, in Major j 
Sturgeon, the city militia officer, and J**rry Sneak, j 
which can never he completely ojasolcte. His plays j 
are twenty in number, and lie boasted, at the close j 
of his life, that he had added sixteen decidedly now | 
characters to the English stage. j 

' [ Tuf: Hunting. ] j 

[From * The Lame Lover. *J } 

(’ii a Ft lottk and Skhjkant Crnc cir. f 

Charlotte. Sir, I have oilier proofs of your hcroN : 
vanity not interior to that I have mentioned. 

Serjeant. Cite them. j; 

Char. The paltry ambition of levying and follow- i 
ing titles. 

Snj. Titles! I don’t understand you. ! 

[ Char. I mean the powrtv of fastening in public 
I upon men of distinction, for no other reason but be- 
[ cause of their rank; adherim: to . s ir lolm till the 
baronet is superseded by my lord ; quitting the puny 
peer for an earl ; and saenfioim: ail tiir/' to a duke. \\ 

Serj. Keeping good company !.a laudable ambition ! ; 

Char. True, sir, if tin* virtues that procured the i 
father a peerage could with that he entailed on the son. 1 
Serj. Have a care, hussy; there are sou-re latvs 
against speaking evil of dignities 

Char, Sir! ; 

Snj. Scamhilum maimatum is a statute must not j 
he trifled with: why, you are not one of those \ ulgur ! 
sluts that think a man the worse for h**ing a lord? j! 

i'hnr. No, sir; I am contented with only not think' i 
ing him the better. ’ j 

S» >j. For all this, I believe, hu^y, a right honour- j 
able proposal would soon make you alter your mind. I 
Char. Not unless the proposer had other qualities j 
than what he possesses by patent. Besides, sir, you i 
know Sir Luke is a devotee to the bottle. 

Serj. Not a whit the less honest for that. ; 

Char. It occasions one evil at least ; that when i 
under its influence he generally reveals all, some- | 
times more than he knows. , 

Serj. Proofs of an open temper, you baggage ; but, ’ 
come, come, all tin*,si* are hut lriding objections. 

Char. You mean, sir, they prove the object a trifle, j 
Serj. Why, you pert jade, do you play on my words! I 

I sav Sir Luke is-- l 

Char. Nobody. j 

Snj. Nobody! how the deuce do you make that j 
out? He is neither a fiersoii attainted nor outlawed, S 
may in any of his majesty’s courts sue or !>c sued, , j 
appear by attorney or in propria persona, can acquire, j i 
buy, procure, purchase, possess, and inherit, not only 
personalities, such as goods and chattels, but even ;' 
realities, as all lands, tenements, and hereditaments, jj 
whatsoever and wheresoever. 

Char. But, sir- j 

Snj. Nay, further, child, he m*jr dell, give, bedtow, 
bequeath, devise, demise, leone, or to farm let, ditto 

lands, or to any person whomsoever—and- 

Char. Without doubt, sir; but there are, notwith- 
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standing, in this town a great number of nobodic**, 
not described by Lord Coke. 

8m Lukk Limp makes his appearanoe, and after a short dia¬ 
logue, enter a Servant and delivers a card to 8m Lux a. 

Sir Luke . [Read*.] * Sir Gregory Goose desires the 
I honour of Sir Luke Limp's company to dine. An 
answer is desired.' Gadso! a little unlucky; I have 
been engaged for these three weeks. 

Serj. What! I find Sir Gregory is returned for the 
corporation of Fleeccm. 

Sir J/uke. Is he sol Oh, oh! that alters the case. 
George, give my compliments to Sir Gregory, and I'll 
certainly come and (line there. Order Joe to run to 
Alderman Inkle's in Threadneedle Street ; sorry can't 
wait upon him, but confined to bed two days with the 
new influenza. [Exit Servant. 

I Char. Y%u make light, Sir Luke, of these sort of 
| engagement*. ^ 

'I Sir Luke. What can a man do? These fellows 
j (when one has the misfortune to meet them) take 
| scandalous advantage: when will you do me the 
honour, pruv, Sir Luke, to take a bit of mutton with 
me! Do you name the day! They are as bad as a 
j beggar who attack* your conch at the mounting of a 
[ hill ; there is no getting rid of them • ithout a penny 
j to one, and a promise to t’other. 

S'vj. True; and then f<w such a time too—three 
; weeks 1 1 wonder they expert folks to remember. Jt 

is like a retainer in Michaelmas term for the summer 
assizes. 

Sir Luke. Not but upon these occasion* no man 
in Lngland is more punctual than- 

Later a Skkvavt, who gives Sik I.ckis a IrtLr. 

; From whom ? 

! Sen. Karl of lirctitford. The servant waits for an 
1 answer. 

Sir Luke. Answer! By your leave, Mr Serjeant 
and Charlotte. [/.YmL. J 4 Taste for music—Mum*. 
Duport — fail—dinner upon table at live.* Gadso! 
I hope Sir Gregory’s servant an't gone. 

Strv. Immediately upon receiving the answer. 

Sir Lukt ?. Hun after him as last as you can—tell 
him quite in despair—recollect an engagement that 
can’t in nature be missed, and return in an instant. 

> [Exit Servant. 

I Char. You see, sir, the knight must give way for 
! my lord. 

Sir hub'. No, faith, it is not that, my dear Char¬ 
lotte ; you saw that was quite an extempore business, 
i No, hang it, no, it is not for the title; but, to tell 
| you the truth, Brentford has more wit than any man 
I in the world : it is that makes me fond of his house, 
j Char. By the choice of his company he gives an 
, unanswerable instance of that. 

j Sir Luke. You are right, my dear girl. But now 
to give you a proof of his wit: you know Brentford's 
I finance* are a little out of repair, which procures him 
some visits that he would very gladly excuse. 

Serf. What need he fear! His person is sacred; 
for by the tenth of William and Mary- 

Sir Luke. Ho knows that well enough; hut for all 
that- 

Serj. Indeed, by a late act of his own house' (which 
does them infinite honour), his goods or chattels may 
be- 

Sir Luke. Seized upon when they can find them ; 
but he lives in ready furnished lodgings, and hire* his 
coach by the month. 

Serf. Nay, if the sheriff return * non inventus.' 

Sir Luke. A plague o' your law'; you make me lose 
sight of my story. One morning a Welsh coach- 
maker came with his bill to my lord, whose name was 
unluckily Lloyd. My lord had the man up. You 
ere called, 1 think, Mr Lloyd! At your lordship's 


SAMUEL FOOTS. 


service, my lord. What, Lloyd with an L! It was 
with an L, indeed, my lord. Because in your part of 
the world I have heard that Lloyd and Flloyd were 
synonymous, the very same names. Very often in¬ 
deed, my lord. But you always spell yours with an 
L ? Always. That, Mr Lloyd, is a little unlucky; I 
for you must know I am now paying my debts alpha- j 
hetically, and in four or five year* you might have j 
come in w ith an F; but I am afraid I can give you 
no hopes for your L. Ha, ha, ha! 

Enter a Sicrvawt. 

Sen. There was 'ho overtaking the servant. 

Sir Luke. That is unlucky : tell my lord I'll attend 
him. I’ll call on Sir Gregory myself. [Exit 
Serf. Why, you won't leave us, Sir Luke ? 

Sir Luke. Pardon, dear Serjeant and Charlotte; 
have a thousand things to do for half a million of 
people, jK>sitively ; promised to procure a husband for 
Lady Cicely Sulky, and match a coach-horse for Bri¬ 
gadier Whip; after that, must run into the city to 
borrow a thousand for young At-all at Almack's; send 
a Cheshire cheese by the stage to Sir Timothy Tankard 
in Suffolk; and get at the Herald's office a coat of 
arms to clap on the coach of Billy Bengal, a nabob 
newly arrived ; so you see I have not a moment to 
lone. 

Strj. True, true. 

Sir Luke. At your toilet to-morrow you may- 1 

[Enter a Servant abruptly, and runs ayaimt Sir Luke.] t 
Can’t you see where you are running, you rascal. j 

Strv. Sir, his grace the Duke of- I 

Sir Luke. Grace ‘---Where is he ? Where- \ 

Sen. Iri his coach at the door. If you an't better 
engaged, would be glad of your company to go into : 
the city, and take a dinner at Dolly's, 

Sir Luke. In his own coach, did you say? 

Serv. Yes, sir. 

Sir Luke. With the coronets—or- 

Serv. I believe so. 

Sir Luke. There’s no resisting of that. Bid Joe 
run to Sir Gregory Goose’s. j 

Strv. He is already gone to Alderman Inkle's. j 
Sir Luke. Then do you step to the knight—hey! : 
— no—you must go to my lord's—hold, hold, no—I • 
have it—step first to Sir Greg's, then pop in at Lord j 
Brentford'*, just an the company are going to dinner. , 
Strv. What shall I say to Sir Gregory ! j 

Sir Luke. Anything—what I told you before. j 

>S rr. And what to my lord? J 

Sir Luke. What!—Why, tell him that my uncle ; 
from F.psom—no—that won't do, for he knows 1 don’t j 
care a farthing for him—hey ! Why, tell him—hold, ! 
I have it. Tell him that a* I was going into my 
chair to obey his commands, I was arrested by a couple I 
of bailiffs, forced into a hackney coach, and earned 
into the Pied Bull in the borough; I beg ten thou- i 
sand panions for making his grace wait, but his grace j 

knows my misfor- [E.rein it Sir Luke and Sen \ \ 

Char. Well, sir, what d'ye think of the proof* l I 
flatter myself I have pretty well established my case, j 
Serf. Why, hussy, you have hit upon points; but 
then they are but trifling flaws, they don't vitiate the j 
title ; that stands unimpeached. 

The popularity of ‘The Beggar's Opera' being 
partly owing to the excellent music winch accom¬ 
panied the piece, we find in this period a number 
of comic operas, in which songs and dialogue alter¬ 
nate. Sheridan’s unexampled success has been 
already mentioned. 77m? Devil to Pay, by C Coffey, 
was long a favourite, chiefly for the female charac¬ 
ter, Neff, which made the fortune of several actresses; 
and among the beat pieces of this description are ? 
those by I&aac Bickjsrstaff, whose operas, The 

151 j 





fhom 1727 


CYCLOPEDIA OF 


to 3780 . 


i Padlock, Love, in a Villaye , Lionel Clarissa , &c., prc- 
i sent a pleasing union of lyrical charms with those of 
j dramatic incident and dialogue. Charles Dibdtn 
I was author and composer of a multitude of musical 
operas and other dramatic trifles: his Quaker, pro- 
i duced in 1777, is distinguished for its excellent music. 

i 

PERIODICAL ESSAYISTS. 

An attempt was made at this period to revive the 
! style of periodical literature, which had proved so 
!| successful in the hands of Addison and Steele. 

After the cessation of ‘The Guardian/ there was a 
1 long interval, during which periodical writing was 
confined to party politics. An effort was made to 
; connect it again with literature by Dr Johnson, who 
published the first paper of The Rambler on the 
20th of March 1750, and it was continued twice 
; a-week, without interruption, till the 14th of March 
| 1752. Johnson received only four contributions 
j j (one from Richardson the novelist) during the whole 
; course of the publication, and, consequently, the 
! work bore the stamp of but one mind, and that 
mind cast in a peculiar mould. The light graces and 
! genialities of Steele were wanting, and sketches 
of the fashions and frivolities of the times, which 
had contributed so much to the popularity of the 
: former essayists, found no place in the grave and : 
gloomy pages of ‘The Rambler.’ The serious and 
somewhat pedantic style of the work was ill-cal- j 
culated for general readers, and it was no favourite 
! with the public. Johnson, wh.cn he collected these 
I essays, revised and corrected them with great care, 

: but even then they appeared heavy and cumbrous; 

; his attempts at humour were not happy, and the 
; female characters introduced were all, as Garrick I 
| remarked, Johnsons in petticoats. They all speak the 
j game measured lofty style, and resemble figures in 
! sculpture rather than real life. The author’s um* of 
i hard words was a common complaint; hut it i< i 
; somewhat curious to find, among the words oi>- 
; jected to in ‘ The Rambler.’ resuscitation, narcotic, 
fatuity, and germination , which have now become of 
daily use, and carry with them no appearance of, 
pedantry. The turgid style of Johnson, however, 
often rose into passages of grandeur and beauty; his | 
j imagery is striking and original, mid his inculcation j 
: of moral and religious duty was earnest and impres- j 
i give. Goldsmith declared that a system of morals 
might he drawn from these essays. No other Eng¬ 
lish writer of that day could have moralised in such 


tender officiousness; and, therefore, no one should 
think it unnecessary to learn those arts by which 
friendship may be gained. Kindness is preserved 
by a constant reciprocation of benefits or interchange 
of pleasures; hut such benefits only can he lies to wed 
as others arc capable to receive, and such plea¬ 
sures only imparted as others are qualified to enjoy. 

Ev this descent from the pinnacles of art, no honour 
will be lost; for the condescensions of learning are 
always overpaid by gratitude. An elevated genius 
employed in little things, appears, to use the simile 
of Longinus, like the sun in his evening declination ; 
lie remits his splendour but retains his magnitude, 
and pleases more though he dazzles less.’ 

On revenge;—‘A wise man will make haste to 
j forgive, because he knows the true value of time, 
j and will not suffer it to pass away in unnecessary 
| pain. He that willingly sutlers the corroJ.ions of in¬ 
i’ vetcrate hatred, and gives up Ins fhys and nights to 
! the gloom and malice and perturbations of strata- 
j gem, cannot surely be said to consult his case. Ue- 
; sentment is a union of sorrow with malignity; a 
j combination of a passion which all endeavour to 
; avoid, with a passion which all concur to detest. 

| The man who retires to meditate mischief, and to 
exasperate his own rage; whose thoughts are em¬ 
ployed only on means of distress and contrivances of 
; ruin; whose mind never pauses from the rcinem- 
; branee of his own sufferings, hut to indulge some 
hope of enjoying the calamities of another, may 
justly he numbered among the most miserable of 
human beings, among those who are guilty without 
reward, who have neither the gladm-s* of prosperity 
nor the calm of innocence. 

Whoever considers the weakness both of himself 
and others, will not long want persuasives to for¬ 
giveness. We know not to w hat degree of malignity 
any injury is to he imputed; or how much its guilt, 
if we were to iusjH-ct the mind of him that com¬ 
mitted it, would be extenuated hv mistake, preei* 
pitatuv, or negligence; we cannot l>e certain how 
much more we feel than was intended to he inflicted, 
or how much we inert ;ec the mischief to our¬ 
selves by voluntary aggravations. We may charge 
to design the effects of accident ; we mav think the 
blow* violent only liecaiw* we have made ourselves 
delicate and tender; we are on every side in danger 
of error and of guilt, which we are certain to avoid 
only by sjieedy forgiveness. 

From this pacific and harmless teuq*T, thus pro¬ 
pitious to others and ourselves, to domestic trun- 


, a dignified strain as in the following passages:--- 
! On useful knowledge To lessen that disdain 
j with which scholars are inclined to look on tlieeom- 
i moil business of the world, and the unwillingness 
with which they condescend to learn what is not 
* < found in any system of philosophy, it may lie 

-ary to consider, that though admiration is ox- 
1 by abstruse researches and remote discoveries, 
pleasure is not given, nor affection conciliated, 
but by softer accomplishments, and qualities more 
' easily communicable to those about us. lie that 
j can only converse upon questions about which only 
j a small part of mankind has knowledge sufficient to 
I make them curious, must lose his days in unsocial 
! silence, and live in the crowd of life without a com- 
j panion. He that can only lie useful on great occa¬ 
sions may die without exercising his abilities, and 
1 stand a helpless spectator of a thousand vexations 
i which fret away happiness, and which nothing is re- 
i quired to remove but a little dexterity of conduct 
and readiness of expedients. 

No degree of knowledge attainable by man is able 
to set him above the w ant of hourly assistance, or 
to extinguish the desire of fond endearments and 


quillity and to social happiness, no man is withheld 
but by pride, by the fear of being insulted by his 
adversary, or despised by the world. It may be laid 
down as an unfailing and universal axiom, that “all 
pride is abject and mean.” It is always an ignorant, 
lazy, or cowardly acquiescence in a false apjaurauce 
of excellence, and proceeds not from consciousness 
of our attainments, but insensibility of our wants. 

Nothing can be great which is not right. Nothing 
which reason condemns can lie suitable to the dig¬ 
nity of the human mind. To be driven by external 
motives from the path w hich our own heart approves, 
to give way to anything but conviction, to suffer 
tlu.* opinion of others to rule our choice or overpower 
our resolves, i.s to submit tamely to the lowest and 
most ignominious slavery, and to resign the right of 
directing our own lives. 

f Ihe utmost excellence at which humanity can 
arrive is a constant and determinate pursuit of 
virtue without regard to present dangers or advan¬ 
tages; u continual reference of every action to the ;l 
divine will; a habitual appeal to everlasting jus- \ 
tice; and an unvaried elevation of tlie intellectual j 
eye to the reward which perseverance only can ob- ‘ 
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| tain. But that pride which many, who presume to 
' boast of generous sentiments, allow to regulate their 
! measures, 1ms nothing nobler in view than the ap- 
i probation of men; of beings whose superiority we 
| are under no obligation to acknowledge, and who, 

; when we have courted them with the utmost 
! assiduity, can confer no valuable or permanent re- 
; ward ; of l>eingH who ignorantly judge of what they 
| do not understand, or partially determine what they 
I have never examined ; and whose sentence is thcrc- 
! fore of no weight, till it has received the ratification 
; of our own conscience. 

j He that can descend to bribe suffrages like these 
at the price of his innocence; he that can sutler the 
| delight of such acclamations to withhold his atten- 
j tion from the commands of the universal sovereign, 
1ms little reason to congratulate* himself ujion the? 
■ greatness ?>f his mind; whenever he awakes to 
| seriousness and rejection, he must become despicable 
| in his own eyes, and shrink with shame from the 
remembrance of his cowardice and folly. 

Of him that hopes to l>c forgiven, it is indispen¬ 
sably required that he forgive. It is therefore super¬ 
fluous to urge anv other motive. On this great 
duty eternity is suspended . and to him that refuses 
to practise it, tin* throne of mere) is inaccessible, 
and the Saviour of the world has been horn in vain.’ 

A still liner sjicruuen of .Johnson’s style is af¬ 
forded in an e.s*av on retirement from tin* world :— 
‘On him.* says the moralist. Mbit appear* to 
pass through things tom{M>ra) with no other c.iiy 
than not to h>*c finally the tilings eternal, I look 
with such v< ’i< ratioM as inrlim-s me to approve his 
conduct in the whole, without a minute examina¬ 
tion of its parts ; yet I could n**\cr Ibrluar to wish, 
that while Vice is every day multiplying sedure- 
ments, ami stalking forth with more hardened clfrm- 
tcry, \'irtue would not withdraw the inllucuee of 
her presence, or forbear toasn*rt her natural dignity 
hv open and undaunted perseverance in the right. 
1‘iety practised in solitude, like the flower that 
blooms in the desert, may give its fragrani'e to the 
winds of heaven, and delight those unbodied spirits 
that survey the works of (i«>d and the actions of 
men ; but it bestows no assistance upon earthly 1 k - 
ings, and, however free from taints of impurity, yet 
wants the sacred splendour of Ivncfleonec.* 

These sentences show the stately artificial style 
of dolmson, which, when supported by profound 
thought, or pointed morality, as in the foregoing ex¬ 
tracts, appears to great advantage, but is unsuited 
to ordinary topics of life and conversation, lienee, 
he shines more in his colloquial displays, as recorded 
by Boswell, where much of this extraneous pimp 
was left off, while all the point and vigour of his 
understanding, and the powers of wit and imagi¬ 
nation, were retained. He is, in fact, a greater man 
in the pages of his biographer than in his own 
works: the intellectual gladiator of the club evinced 
a more powerful, ready, and various mind, than he 
could emlxxlv in his deliltoratc writings in the closet. 
Goldsmith was directly the reverse: he could argue 
best, as he said, with tlit* pen in his hand. 

[ Talr of Annintfait and Ajot.\ 

[From ‘ Thcjlaniblcr/J 

Of the happiness and misery of our present state, 
part arises from our sensations, and part from our 
opinions; part is distributed by nature,and part is in 
a great measure apportioned l>y ourselves. Positive 
pleasure we cannot always obtain, and positive pain 
w© often cannot remove. No man can give to his own 
plantations th© fragrance of the Indian groves ; nor 
will any precepts of philosophy enable him to withdraw 


his attention from wounds or diseases. But the nega- 1 
tive infelicity which proceeds, not from the pressure of i 
sufferings, but the absence of enjoyments, will always j 
yield to the remedies of reason, 

(>ne of the great arts of escaping superfluous un- j 
easiness, is to free our minds from the habit of com- \ 
paring our condition with that of others on whom the j 
blessings of life are more bountifully bestowed, or with j 
imaginary states of delight and security, perhaps un- i 
attainable bv mortals. Few are placed in a situation 
so gloomy and distressful as not to see every day ; 
beings yet more forlorn and miserable, from whom : 
they may learn to rejoice in their own lot. ! 

No inconvenience is less superable by art or diligence j 
than the inclemency of climates, and therefore none j 
affords more proper exercise for this philosophical ab- ; 
struct ion. A native of Fngland, pinched with the frosts 
of December, may lessen his affection for his own 
country by suffering his imagination to wander in the 
vales of Asia, and sport among woods that are always 
green, and streams that always murmur ; but if he 
turns his thoughts towards the polar regions, and con¬ 
siders the nations to whom a great portion of the year 
is darkness, and who are condemned to pass weeks 
and months amidst mountains of snow*, he will soon 
recover his tranquillity ; and while he stirs his fire, 
or throws Ids cloak about him, reflect how much he 
owes to providence that he is not placed in Greenland 
or > Iberia. 

The barrenness of the earth, and the severity of the 
skies in these dreary muniries are such as might be 
expected to confine the mind wholly to the contempla¬ 
tion of necessity and duties-, so that the care of escap- 
j inir death from cold and hunger should leave no room 
I for those passions which, in lauds of plenty, influence 
I conduct, or diversify characters ; the summer should 
| Ik* -pent only in providing for the winter, and the win¬ 
ter in longing f u* the sumnn r. 

Vet learned curiosity is known to have found its 
w ay into those abode* of poverty and gloom : Upland 
and Iceland have their historian--, their critics, and 
their poet* ; and Love, that extends his dominion 
wherever humanity can be found, perhaps exerts the 
Mine power in the Greenlander’s hut as in the palaces 
of eastern monarch*. 

In one of the large caves to which the families of 
Greenland retire together, to pass the cold months, 
and whi' li may be termed their villages or cities, a 
youth and maid, who came from different parts of the 
country, were j-o much distinguished for their beautv, 
that they were called by the rest of the inhabitants, 
Anninuuit and Ajut, from a supposed resemblance to 
their ancestors of the same names, who had been trans¬ 
formed of old into the sun and inoon. 

Anniugnit for some time heard the praises of Ajut 
with little emotion, but at last, by frequent interviews, 
liecamo sensible of her charms, and first made a disco¬ 
very of hi* affection by inviting her with her parents 
to a feast, where he placed before Ajut the tail of a 
whale. Ajut seemed not much delighted by this gal¬ 
lantry ; jet, however, from that time wm observed 
rarely to appear but in a vest made of the skin of a 
white deer; she used frequently to renew the black 
dye upon her hands and forehead, to adorn her sleeves 
with coral and shells, and to braid her hair with great 
exactness. 

The elegance of her dress, and the judicious dispo- ; 
sition of her ornaments, had such an'effect upon An- 
ningait that he could r.o longer be restrained from a 
declaration of his love. He therefore composed a 
poem in her praise, in which, among other heroic and 
tender sentiments, he protested that * She was beauti¬ 
ful as the vernal willow*, and fragrant as thyme upon 
the mountains; that her fingers were whit© a© th© 
teeth of the morse, and her smile grateful aa th© dis¬ 
solution of th© ice: that he would pursue her, though 
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she should pass the snows of the midland cliffs, or lover, or so much overpowered by his mspifieence, 
seek shelter in the caves of the eastern cannibals ; that she followed him to the sea-side; and when she 
that he would tear her from the embraces of the genius saw' him enter the boat, wished aloud that he might 
of the rocks, snatch her from the paws of Amaroc, and return w ith plenty of skins and oil ; that neither the 
rescue her from the ravine of Jflnfgufa.’ He concluded mermaids might snatch him into the deeps, nor the 
with a wish, that, ‘whoever shall attempt to hinder spirits of the rocks confine him in their caverns, 
his union with Ajut, might be buried w ithout his bow, She stood a while to gaze upon the departing vessel, 
and that in the land of souls his skull might serve for and then returning to her hut, silent and dejected, 
no other use than to catch the droppings of the starry laid aside from that hour her white deer skin, suf- 
lamps.’ ferod her hair to spread unbraided on her shoulders, 

This odo being universally applauded, it was ex- .mi forbore to mix in the dances of the maidens. She 
pected that Ajut would soon yield to such fervour endeavoured to divert her thought by continual ap- 
and accomplishments ; but Ajut, with the natural plication to feminine employments, gathered moss for 
haughtiness of beauty, expected all the forms of court- the winter lamps, and dried grass to line the boots ol 
ship ; and before she would confess herself conquered, Anningait. Of the skins which he had bestowed upon 
the sun returned, the ice broke, and the season of her, she made a fishing-coat, a small boat, and tent, 
labour called all to their employments. all of exquisite manufacture ; and while she was thus 

Anningait and Ajut for a time always went out in busied, solaced her labours with a song, i'/i which she 
the same boat, and divided whatever w'us caught, prayed * that her lover might hiCve hands stronger 
Anningait, in the sight of his mistress, lost no oppor- than the paw* of the bear, and feet swifter thru? the 
tunity of signalising his courage; he attacked the feet of the rein-deer; that his dart might never err, 
sea-horses on the ice; pursued the seals into the and that his boat might never leak; that he might 
water ; and leaped upon the back of the whale while never stumble on the ice, nor faint in the w’utor; that jj 
he was yet struggling with the remains of life. Nor the seal might rudi on his harpoon, and the wounded j 
was his diligence less to accumulate all that could be whale might dash tin* waves, in vain.* 
necessary to make winter comfortable ; he dried the The large boats in which the t ircenlnnders transport 
roe of fishes, and the flesh of seals; he entrapped deer their families are always noved by women ; for ft man 
and foxes, and dressed their skins to adorn his bride ; will not debase biinself by work which requires neither 
{ he feasted her with eggs from the rocks, and strewed skill nor courage. Anningait was therefore exposed 
i her tent with flowers. by idleness to tin* ravages of passion. Ho went thrice 

It happened that a tempest drove the fish to a di to tin* stern of the boat with an intent to leap into 
| tant part of the coast before Anningait had completed j the water 1 swim back to his mistress; but re- j 

his store ; he therefore intreated Ajut that she would ' Electing the misery which they must endure in the 
at last grant him her hand, and accompany him to winter, vvitho t oil for tin* lamp, or .Ain*- for the bed, ; 
that part of the country whither he was now mum- lie resolved t<> employ tin* weeks <>f aWnr* 4 in provi- ; 
moned by necessity. Ajut thought him not vet cn- | sion fora night of plenty and felicity, lit* then coin- ; 
titled to such condescension, hut proposed, as a trial posed his emotions as lie could, and expressed in wild ! 
of his constancy, that he should return at the end of numbers and uncouth images his hopes, his narrows, ' 
Rummer to the cavern where their acquaintance com- and his fears. * <) life,’ says he, ‘ frail and uncertain! 
menced, and there expect the reward of his assiduities, where shall wretched man find thy resemblance but 
*0 virgin, beautiful as the sun shining on the water, in ice floating on the ocean f It towers on high, it 
| consider,’said Anningait, 4 what thou hast required, sparkles from alar, while the storms drive und the 
IIovv easily may inv return he precluded hv a sudden waters heat it, the -un melts it above and the rocks 
! frost or unexpected fogs ; then must the night he shatter it below. W hat art thou, deceitful pleasure ! 

! passed without my Ajut. Wo live not, my fair, in those hut a sudden blaze -trcatniiur from the north, which : 

fabled countries which lying strangers so wantonly plays a moment on the eye, umok* the traveller with 
i describe ; where the whole year is divided into short the hopes of light, and then vanishes forever! What, 
j days and nights ; where the same habitation serve*-for 1 love, act thou but a whirlpool, which we approach 
| summer and winter; where they raise houses in rows without knowledge of our danger, drawn on by iuijier- 
i above the ground, dwell together from year to year, eeptible degrees till we have lost all power of resist- 
1 with flocks of tame animals grazing in the fields about unco and escape ! Til) I fixed mv eyes on the graces ' 
them; can travel at any time from one place to an- f Ajut, while 1 had yet not called her to the ban- 
other, through ways inclosed with trees, or over walls j qnet, I was careless as*t he sleeping morse, I was merrv 
raised upon the inland waters ; and direct their course j as the singers in the stars. Why, Ajut, did 1 gaze 
through wide countries, by the sight of green hills or upon thy graces? Why, my fair, did I call thee to 
’’■•red buildings. Even in summer we have no the banquet? Vet, be faithful, my love, remember 
'* of crossing the mountains, whose snows are Anningait, and meet my return with the smile of 
r dissolved ; nor can remove to any distant resi- virginity. 1 will chase tin* deer, I will subdue the 
" i ce, but in our boats coasting the bays. Consider, whale, resistless as the frost of darkness, and un- 
Ajut ; a few summer days and a few winter-nights wearied as the summer sun. In a few weeks I shall 
j and the life of man is at an eml. Night is the time return prosperous and wealthy ; then shall the roe-fish 
of ease and festivity, of revels and gaiety; but what and the porpoise feast thy kindred ; the fox and hare 
will be the flaming lamp, the delicious seal, or the shall cover thy couch ; the tough hide of the seal shall 
soft oil, without the smile of Ajut !* shelter t hee from cold ; and the fat of the whale illu- 

The eloquence of Anningait was vain ; the maid minute thy dwelling.* 
continued inexorable, and they parted with ardent Anningait having with these sentiments consoled 
promises to meet again before the night of winter. his grief and animated his industry, found that they 
Anningait, however discomposed by the dilatory had now coasted the headland, and’ saw the whales 
coyness of Ajut, was yet resolved to omit no tokens spouting at a distance. He therefore placed himself !} 
of amorous respect; and therefore presented her at in his fishing-boat, called his associates to their seve- ' • 
his departure with the skins of seven white fawns, of ral employments, plied his oar and harpoon with in- 
five swans, and eleven seals, with three marble lamps, credible courage and dexterity ; and, by dividing his 
ten vessels of seal oil, and a laigc kettle of brass, j time between the chase and fishery, suspended the 
which he had purchased from a ship at the price of ! miseries of alienee and suspicion, 
half a whale and two horns of sea-unicorns. j A jut, in the meantime, notwithstanding her ne- 

Ajut was so much affected by the fondness of her | glected dress, happened, as she was dry ing some skins 
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In the sun, to catch the eye of Nomgwuk, on hi« return 
I from hunting. Norngsuk wan of birth truly illustrious. 
HU mother had died in childbirth, and bin father, 
the most expert fisher of Greenland, had perished by 
too clone pursuit of the whale. His dignity was 
j equalled by hi* riches ; he wan master of four men’s 
and two women’s boats, had ninety tubs of oil in his 
winter habitation, and five-awl-twenty seals buried 
in the snow against the season of darkness. When 
! he saw the beauty of Ajut, he immediately threw over 
i her the skin of a deer that he had taken, and soon 
after presented her with a branch of coral. Ajut re¬ 
fused his gifts, and determined to admit no b»vcr in 
the place of Anningait. 

Nomgsuk, thus rejected, had recourse to stratagem. 
He knew that Ajut would consult an Angckkok, or 
j diviner, concerning the fate of her lover, and the feli- j 
city of he^future life. He therefore applied himself 
, to the most eelelfhited Angekkok of that part of the 
country, and by a present of two seals and a marble 
kettle, obtained a promise that when Ajut should 
consult him, he would declare that her lover was in 
the land of «ouN. A jut, in a short time, brought him 
! a coat made by licj>eli, and inquired what events 
were to befall her* with assurances of a much larger 
! reward at the return of Anningait the prediction 
should Hatter her dt-ires. The An.*d;kok knew the 
, way to riches, and ton told that Anningait, having 
already caught tw<> whale*, would s..on return home 
with a large boat ladui with pr*>\ i-’wn-. 

This prognostication she was ordered to keep secret ; 
and Norngsuk, depending upon Ids artifice, renewed 
bis addresses with great* r confidence ; 1.wt tindinj his 
suit still uissticeei—ful, applied him-elf t<> her parents 
with gifts atol promises. 1 he wealth < f tireeuiand 
is too jMove^ful for the \irtue of a < ireenlsiwler ; they 
forgot the merit and the presents «*f Amnngait, and 
decreed Ajut t<* the embraces of Nurng-mh. >he 
' entreated ; *lw remor,-tented ; she wvpt and raved ; 
but finding riches irresi-tibb', th-d away int<- the up¬ 
lands, ami 1 ivctl in nc.i\e upon -wh la rrics as sb ■ 
could gather, and tin* bird- or hares which she bad 
. the fortune to in*nure, taking care, at an hour when 
(die was not likely to he found, to D.w the sea cu-ry 
day, that her lover might not miss her at hi- re¬ 
turn. 

At last, she v 'aw the great boat in which Anningait, 
hud departed, stealing slow and heavy laden along 
the const. She ran with all the impatience of affec¬ 
tion to catch her h»\cr in her anus, and relate hereon- j 
stuncy and sufferings. When the company reached 
the land, they informed her that Anningait, after the 
fishery wa« ended, being' unable to *up|M>rt the slow 
passage* of the vessel of carriage, had set out before 
them in his fmhing-hoat, and they expected at their 
arrival to have found him on shore. 

Ajut, distracted at this intelligence, wa« about to Hy 
; into the hills, without knowing why, though she was 
| now in the hands of her parents, who forced her hack 
;j to their own hut, and endeavoured to comfort her; 
jj hut when at last they retired to rest, Ajut went down 
j to the bench, where, finding a fishing-boat, she entered 
It without hesitation, and tolling those who wondered 
at her rad) ness that she was going in search of Annin¬ 
gait, rowed awav with great swiftness, and was seen 
no more. 

Tho fate of these lovers gave occasion to various 
fictions and conjectures. Some arc of opinion that 
they were changed into stars; others imagine that 
Anningait was seized in his passage by the genius of 
tho rocks, and that Ajut was transformed into a mer¬ 
maid, and still continues to seek her lover in the de- 
Herts of the sea. But the general persuasion is, that 
they are both in that part of the land of souls where 
the sun never sets, where oil is always fresh, and pro¬ 
visions always warm. The virgins sometimes throw a 


thimble and a needle into the bay from which the ! 
hapless maid departed ; and when a Greenlander 
would praise any couple for virtuous affection, be 
declares that they love like Anningait and Ajut. j 

The Adventurer, by Dr Hawkes worth, succeeded | 

1 The Humbler,’ and was published twice a-week from 
1752 to 1754. John Hawkesworth (1715-1773) j 
rose from being a watchmaker to considerable lite* * 
rary eminence by bis talents and learning. He ; 
was employed to write the narrative of Captain i 
Cook's discoveries in the Pacific ocean, by which he J 
realised a large sum of money, and he made an ex- ! 
ccUent translation of Telemachus. With the aid of \ 
I)r Johnson, Warton, and others, he carried on ‘^he ! 
Adventurer’ with considerable success. It wa# more ; 
various than ‘The Rambler’—more in the style of j 
light reading. Haw kesworth, however, was an imi- 
tutor of Johnson, and the conclusion of ‘The Ad- j 
venturer’ has the Johnsonian swell and cast of ima- ; 
gination :— ; 

•The hour is hastening in which whatever praise 
or ( ensure I have acquired hy these compositions, if 
they are remembered at all, will be remembered with 
equal indifference, and the tenor of them only will j 
aflord me comfort. Time, who is impatient to date j 
my last paper, will shortly moulder the hand that is 
now writing it in the dust, and still this breast that j 
j now throbs ut the reflection : hut let not. this be read ! 
i as something that relates only to another ; for a few > 
i years only can divide the eye that is now reading i 
i from the hand that has written. This awful truth, 

; however obvious, and however reiterated, is yet fre- 
| (joi ntly forgotten ; for surely, if we did not lose our 
i remembrance, or at h ast our sensibility, that view 
| would always predominate in our lives which alone j 
j can afford us comfort when we die.’ 



liawkcttwurth‘» Monument, Iireiv.lt*)'. 

The World was the next periodical of this class. 
It was edited by Dr Moore, author of the tragedy 
of * The Gamester,’ and other works, and was dis¬ 
tinguished by contributions from Horace Walpole* 
Lord Lyttelton, Soame Jenyns, and the Earl of 
Chesterfield. * The World’ has the merit of being very 
readable: its contents ore more lively than any of 
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its predecessors, and it is a better picture of the 
times. It was published weekly, from January 1758 
to December 1756, and reached a sale of 2500 
a-week. 

Another weekly miscellany of the same kind, 
The Connoisseur , was commenced by George Col- 
man and Bonnel Thornton—two professed wits, who 
wrote in unison, so that, as they state, 4 almost every 
single paper is the joint product of both.’ Cowper the 
poet contributed a few essays to 4 The Connoisseur,’ 
short but lively, and in that easy style which marks 
his correspondence. One of them is on the subject 
I of 4 Conversation,’ and he afterwards extended it 
! into an admirable poem. From another, on country 
i churches, we give an extract which seems like a leaf 
. from the note-book of Washington Irving : — 

* 4 It is a difficult matter to decide which is looked 

! upon as the greatest man in a country church—the 
! parson or his clerk. The latter is most certainly 
! held in higher veneration, when the former happens | 
! to be only a poor curate, who rides post every Sab- i 
j bath from village to village, and mounts and dis- f 
i mounts at the church door. The clerk’s office is not : 
only to tag the prayers with an amen, or usher in 
I! the sermon with a stave ; hut he is also the univer- 
! sal father to give away the brides, and the standing : 
godfather to all the new-born bantlings. But in 
j many places there is a still greater man belonging • 

! to the church than either the parson or the clerk 
; himself. The person 1 mean is the squire ; who, i 
j like the king, mav he styled head of the church in 
j his own parish. If the benefice he in his own gift, ; 

I the vicar is his creature, and of consequence entirely ; 

| at his devotion; or if the care of the church he left ; 

! to a curate, the Sunday fees of roast-beef and plum- j 
1 pudding, and a liberty to shoot in the manor, will j 
bring him as much under the squire’s command as j 
his dogs and horses. For this reason the bell is ' 

| often kept tolling and the people waiting in the 
! churchyard an hour longer than the usual time; 
nor must the service begin till the squire lias strutted 
up the aisle and seated himself in the great pew in 
the chancel. The length of the sermon is also mea¬ 
sured by the will of the squire, as formerly by the 
hour-glass; and 1 know one parish where the 
: preacher has always the complaisance to conclude 
his discourse, however abruptly, the minute that 
the squire gives the signal by rising up after his 
nap.’ 

4 The Connoisseur’ was in existence from January 
| 1754 to Septemlier 1756. 

j In April 175s, Johnson (who thought there was 
4 no matter’ in 4 The Connoisseur,’ and who had a 
I very poor opinion of ‘ The World’) entered again 
inf" this arena of light literature, and commenced 
i ’ f ihr. The example of his more mercurial ple¬ 
xors had some effect on the moralist, for ‘The 
1 her’ is more gay and spirited than 4 The Rambler.* 
it lived through 108 nmnl>ers, twelve of which were 
contributed by his friends Thomas Warton, Langton. 
j and Sir Joshua Reynolds. 4 The Idler* was the last 
experiment on the public taste in England of perio¬ 
dical essays published separately. In the 4 Town 
i and Country Magazine,’ and other monthly miscel¬ 
lanies, essays were given along with other contribu- 
, tions, and it was thus that Goldsmith published his 
i compositions of this sort, as well as his Chinese 
j Letters . Henceforward, politics engaged the public 
j attention in a strong degree, and monopolised the 
! weekly press of London. 

I In Scotland, after aii interval of twenty years, 
j The Mirror , a series of periodical essays, made*its 
appearance, and was continued weekly from January 
. 1779 to the end of May 1780. Five years after- 
j wards The Lounger was commenced and continued 


about two years, the number of essays being 101. ! 
Both of these publications were supported by the ; 
same authors, namely, Mr Henry Mackenzie (the 
Man of Feeling), Mr (afterwards Lord) Craig, Mr 
(afterwards Lord) Cullen, Mr (afterwards i^ord) . 
Bannatyne, Lord Hailes, Professor Richardson of 
Glasgow, Lord Wedderburn, Mr (afterwards Lord) 
Aboreromby, Mr Fraser Tytler, Baron Hume, Sec. 

A few papers were supplied by volunteers, but the 
regular contributors were this hand of friendly law¬ 
yers, whose literary talents were of no common 
order. Mr Mackenzie acted ns editor of the miscel¬ 
lanies, and published in them some of his most 
admired minor productions, containing pathos, sen¬ 
timent, and a vein of delicate irony and humour. 

[Story of La 7iV.(7m'.] k 

(From 4 The Minor.*'') ; 

More than forty year- ago, an I’.nglish philosopher, ! 
whoso works have .-iuee been road and ad mi rod by all 
Kuropo, resided at a little town in France. Some* 
disappointments in his native country had first driven • 
him abroad, and ho was afterwards indneed to remain j 
there, from having found, in this retreat, where the J 
connexion,-even of nut i<>n and language were a voided, • 
a perfect seclusion and retirement highly favourable j 
to the development of abstract subjects, in which he ! 
excelled all the writers of hi- time. 

Perhaps in the structure of such a mind as Mr -- 
the tiner and more delicate m nsibilities are seldom 
known to have place ; or, if originally implanted then*, 
are in a great measure extinguished by the exertions 
of intense study ami profound investigation. Hence | 
the idea of philosophy and unfeclingm being united ! 
has become proveibial, and in common language the 
former word i- often used to express the latter. Our 
philosopher has been ensured by some as deficient in 
warmth and feeling; but the mildness of his manner- j 
has been allowed by all ; and it i- certain that, if he i 
was not ea-ily melted into compassion, it was at len-t ; 
not difficult to awaken hi- benevolemv. 

(bit* morning, while he .-at bu-ied in those specula¬ 
tions which afterwards a-toni-hed the World, an old 
female dome-tie, who served him for a lmu-ek»*epcr, 
brought him word that an elderlv gentleman and his 
daughter had arrived in tin? village tlies preceding 
evening on their wav to home distant country, and ; 
that the lather had be< u suddenly seized in the night 1 
with a dangerous disorder, which the people of the 
inn vvheu* they lodged feared would prove mortal ; 
that she had been sent for as having some knowledge 
in medicine, the village surgeon being’ then absent; 
ami that it was truly piteous to.see the good old man, 
who seemed ln.t -o much nlHicted by his own distress 
as by that which it cau-ed to hi- daughter. Her 
master laid aside the volume in hi- hand, and broke 
off the chain of ideas it hail inspired. His night-gown 
was exchanged for a coat, and he followed his go aver- 
nante to the sick man’s apartment. 

’inas the best in the little inn where they lay, but 

a paltry one notwithstanding. .Mr- was obliged 

to stoop as he entered it. Jt was floored with earth, 
and above were the joists, not plastered, ami hung , 
with cobwebs. On a flock-bed, at one end, lay the 
old man lie came to visit; at tin* foot of it sat his 
daughter. She was dressed in a clean white bed- ; 
gown ; her dark locks hung loosely over it as she bent J 
lorward, watching the languid looks of her father. 

Air - and his housekeeper had stood some mo- j 1 

ments in the room without the young lady's being 
sensible of their entering it. ‘Mademoiselle!’ said .j 
the old woman at last in a soft tone. She turned, and ! - 

* This fine tale Is by Ilenry Mackenzie. The character of 
the philosopher was intended for Hume. : i 
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showed one of the finest faces in the world. It was 
touched, not spoiled with sorrow; and when she per¬ 
ceived a stranger, whom the old woman now intro¬ 
duced to her, a blush at first, and then the gentle 
ceremonial of native politeness which the affliction 
of the time tempered, hut did not extinguish, crossed 
it for a moment, and changed its expression. ’Twits 
j sweetness all, however, and our philosopher felt it 
; strongly. It was not a time for words; he offered his 
j services in a few sincere ones. * Monsieur lies mise- 
j rably ill here,’ said the gouverminte ; ‘if he could 
J possibly be moved anywhere.’ ‘ If he could be moved 
j to our house,’ said her master. Ho had a spare bed 
I for a friend, and there was a garret room unoccupied, 
i next to the gouvernante’s. It was contrived accord- 
: ingly. The scruple* of the stranger, who could look 
i scruples though lie could not speak them, were over¬ 
come, and 4 !he hashful reluctance of his daughter gave 
way to her beliet%d its use to her father. The sick 
i man was wrapt, in blankets and carried across the 
street to the English gentleman’s. 'Hie old woman 
helped his daughter to nurse him there. The surgeon, 
who arrive ! c oi,n after, prescribed a little, and nature 
' did much for him ; in a week he wa* able to thank 
hi* benefactor. • 

Hy this time hi* )io-.t had learned tin* name and 
character of his guc»t. He was a I’i i.tc-tant clergy¬ 
man of Switzerland, called La Roclng a widower, who 
had lately buried his wit'*- after a bmg and lingering 
illno-, for which travelling had been prescribed, and 
was h"\v returning home, after an ineffectual and 
melancholy journey, with his .inly child, the daughter 
we have mentioned. 

He was a devout man, a- became hi* profession. 
H<* possessed devotion in a!! its warmth, but with 
none of it* asperity ; I m* an that n*pei ity which m< n, 
called dev out, sometimes indulge in. Mr though 

he felt no devotion, never quarrelled with it in others. 
His gouvernante joined the old man and hi- daughter 
in the pravers and thanksgivings which they put up 
on his recovery ; for she, to.., was a heretic in the 
phrase of the village. The philosopher walked out, 
with hi* long -tat!'ami lii- dog, and left them to their 
prayer* and thanksgivings. ‘ Mv master,’ i 1 1 thf 

old woman, ‘ala-! he is not a Christian, but he is the 
best of unbelievers.’ ‘Not a Christian!’ exclaimed 
Mademoiselle La Roche ; * yet he saved my father! 
Heaven bless him for’t ; I would he were a Christian!* 
4 There is a pride in human knowledge, my child,’ 
said her father, ‘which often blinds men to the sub¬ 
lime truths (f revelation; hence opposers if Chris¬ 
tianity are found among men of virtuous lives, as well 
as among those of dissipated and licentious charac¬ 
ters. Nay, sometimes I have known the latter more 
easily converted to the true laith than the former, 
because the fume «>f passion is more easily dissipated 
than the mist of false theory and delusive specula¬ 
tion.’ 4 Hut Mr ■---•,* said his daughter; ‘alas! my 
father, he shall be a Christian before he dies.* >he 
was interrupted by the arrival of their landlord. He 
took her hand with an air of kindness ; -.he drew it 
away from him in silence, threw down her eyes to the 
ground, and left the room. 4 I have l>een thanking 
God,* said the good La Roche, ‘for my recovery.’ 
4 That in right,’ replied his landlord. 4 1 would not 
wish,* continued the old man hesitatingly, 4 to think 
otherwise; did I not look up with gratitude to that 
I being, I should bandy be satisfied with my recovery as 
j a continuation of life, which, it may be, is not a real 
j good. Alas ! 1 may live to wish 1 had died, that you 
; lmd left me to die, sir, instead of kindly relieving me 

(he clasped Mr-’a hand); but when I look on this 

renovated being as the gift of the Almighty, I feel a 
far different sentiment; mv heart dilates with grati¬ 
tude and lovb to him; it is prepared for doing his 
will, not as a duty, but as a pleasure j and regards 


every breach of it, not with disapprobation, but |dth 
horror.’ 4 You say right, my dear sir,* replied the J 
philosopher; ‘but you arc not yet re-established 1 
enough to talk much; you must take care of your j 
health, and neither study nor preach for some time, j 
I have been thinking over a seneme that struck me * 
to-day when you mentioned your intended departure. ! 

1 never Was in Switzerland ; I have a great mind to * 
accompany your daughter and you into that country. 

I will help to take care of vou by the road ; for, as I 
was your first physician, I hold myself responsible for , 
j your cure.* La Roche’s eyes glistened at the pro- ; 

| posal; his daughter was called in and told of it. She ] 
j was equally pleased with her father; for they really 1 
j loved their landlord not perhaps the less for his i 
! infidelity ; at least that circumstance mixed a sort of j 
: pity with their regard for him : their souls were not | 

| of a mould for harsher feelings; hatred never dwelt ■ 
in them. 

! They travelled bv short stages ; for the philosopher 
j vva* a* good as his word, in taking care that the old 1 
man should not be fatigued. The party had time to 
I be well acquainted with one another, and their friend- 
; ship vva- increased by acquaintance. Iai Roche found j 
a degree of simplicity and gentleness in his com- j 
panion which is not always annexed to the character i| 
of a learned or a wise man. Hi* daughter, who was ' 
prepared to be afraid of him, was equally undeceived, j 
She found in him nothing of that self-importance J 
which superior part-, or great cultivation of them, is \ 
apt to confer. He talked of everything but philo- j 
^ophy or religion ; he seemed to enjoy every pleasure ; 
and aimwment of ordinary life, ami to be interested 
in the most common topics of discourse; when his 1 
knowledge or learning at any time appeared, it was 
delivered with the ntmo-t plainness, and without the ; 
lea-t shadow of dogmatism. On his part he was j 
charmed with the society of the good clergyman and 
hi- lovely daughter. He found in them the guileless 
manner of the earliest times, with the culture and ac- J 
compli-hmcnt of tin* nm-t refined ones. Every better ! 
fooling warm and vivid ; every ungentle one repressed I 
or overcome. He was not addicted to love; but he 
felt himself happy in luring the friend of Mademoiselle ; 
La Roche, and -ometimes env ied her father the pos- j 
se- d'*n of such a child. j 

After a journey of eleven day«, they arrived at the I 
dw elling of La Roche. It was situated in one of those | 
valleys of the canton of Herne, where nature seems to j 
ivp"se, as it wore, in quiet, and has enclosed her re- ; 
treat with mountains inaccessible. A stream, that ; 
spent its fury in the hills above, ran in front of the ; 
house, and a broken waterfall was seen through the j 
wood that covered its -ides ; 1 k*1ow, it circled round a i 
tufted plain, and formed a little lake in front of a i 
village, at the end of which appeared the spire of La ; 
Roche’s church, rising alvove a clump of beeches. Hr ■ 

i- enjoyed the beauty of the scene; but to his j 

’companions it recalled the memory of a wife and ;j 
parent they had lost. The old man’s sorrow was >'! 
silent his daughter soblved and wept. Her father < 
j took her hand, kissed it twice, pressed it to his 
! bosom, threw up his eyes to heaven, arid having wiped 
off a tear that was just about to drop from each, began 
to point out to his guest some of the most striking ,; 
objects which the prospect afforded. The philosopher ■ 
interpreted all this ; and he could but slightly censure j 
the creed from which it arose. j 

They bail not been long arrived, when a nuinlvcr of j 
La Roche’s parishioners, who had heard of his return, 
came to the house to see and welcome him. The 
honest folks were awkward but sincere in their pro¬ 
fessions of regard. They made some attempts at 
condolence; it was too delicate for their handling, 
but La Roche took it in good part. ‘ It has pleased 
God,* said he; and they saw he had settled the matter 
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With himself. Philosophy could not have done so ties overtake me— and I have had my share—it con- 
Bkttch with a thousand words. fers a dignity on my affliction, so lifts me above the 

It was now evening, and the good peasants were world. Man, 1 know, is but a worm, yet methiiiku I 
about to depart, when a clock was heard to strike am then allied to Hod !* It would have been inhuman 
seven, and the hour was followed by a particular in our philosopher to hare clouded, even with a doubt, 
chime. The country folks who had come to welcome the sunshine of this belief. 

their pastor, turned* their looks towards him at the His discourse, indeed, was very remote from meta- 
sound; he explained their meaning to his guest, physical disquisition,or religious controversy. Ofnll 


chime. The country folks who had come to welcome the sunshine of this belief. 

their pastor, turned* their looks towards him at the His discourse, indeed, was very remote from meta- 
sound; he explained their meaning to his guest, physical disquisition, or religious controversy. Ofnll 
* That is the signal,’ said he, i for our evening exercise; men lever knew, It is ordinary conversation was the 
this is one of the nights of the week in which some least tinctured with pedantry, or liable to disxcrU- 
of my parishioners are wont to join in it ; a little tion. With Ha Hoehe and his daughter it was per* 
rustic saloon serves for the chapel of our family, and feetly familiar. 'The country around them, the man- 
such of the good people a,s are with us. If you choose ners of the village, the comparison of both with those 
rather to walk out, I will furnish you with an at- of Kngland, remarks on the works of favourite authors, 
tendant; or here are a few old books that may afford on the sentiments they conveyed, and the passions j 
you some entertainment within.’ 4 By no means,’ an- they excited, with many other topics in which there j 
swered the philosopher, 4 1 will attend Mademoiselle wax an equality or alternate advantage among the J 


you some entertainment within.’ 4 By no means,’ an- they excited, with many other topics in which there 
swered the philosopher, 4 1 will attend Mademoiselle wax an equality or alternate advantage among the 
at her devotions.’ 4 She is our organist,’ said La speakers, were the subjects they talked mi. Their 
Roche; 4 our neighbourhood is the country of musical hours too of riding and walking wav many, in which 

mechanism, and I have a small organ fitted up for Mr -, as a *imnger, wax shown the remarkable 

the purpose of assisting our singing.’ 4 ’Tis an addi- scenes and curiosities of the country. They would 
tion&l inducement/ replied the other, and they walked j sometimes make little expeditions to contemplate, in 
into the room together. At the end stood the organ ditlcront attitudes, those astonishing mountains, the 
mentioned by La Roche; before it was a curtain, I dill’s of which, covered with eternal snows, and some- 


which his daughter drew aside, and placing herself on times 


oting into fun tactic shapes, form the termi- 


a seat within, and drawing the curtain dose, so as to nation of most of the Swiss pro<perts. < »ur philosopher 
save her the awkwardness of an exhibition, began a asked many question* as to their natural history and 
voluntary, solemn and beautiful in the highest degree, productions. La Hoehe observed the sublimity of the 

Mr-was no musieiun, but he was not altogether ideas whirh the view of their stupendous summits, 

insensible to music; this fastened on his mind more inuccc*.*ible to mortal foot, was ealculated to inspire, 
strongly, from its beauty being unexpected. The which naturally, said ho, leads tin* mind to that 
solemn prelude introduced a hymn, in which such of j Koine by whom their foundations wow laid. ‘ They 

said Mademoiselle with a 


the audience ax could sung Initpo dgUply joined ; the j are not’seen in blunders/ said Madomo 
words werejiwxsi-W'taken from holy writ! it *p<ihiMhc j sigh. 4 That’s an odd remark/ said Mr - 
praises T)f food, ami his care of good men. Something 1 blushed, and lie inquired no larther. 

__!.i xi... ... ..i '1 .n .. a:..:, .1 i i*r . i. . . t i »•. • ... 


1 That’s an odd remark/ said Mr - 


, smiling. 


wax said of the death of the just, of sueh tis die in tin 


I’was with re::ret hr 


cietv in which he 


Lord. The organ was touched with a hand Its.* firm ; j found himself so happy ; but he settled with La Roche 


it paused, it ceased, and the sobbing of Mademoiselle 
La Roche wax heard in its stead. Her father gave a 
sign for stopping the psalmody, and rose to pray. He 
was discomposed at first, and hi* voice faltered ic he 
spoke; but hix heart was in his words, and his warmth 
overcame his embarrassment. He nddn.**ed;t Being 
whom he loved, and lie spoke lbr th«*>e he loved, i 1 
parishioners eatehed the ardour of the good old man ; 
even the philosopher felt himself moved, and forgot 
for a moment to think why he should not. La Roche’* 
religion w'as that of sentinmnt, not theory, and his 


! and hi* dcugliter a plan of eorrespomlenee ; and they 
1 took his promise, that if t ier 1m came within fiftv 
i league* of their dwelling, he should travel those fifty 
j league* to i Lit them. 

About three year* after, our philosopher was on a 
vi*it at Leneia; the promLe he made to La Roche 
and his daughter on hi* former > Lit was recalled to 
hi* mind by a \ iew of that range of mountain*, on a 
part of which they lmd oltcn looked together. There 
was a reproach, too, conveyed along with the recollec¬ 
tion, for his having failed to write to either for several 


guest was averse from disputation ; their discourse, month* past. The truth >va*, that indolence wu* the 


therefore, did not lead to questions concerning the 
belief of cither; yet would the ol<l man sometimes 
speak of his, from the fulness of a heait impressed 
with its force, and wishing to spread the pleasure lie 
enjoyed in it. The ideas of his (iod and his Saviour 
were so congenial to hix mind that c\ery emotion of 


habit most natural to him, from which he was not 
easily »ou*ed by the claims of eorre-pondenec either 
of hix friend* or of his enemies ; when the latter drew' 
their pen* in controversy, they were dim unanswered 
ns well a* the former. While he was hesitating about 
a visit to ].a Roche, which he wished to make, but 


it naturally awaked them. A philosopher might | found the eflort rather too much lor him, he received 
I.’.mc tailed him an enthusiast; but it he possessed j a letter from the old man, which hud been forwarded 
: < ft r.our of enthusiasts, he wax guiltless of their I to him from l’aris, where he hud then his fixed reii- 


• n\. 4 Our father which art in heaven!’ might 

good man say, for he felt it, and all mankind 
ore his brethren. 


deuce. It contained a gentle complaint of Mr.- ’# 

want of punctuality, but an a**urance of continued 
gratitude for hix former good offices ; and as u friend 


^ ou regret, my ftiend, said he to Mr , 4 when whom the writer ron*idoted interested in his family 
my daughter and I talk of the exquisite pleasure de- it informed him of the approaching nuptial* of Made- 
lived from music, you regret /our want of musical mni,cllc.J.a Itocho nit), a young man, a relation of 
powers and musical feelings; it is a department of tier own, and formerly a t.Ji.il of her father's of the 
fl0 .. » ->' ou Iiature J,as denied you, most amiable disposition*, ami respectable character, 

which from the effects you see it have on others you Attached from their earliest years, they had been 
are sure must be highly delightful \\ |,y should not s-),arated by his joining one. of the subsidiary reci- 
the same thing be said of religion I. Trust me, 1 feel meats of the canton, then in the service of a foreign 


it in the same way-an energy, an inspiration, which power. In tlL'^t^tiin'lm had diVtin'cmlshed "him" 
} woal * n0 ‘ ? U th f e ble f‘"f »r en- self as much for course an.I military skill as for the 

joyments of'the world, yet, so far from lessening my other endowments which he had cultivated at home, 
relish of the p casures of life methmks I feel it The term of hi, service was now expired, and they cL 
heighten them all. The thought of receiving it from netted him to return in k few thl aM 

God adds the blemn^ of sentiment to that of sensa- man hotied ax be c xnressed it in hi** letter to iolw 
tion in every good thfng I possess; and when calami their luffi, m,d L& £ dWL JOiB 
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Our philosopher felt himself interested in this event; flow from the throne of God. *Tis only from the be- 
but he was not, perhaps, altogether so happy in the lief of the goodness and wisdom of a Supreme Being j 
tidings of Mademoiselle La Roche's marriage as her that our calamities can be borne in that manner which { 
father supposed him. Not that ho was ever a lover of becomes a man. Human wisdom is hereof little use; J 
the lady's ; hut he thought her one of the most amiable for, in proportion as it bestows comfort, it represses : 
women he had seen, and there was something in the feeling, without which we may cease to be hurt by j 
idea of her being another's for ever, that struck him, calamity, but we shall also cease to enjoy happiness, 
he knew not why, like a disappointment. After some I will not bid you Ik* insensible, my friends—I cannot, , 
little speculation on the matter, however, he could I cannot, if I would (his tears flowed afresh)—I feel 
look on it as a thing fitting, if not quite agreeable, too much myself, and I am not ashamed of my fecl- 
and determined on this visit to see hi** old friend and ing* ; but therefore may I the more willingly be 
his daughter happy. heard ; therefore have I prayed God to give me 

On the last day of his journey, different accidents strength to speak to you. to direct you to him, not with 
| had retarded his progress: he was benighted before empty words, but with these tears; not from specu- 
! he reached the quarter in which l.a Roche resided, lation, but from experience; that while you see ne 
j His guide, however, was well acquainted with the r«»ad, j sutler, you may know also my consolation. j 

' and he found himself at last in view of the lake, j You behold the mourner of his only child, the last j 

which I Iih^o before describe*!, in the neighbourhood j earthly stay and blessing of his declining years! < 

’ of La Roche's addling. A light gleamed «>n the j Such a child too! It becomes not me to speak of her j 
water, that seemed to proceed from the house; it j virtues; yet it is but gratitude to mention them, be- • 
moved slowly along as he proceeded up the side of j cause they were exerted towards myself. Not many 
the lake, ami at last he saw it glimmer through the day* ago you saw her young, beautiful, virtuous, and ! 
trees, and stop at some distance from the place where happy: ye who are parents will judge of my felicity : 
he then was. He supposed it Home piece of bridal then— ye will judge of my afflicti n now. Rut I look 
; merriment, ami pushed on hi> lmr.»e that he might be towards him who struck me; I see the hand of a 
a spectator of the scene; but he M ns a good deal father amidst the chastening*? of my God. Oh! could , 
shocked, on approaching tin* spot, t<* find it pro< e«-d l make you feel what it is to pour out the heart when ; 
from the torch of a person clothe*! in the dre-s of an it is prewd down with many sorrows, to pour it out ; 
attendant on a funeral, ami accompanied by M-\«>ral with confidence to it tut, in whose hands are life and 
others, who, like him, seemed to have been employed | death, **n whose power awaits all that the first enjoys, , 

in the riter* of sepulture. ] and in contemplation **f whoru disappears all that the ■ 

On Mr —.'« making inquiry who wan tin* person | kt-t can inflict. Lor we are not as those who die , 

they had been burying, one of them, with an accent ! without hope; we know that our Redeemer liveth— 
more mournful thau is common to their profe*ni<*u, j that we shall live with him, with our friends his ser- 
answered, ‘then you know not Mademoiselle, sir ? y<m j rants, in that blessed land where sorrow is unknown, 
never beheld a lovelier.' * La R*K’be!' exclaimed he, and happiness is endm.v* as it is perfect. Go, then, 
in reply. ‘Alas! it was she indeed!' The apjnutr- mourn not for me; 1 have not lost niv child: but a 
ance oi’ surprise ami grief which his countenance as- little while and we shall meet again, never to be 
sumed attracted the notice of the peasant with whoire separate*!. Rut ye are alv> inv children : would ye that 

he talked. He came up doner to Mr-; ‘ I per- 1 should not grieve without comfort ! So live a* she 

eeive, sir, you were acquainted with Mademoiselle La lived ; thut when your death comcth. it may be the 

Roche.’ 4 Acquainted with her! Good God ! when— death >f the right«*ou«, and your latter end like 

how—whore did she die? Where is her father?* his.* j 

* She died, sir, of heart-break, I believe; the young Mich was the exhortation of La Roche ; bis audience 
gentleman <*> whom she was soon to have been mar- nnswered it with their tears. The good old man had 
ried, was killed in a duel by a French officer, his in- i dried up his at the altarof the Lord ; his countenance 
timate companion, and to whom, before their quarrel, ! hud lost its sadness, and assumed the glow' of faith 

he had often done the greatest favours. Her worthy \ ami of hope. Mr-followed him into his house. ; 

father bear* her death a* he has often told us a t’hii— j The inspiration of the pulpit was past ; at sight of 
tiaii should ; he is even so composed as t,* be now in j him the scene they had last met in rushed again on , 

his pulpit, ready to deliver a few exhortations c,i his j his mind ; La Roche threw his arms round his neck, ;j 

parishioners, as is the custom with us on such o<va- ! ami watered it with his tears. The other was equally 


sions : follow me, sit, and y*n shall hear him.' He 
followed the man without answering. 

'Hie church was dimly lighted, except near the 
pulpit, where the venerable La Roche was seuted. 
liisi jwoplc w T ere now lifting up their voices in a 
psalm to that Being whom their pastor had taught 
them ever to bless and t<> revere. La Roche sat, bis 


affected ; they went together in silence into the par- ! 
lour where the evening service was wont to be per- 
formed. The curtains of the organ were open; La i 
Roche started back at the sight. ‘Oh! my friend,* u 

said he, and his tears burst forth again. Mr-had i, 

now recollected himself; he stept forward and drew »S 
the curtains close; the old man wiped off his tears, ij 


figure bending gentlv forward, his eyes half-closed, j 
lifted up in silent devotion. A lamp placed near him < 
threw its light strong on his head, and marked the j 
shadowy lines of age across the paleness t.f his brow, j 
thinly covered with gray hairs. The music ceased : 
La Roche sat for a moment, and nature wrung a few 
tears from him. llis people were loud in their grief. I 

Mr-was not less affected than they. La Roche j 

arose: ‘Father of mercies,' said he, ‘ forgive these 
; tears ; assist thy servant to lift up his soul to thee ; to 
: lift to thee the souls of thy people. My friends, it is 
good so to do, at all seasons it is good ; but in the 
j days of our distress, what a privilege it is 1 Well 
j saith the sacred book, “Trust in the Lord; at all 
{ times trust in the Lord.** When every other support 
' fails us, when the fountains of worldly comfort are 
j dried up, let us then seek those living waters which 


and taking bin friend's hand, ‘ You see my weakness,* 
slid lu*; ‘ *t is the weakness of humanity; but my 
comf>*ri is not therefore lost.' 4 1 heard you,* said the 
other, * in the pulpit; 1 rejoice that such consolation is 
yours.* ‘It is, inv friend,’ said he, 4 and 1 trust 1 
shall ever hold it fast. If there are any who doubt 
our faith, let them think of what importance religion 
is to calamity, and forbear to weaken its force ; if they 
cannot restore our happiness, let them not take away 
the solace of our affliction.* 

Mr -*s heart was smitten ; and I hare heard 

him long after confess that there were moments when 
the remembrance overcame him even to weakness; 
when, amidst all the pleasures of philosophical die* 
covery, and the pride of literary fame, he recalled to 
his mind the venerable figure of the good La Roohe, 
and wished that he had never doubted* 
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The decline of the tragic drama was accompanied 
by a similar decline of the heroic romances, both 
being in some measure the creation of art imagina¬ 
tive and chivalrous spirit. ‘Atf France had Men the 
country in which the early romance, metrical or 
I prosaic, flourished in greatest perfection, it was from 
, the same nation that the second class of prose fie- 
j tions, the heroic romances, also took its rise. The 
( heroes were no longer Arthur or Charlemagne, but 
a sort of pastoral lovers, like the characters of Sir 
1 Philip Sidney’s ‘ Arcadia,’ who blended modern with 
chivalrous manners, and talked in a style of conven¬ 
tional propriety and decorum. This spurious^ off¬ 
spring ofjeomanee was begun in the seventeenth 
celtttlfy by an author named Honor? d’Urfe, who 
was followed by Gombcrville, Calprenede, and Ma- 
I dame Seudery. DTrfehad, episodically, and under 
borrowed names, given an account of the gallantries 
of Henry IV.’s court, which rendered his style more 
piquant and attractive; but generally, tills species of 
composition was harmless and insipid, and its pro¬ 
ductions of intolerable length. The 4 Grand Cyrus* 
filled ten volumes! Admired as tliev were in their 
own day, the heroic romances could not long escape 
being burlesqued. The poet Se.irron, about the time 
"of our commonwealth, attempted this in a work 
which he entitled the ‘ Comique Homan,’ or * Comic 
Romance,’ which detailed a long series of adventures, 
as low as tho*c of Cyrus were elevated, and m a style 
of wit and drollery of' which there is hardly miy 
other Example: This work, though designeiTonly 
aTYTTfidTerous imitation of another class of fictions, 
becarntTFhe first of a class of its own, and found fol¬ 
lowers in England long before we had any writers 
of the pure novel. Mrs Aphra Helm amused the 
public during the reign of Charles II. by writing 
tales of personal adventure similar to those of s«\ir- 
ron, which are almost the earliest specimens of prose 
fiction that we possess. She was followed by Mrs 
MSftlftV, whose works are equally humorous, mul 
eq ually ,. licentious.. The fictions (if Daniel Defoe, 
which have been adverted to in the preceding sec¬ 
tion, are an improvement upon these tales, being 
much more pure, while they, at the same time, con¬ 
tain more i interesting pictures of character and situa¬ 
tion. Other models were presented in "fhe—rarly 
parFof the century by the French novelist lx* Sage, 
whose • Gil Bias,’ and 4 Devil on Two Sticks,’ imi¬ 
tating in their turn the fictions of a rtain Spanish 
"writers, consist of humorous ami satirical pictures 
of modern manners, connected by a thread of adven- 
im*. In England, the first pictures of real life in 
}>’*' ise fiction were given by I )efoe, who, in his graphic 
details, j^pd personal adventures, all impressed w ith 
the strongest jijipeaLwj^ of truth or probability, 
^IjaTTICIfer, "in his own walk, beeft excelled." That 
walk, however, was limited: Trf genuine humour or 
j vapoty of character he had no conception ; and he 
! paid little attention to the arrangement Of his plot. 

The gradual jpiprovement in thcloueimd manners 
[ ^jeS^riPle^onipIicate^ relations oflUor the grow- 
j figeo ntrast between town and country manners, 
Tind all the artificial distinctions thaf erowd in w ith 
e dmmerge, w ealth, and luxury, banished the heroic 
fdrnance,~ahct gavrTiseto “the novel, in which the 
passion of love still maintained its place, but was 
surrounded by events and characters, such as arc 
witnessed in ordinary life, under various aspects and 
modification The three great founders of fhis 
ijpproved*pecie£A3^^ 9 new theatre 

of living Richard - 

son, Fielding, ftnSTomolElfwho even yet, after tlie 


lapse of more than a century, have had no superiors, 
and only one equal. 

SAMUEL RICHARDSON. 

Samuel Richardson was born in Derbyshire in 
1689, and was the son of a joiner, who could not 
afford to give his son more than the ordinary ele- i 
ments of education. When fifteen years of age, he 
was put apprentice to a printer in lxmdou; and oy i 
good conduct rose to be master of an extensive busi- 1 
ness of his own, and printer of the Journals of the < 
House of Commons. In 1754 he was chosen master ! 
of the Stationers’ Company, and in 1760 he pur- ( 
chased a moiety of the patent of printer to the king, 1 
which ‘greatly increased his emoluments. l ift wan 
ivurospcrous and liberal man — nuld in his manners 
ami ilisposltluus^and seems to have luili only one 
niarked vanity. From a very early 

period of his life, Richardson was a fluent letter- 
writer: at thirteen Ik* was the confidant or three 
young women, w hose lou* correspondence he carried 
on without any one knowing that he was secretary 
to the others. Two Ixmdon publishers having urged , 
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him, when lit* was above the age of fifty, to write 
them a book of familiar letters on the useful con¬ 
cerns of life, he set about the com| k>si turn of his 
Pamela, as a warning to young ja'ople, and w ith a 
hope that it would ‘ turn them into a course of jaaid- 
mg different from tlie ponqj'atul.paradc of rom a nce 
It wrts“ written in about three months, 
and published in the year 1741, with such success, 
that five editions were exhausted in the course of 
one year. ‘It requires a reader,’ says Sir Walter 
Scott, * to b£ In some degree acquainted ujlUl41ui 
huge -XulTorTyf Inanity, over which our ancestors 
pawned themselves to sleep, ere he can estimate tlie 
delight they must have experienced from this unex- 
I>erted return to froth and nature/ ' Pamela* bc- 
eaine tlie rage of the town; ladies carried the 
volumes with them to Kanelagh gardens, and held 
them up to one another in triumph. Tope praised 
the novel as likely to do more good than twenty 
volumes of sermons; and I)r Sherlock recommended 
it from the pulpit! In 1749 appeared Richardson’* 
second and greatest work, 7'As Hktary qf Clarium 
Harlowc; and in 1753 his novel, designed to repre- 
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sent the beau ideal of sixi^itlenian and Christian, 
The UTstort/ Wf Sir Charles Grandison. The almost 
upexamnled succors and popularity of Richardson’s 
life ah<T writings were to himself disturbed and 
plouded by nervous attacks, which rendered him 
I plicate and fliehle in health. He was flattered and 
'soothed by a number of female friends, in whose 
society he spent most of his time, and after reaching 
the goodly age of seventv-two, ho died on the 4th of 
July 1701. 

The works of Richardson are all pictures of the 
heart. No man understood human nature lxdter, 
or could draw with greater distinctness the minute 
shades of feeling and sentiment, or the. final result* 
of our passions. Tie wrote his novels, it is said, in 
htt'McfrsTiop, in the intervals of business; and must 
have dcrivqjl exquisite pleasure from the moral 
anatomy in whicl^Jie was silently engaged— con¬ 
tacting his characters through t He scenes of his 
ideal world, and giving expression to all the feelings, 
motives, and impulses, of which our nature is sus¬ 
ceptible. He was happiest in female characters. \ 
Much of his time had been sj>ent with the gentler j 
sex, and his own reared liahits and nervous sensibi- | 
lity approximate! to feminine softness. He well 
repaid the sex for all their attentions by his eha- j 
ruder of Clarissa, one of the noblest tributes ever 
paid to female virtue and honour. The moral tie- 1 
ration of this heroine, the saintly purity whieh she j 
preserves amidst scenes of the dullest depravity and 1 
thw most seductive gaiety N and the never-tailing 
sweetness and lienevoleuce of her temper, render 
Clarissa one of the brightest triumphs of the whole ! 
range of imaginative literat ure. Perhaps the climax 
of her distress Is tan overwhelming too oppressive 
to the feelings - hut If Is a healthy sorrow. We sec 
the* full radiance of virtue ; and no reader ever n*.>e 
from the perusal of those tragic scenes without feel¬ 
ing his moral nature renovated, and his detestation 
of vice increased. 

* Pamela' is a work of much humbler pretensions • 
than ‘Clarissa Marlowe:’ it is like the domestic, 
tragedy of Lilly compared w ith lx?ar or Macbeth. 
A simple country girl, whom her master attempts , 
to seduce, and afterwards marries, can Ik? no very 
dignifn djwroijjyu. lint the excellences of Kiehard- 
sOU'tire'strikingly apparent in this his first novel. 
His ] >o \v er <_>f gitc i m is fa n tiyl. .paint ing is evinced ill 
(lie multitude of small details which lie brings to] 
henrotV his story—-thCVirv wardrobe nf poor Pamela, < 
I.r gbWhOf sad-coloured stutf, and her round-eared | 
caps—ber various attempts at escape, and the tfon- j 
veviince of her letters—the hateful character of Mrs | 
JeVlreC and thf* ffnetuating pvassions of iier.iJULUter, 
before the lxdter pttTTUT Tits naFuFIfobtains the as- 
—(heie are all touched with the hand of a 
nuist^f. * The seduct ive scene* are tod highly coloured 
rdfTfWOJtern taste, and Pamela is deficient in natu- 
dignity; she is too tniiio aTiiiT 

suhimssi ye: )mt whntTd?ITffaged witli the tale, we 
TTrtflT only of her jjeiumtl innocence and artlessness; 
qf her sad tciala and affl jettons, down to her last eon- 
nrt^rhent, when she hid her papers in the rose-bush 
in the garden, and sat by the side of the pond in 
utter despair, half-meditating suicide. The eleva¬ 
tion of this innocent wild lovely young creature to be 
the bride of her master Tir im net of Justice; but 
after all, we feel she was too good for him, and wish 
she had effected her escape, and been afterwards 
united to some great and wealthy nobleman who 
had never condescended to oppress the poor and un¬ 
fortunate. The moral of the tide would also have 
been improved by some such termination. Esquire 

B-should have been mortified, and waiting maids 

taught not to tolerate liberties from their young 


masters, because, like Pamela, they may rise to qb- 
tain their hand in marriage. 

‘Sir Charles Grandison’ is inferior in general in* 
teresj^as well as truth, to either of Richardson’s , 
bthbr novels. The ‘ good man* and perfect gentle- j 
man, perplexed by the love of two ladies whom be 
regarded with equal affection, is an anomaly in nib 
ture w whHi we cannot sympathise. The hero 
of ‘Clarissa,’ Lovelace, being a splendid and ac¬ 
complished, a gay and .smiling vmain, llicliardson 
wished to make Sir Charles in all respects the very 
opposite: lie has given him too little passion... and 
t<K) much perfection for frail humanity. In this novel, 
however, is one of the most powerful of all our 
author’s delineations—the madness of CLementi a. 
Shakspcare himself has scarcely draw n a more affect¬ 
ing or luurowjiig picture of high-souled suffering and 
blighting calamity. The same accumulation of dc- 
talhrnS in ‘ Clarissa,’ all tending to heighten the 
effect and produce the catastrophe, hurry on the , 
reader with breathless anxiety, till he has learned j 
the last sad event, and is plunged in unavailing grief, j 
This is no exaggerated account of (he sensations pro- j 
duced by Richardson's pathetic scenes. lie is one of j 
the »w**t powerful and tragic of novelists; and that j 
he is so, in spite of much tedkqis ness of descxiptioti, 
much repetition and prolixity of barratlvty is th e j 
K-st testimony to his art'ltnd gimii|s. The extreme i 
length nf rmr TUiTTibCs hOVeTsfthe epistolary style in \ 
which they arc ;d\ written, and the number of mi- ; 
note and apparently unimportant circumstances ! 
witli which they alnmnd, added to the more ener¬ 
getic character of our subsequent literature, have 
tended to ea*t Richardson’s novels intothe shade. * 
Even Lord Eyron could not, he said, rea<l ‘Clarissa.’ 
We admit that it requires some resolution to get 
through a fictitious work of eight volumes; but 
having once Iw gun, most readers w ill find it difficult 
to leave off the jx rusal of these works. They are 
(Muhieiit)j , ji>rl£inah.wiHHt is always a [powerful re- 
Commendation. They show- an Ultimate acquaintance 
with H»o humaulicart, and an absolute command 
over tUo pusaioo*; they are, in fact. roui a u CP S H Ofthc 
heart, cnibgUished bv sentiment, and as such possess 
a deep and enchaining interest, and a power qfexjpir 
liTgr Virtuous emotions, w hich, blind, us fco blemishes J 
in style andcomposition, and to those errors in taste 
and manners'which are morO easily ridiculed than 
avoided in w orks so vojuininous couiiued to domestic 
portraiture. 


HEN It Y F1ELIUNC. 

Coleridge has said, that to tafce yp Fielding after 
Uidiardsou ia 

bv stoves into an openlawn mi a biK?c«yklsy.lttJIay. i 
TVc have felt the agreeableness of the transition: j 
from excited sensiffilit i&3 aud.uy,crp<>wmtqt jiathoe, j 
t*rtfghrhhihihir, lively description, and keen yet ( 
s porti vr natierr Thus t ahvay s change* 

The fi*eling“^Tt(>wever, does not derogate from the 
power of Ric hardson as a novelist The same sen¬ 
sation may lx? experienced by turning from Lear to 
Fnlstaflf, from tragedy to comedy. The feelings can* 
not remain ju. u .state of constant tension* but seek 
relicT Perliaps Richanlson stretches ; 

thPTrrTflo violently and too eonti nuqudy*- his por- 
traits arClrr chtsscS, full charged with the jieeuliari- | 
ties of their nuclei*. Fielding has a broader Sttirvaaa, j 
more light than shade, a dear and genial atmo¬ 
sphere, and groups of characters finely and a atUg 
tally diversified. Johnson considered him bftirat I 
compared witli Richardson, because Johnson loved 
strong moral painting, and JtadHtfejSEHT** - '*' 
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too* was a pious respectable man, for whom the critic the squires m his neighbourhood. In three year* he 
entertained great regard, and to whom he was under was again penniless He then renewed his legal 
obligations Fielding was a thoughtless mail of studies, and qualified himself for the bar III* pr*c- 

l^yon_a rake who h ul dissipated lus fortune, and tiee, however, was insuftle lent for the support of his 

passed from high to low lift without.dignity orre- fannl>, and he continued to write pieces for the 
and who had commenced authorwitFoulun\ stage, and pamphlets to suit the topics of the da^j 
highei motive than to make money, and confer In politics he was an anti-Jacobite, and a stoat.; 
amusement. Ampk* suceeeHL* crowned him in the supporter of the Hanot man succession In 1742 
tanpj departmeutJ The inimitable character of appeared Ins novel of JomjJi Andreu v, whic li at once 
Faison Adams, the humour of roacl-side Ad\cntU£C8 st imped him ns a master, mating to jmUMMXjKogUjih 
and idthouse dialogues, T6w wouse and his J^gauiyit humour the spirit of ten ante s and the uxnek UoXQie 
wife, Parson Trumber, Squire Western { 


s iS9BW 1 

tiff laiUiih 


ul of Searron 


Partridge, and a host of ludicrous and witty scenes, 
* ip d characters, and situations, all rise up at the v c r> 


irtt In the choice 


of ins subject r lo ridicule Richardsons ‘Pamela/ 
Fielding made his hero a brother ot that renowned 


mention of the name of 1 adding T It 'Riehardson and popul ir lacty , lit quizzed (iiimmui Andrews and 
* made tliepoSSlons move at the command of urtuy/ his wife the rustic parents of Faint li, and in con- 


FieMfhglJenfls thane a| will to mirth and enjoyment trust to the st\le of Kit lmrdson s work, he made lus 
He is theJWfice of novelists—holding thb novel to lieio and lus friend Firson Adams, luuclUa utyntue 
include w^t, love, satlic, humoui, ohsen at ion, gum- and uccUluu <• and lus leading ft malt* diameters 
liie pictures qf hunXsUmat^ro without rom into, and (I,idv Booby md Mrs Slipslop) of frill inoials Keen 
'’ffiblTOJSf perfect art in the ariangement of Ids plot Fundi is hi ouch t down from her high Standing of 


the most perfect e 
and loudenU. 


Funtil is bi ought down from her high standing of 
I inord perfection, and is rtprt suited as Mrs Booby, 


Hfnry Ixliding was of Inch birth lus fathtr with tlw aus of An upstart, whom the parson is com* 
(a grandson of the Lul of Dt nbiji) w is i generil jk lit 1 to rt pr< w i >r laughing m dumb Kit hard- 


in the army, and lus mother the daughter of a judge 



lknr> 1 jclding 

He was lxirn at Sharpham Firk, Somersetshire 
April 22 r<r Ihe generil had i 1 irge ftnnlv 
l 1 was a b 11 economist and Htnr\ was e uh f mu 
with tmbarra srnents He w is edu< itecl at F ton, 
l iherw arils studic d the 1 iw 1 >r tw o vt ars at Lc y 
I n In Ins twentieth yi ir Ins studies vert stopped 
‘ mo ney-bound ’ as a kindred genius Sheridan, use d 
to’lfSytanTbl i e youth returned to 1 ngland IIis 
father promised lum £200 per innum, but tins, the 
son remarked, ‘ any one nnght pay who would * 
The same sum came tb Mm in a ft w yc trs by the 
death of his mother, fiom whom he inherited i small 
estate of that amount per annum He also obtained 
£1500 by his marriage with Miss C radock, a lady 
of great beauty and jggrtb, who resided in“1$ili4- 


son s y uut\ was dec pl> woundt 1 l>\ tins insult, and 
hi m\tr l)igi\e tilt desee ratn n <f lus fuyourite j 
pruluelnn I lie nlitult w is c c rt only unjustifi 
able hut is Sir N\ dtc r N >ttd» is rt marked how 
tan we w ish tint uu lone without wluth Parson 
Alims wiull n t inn c 1 I la bmksqut 
poitiou of the wc ik w ul i nc t h m c fiust »1 its U ^ 
sin md il i lm r p pulaiity Itici htened its hu¬ 
mour anil in iy hut t mtrihute i at first t tlie num j 
her of its rt i h rs hut I >*« ph \nditws possessed > 
strong ml ngm il d ums t< | ul>li fa\ »ur and has 
foumi count less t hone is imong pc rs »ns who km w 
nothing c t 1 mala Nttm n im It t, mu c plu me ral 
ess u s i 1 ]i lit | it c c s I it 1 lm» *• lit \t w t i ks \n rt 
A Journey ti nn tins I \ < rl l t t/t t an l Jh Hi *- 
ton/ < / J< nothin IF e/r/ A mil ot knUfcgtiH runs 
through the litter Hut tin hero an 1 lus < ompam ms 
arc sue he ill usr>„uts ml unsc ntimt nt il ruflnns 
that we c mu t t ikt pk iMirr fn thur Jertenu ,*ltd 
sneers I lie ordin iry tf New gift who adminis¬ 
ters ennsd it i n to NN ill Ik f rt hisixetutiou is tin 
best tli ir i< t< r m the n >n 1 I lit oi im irv prtft nctl 
i 1 n>wI t f pum h t< im e the r liepi r as it is nowhere 
spoktn ig unst in S ripturi and Ins ghostly adtno- I 
mtions t > the mil f k tor irt in h trm nv with this 
pie Idtction In l~4h 1 itlding w ts appointed uu i 
<f tin lustucstf \\ t stnuuHtc r an l Middlesex for | 
which lu w is indebted to the struct* of Ivtttl , 
ton lit was a/t ilous and ne tin m igistratt hut 
tin office of a trading justnc pul ly tn s, w is as 
unworthy tlie genius of I i< 1 lin us Burns« ] roe 
sum is in t \i i uiuti It ippt us from a statement 
made by himself tint this upjHmitme nt tin! not 
1 ring him m, ‘of tlie dirtiest oiout y ujmui earUh’ J 
£m<Ja>ear In the nn 1st of lus official 1 

md ten friquint dissipations, our author prexlurcd i 
Tom Jorus t uuquestional lj tin first of I n glis^^iup 1« 
lie rtctivtd £600 for th? (and such wlls I 
its siuetss that Millar the publisher presented £100 
more to the author In 17 »1 ajqKared Amelia, for 
wlneli lit retuved £1000 .Johnson waa a great 
admirer of this no*tl, and nod it through without * 
stopping Its domestic seems moved him more j 
dteply than hemic or uwhiUous adventures^Fmtidit} I 
conjugal tendemea*andafhxtion of Ay(mha arc but 


of beauty an^ptyh, who resided 111 requited by the conduct of Booth, her husband. 

previously subsisted by writing for who lias the vices wOJUuiit the palliation of ^outh pos- 
the stage, in which he liad little success, lidding sessed by Tom Jongs, 0 f hU a/a 

gladly retired with lus wife to the country Here, husband and fatlitx 1 lie character of Amelia w&C 
however, he lived extravagantly, Jtept a pack of drawn fhr Fielding’s wife, even down to the accident 
founds, and a r^tmne qf fqrvants, and feasted all wliich disfigured jjer beaut# 1 and 
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! Booth sire laid to have shadowed forth some .of the 
j auflW^ backsliding* and The 

| lady whose amiable qualities Tie delighted to recount, 

I ana whom he passionately loved, died while they 
struggled on in their worldly difficulties. He was 
almost broken-hearted for her loss, and found no 
relief, it is said, but in weeping, in concert, wj tidier 
V scryjpt thaid, ' for the Angel they mutually re^etteti’ 
This* made the nmid Ins habitual confidential asso- 
j qiatc, and in process of time tkf began to think he 
could not give his children a tenderer mother, or 
! secure for himself a nipicpi?r' and 
i nurse. The muid^Kccordinglv tiecnmc mistress of 
i hlsTibusehold, and her conduct as his wife fully jus- 
j titled his good opinion. if there is little of romance, 

| there is spe nd s euayy .Afikciioiij und_gratitndc in this 
i step of Ficldlmy but it is probmde"the iioTffc families 
i to wliom 1# was allied might regard it gs a stain on 
j his escutcheon. Ttmedia’ was the lust work of flC- 
t tfonTTmt Ficirnng gave to the world. His last pub¬ 
lic net. was an undertaking to extirpate several gangs 
of thieves and highwaymen that then infested Lon¬ 
don. The? government employed him in this some¬ 
what perilous enterprise*, placing a sum of i’f>oo at 
his disposal, and lit* was completely successful. The 
vigour and sagacity of his mind still remained, but 
FTPhttm?Tfalyfliyifig. !>*•-*.. pyeuiatiire old age uqd 
decrepitude, fiiFTffif* follies and excesses of Tils youth. 
A cornplica tion of disorders weighed down 7it*r fSTtcr 
days. ti»e most formidable of which was dropsy. As 
a last resource he was advised to try the effect of a 
milder climate, and departed for Lisbon in tin* spring 
of 1754. Nothing can he more touching than the 
description he has iflvrn in his posthumous work, 
A Vot/mtr to Lisbon, of this parting scene; - 
| ‘ Wt'tlncsthui' Jtnw *2f», ) 7.*> I.• < >ti this day the 

i most melancholy sun 1 had ever beheld arose, mid 
found me awake at my house at Fordhook. By the 
i light of this sun 1 was, in my own opinion, last to 
behold and take leave of some of those creatures pn 
i whprn I doted with a mother-like fondness, guided by 
I Mature and passion, fifnT tineured and unhardened by 
; all the dhgtrine of that philosophical school where I 
had learned to bear pains and to de&pi&e death. j 
In this situation, as l could not conquer nature, I J 
submitted entirely to her, and she inade as jtreat a 
fotd of mu asahe had ever done* of any woman what¬ 
soever : under pretence? of giving me leave Tft enjoy. 
She drew me in to suffer, the company of my little ones 
during eight hours; and 1 doubt whether in that time 
I did not undergo more than in all my distemper. 

At twelve precisely my coach was ftt the dour, which 
was no sooner told me, than 1 kissed mv children 
round, and wvnt into it with some little resolution. 
My wife, who lnhuvcd more like a heroine and 
philosopher, though at the same time the tendered 
pother in the world, and my eldest daughter, fol¬ 
lowed me; *onie friends went with us, and others 
here took their leave; and I heard my behaviour 
applauded, with many murmurs and praises to which 
I well knov I had no title ; as all other such philo¬ 
sophers innv, if they have any modesty, confess on 
the like occasions.’ 

I The great novelist reached Lisbon, and resided in 
that genial climate for Hlxmt two months. His 
; health, however, gradually declined, and he died on 
! the 8th of October 1754. It is pleasing to record 
| that bis family, about which lie evinced so much 
tender solicitude in his last days, were sheltered from 
WanT byStrother and a prlvit to fcend, Ralph 
Allen, Esq., whose character for WoraHtnd benevo¬ 
lence he had drawn in All worthy, in 4 Tom Jones/ 
Let bumble Allen, with an awkward shame, 

Bo good by stealth, and blush to find 

- /•spe. 


The English factory at Lisbon erected & monument J 
over his remains. ^ , 

The irregularities of Fielding'* life (however dearly ; j 
he may have paid for fame) contributed to his riches j 
as an author. He ? 

various aspects, and exj^iecMMtt iUstorm« a«kd suu- 
shtne. IHs Wtf# woman, Lady Mary Wortley Mon¬ 
tagu, assigns to him an enviable vivacity of tern-. 
pcramenkJClgiugti lt ls at the expense of ; 

‘His happy constitution/ she says, ‘even when he , 
had, with great pains, lmlf demolished it, made him j 
forget every evil when he wa« before a venison- 
.JJil&ly* or over a flask of champagne; aibt T^hi pS- < 
suaded he htrs known more liappy moments * h ft n 1 
any prince upon earth. His natural spirits .gave 
him rapture with his cook-maid, and cheerfulness ] 
when he was starving in a garret/ FicldingVexpe- j 
'rtenre ns a Middlesex justice was unfavourable to | 
his personal respectability; but it must also have 
brought him into contact with scenes and characters j 
w T ell fitted for his graphic dy jine ^tionj^ On the! 
other hand, his birth aTidTducation as a gentleman, j 
and his brief trial of the life of a rural squire, im- j 
merged in sports and pleasure, furnished materials j 
fbf a Squire WeMefn/Tin A11 worthy, and other 
country characters, down to black George the game- 
keeper; while, as a man of wit and fashion on the 
town, and a gay dramatist, lie must have known 
various prototypes of Lord Fellamar and liis other j 
city ]H>rtraits. The profligacy of Lady Bellaston, j 
and the meanness ol Torn Jones in accepting support j 
from such a source, are, we hope, circumstances < 
w hich iiave rarely occurred even in fashionable life. 
The tone of morality is never very high in Field¬ 
ing, hut the ease wg have cited is his lowest descent j 

Though w ritten amidst discouraging circum- \ 
stances.apd irksome duties,. ‘ Tom Jones” Wars no j 
marks of hasfe. ”"The author committed some errors I 
as to time and place, but his fable is q^uatructid j 
with historical exactness and precision, and is a j 
finished model'\jf V19 comic romance. ‘.Since tluT* 
days of Homer/ says Ur Beattie/ 1 the world has 
not seen a more artful epic fable. Tbe^gharacteni. 
and adventures are wonderfully diversified ; yet the j 
rTirtnrnsfances are all so natural, and rise so easily j 
from one another, and co-operate w'ith so much re- j 
gnlaritv in bringing, or even while they seem to re- J 
tard the catastrophe, that the curiosity of the reader j 
is alw ays kept awake, and, instead of flagging, grows \ 
more and more impatient as the story advances, till I 
at last it becomes downright anxiety. And when j 
w e gef lo the end, and look back on the whole con- j 
trivance, we an* amazed to find that of so many in- ; 
cidents there XtlhiiliTtie so few superfluous; that in,, 
such a variety of fictionthere should be so gr eat a j 
probability* and that so oompli/a so ; 

tarspieuously cunducted, and. with perfect uni ty of 
defftgfi/ The only digression from the TtnrtTT^fery”" 
which is felt to lx? tedious is the episode of the Man of 
the Hill. In ‘ 1km Quixote’ and *Gil Bias’ we are re- 
con riled to such interpolations by the air of romance j 
which jHTvades the whole, and which seems indige- j 
nous to the soil of Spain. In Cervantes, too7~tTiese ! 
dig rrs sTcr^rifrekometmTes highly poetical afiyl strik- j 
ing tak^. But in the plaiti ll^d^el^hes of ‘Toni j 
•fones’—TCnglish life in the eighteenth century, in the 
county of {Somerset—such a tedious ‘Jbemu j of th e 
vale' i§ felt tji bo. an um^ tgndlnp^ 

IngTuwi Tittle of the poelTcaf or jj^ag inagye faculty. 
His study lay iu r eal life am eys umM JCeacv^lircb 
he demc'tod-wi lli Vtruth aa Opcghness 
mid vigour, anyd/srucKan exubcrllfce o f practical 

* Byron has stylod Fielding 1 tbs pt^SggJ lf lm*m 

nature.* -- 
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easy mtto oml Iv yeljr tay, that jaJM* 
fiSent lift^«d»-«iirMcaUea. Others have 
ftunJtion, u iugher east 

itical imagery, and^'ufuu n c kr^g li l trUor Field¬ 
ing TTlOTiftfe pathos or seutiuveut^rdiUtjl^^ 
nature of Ms character*, especially in low life, and 
\xi the perfect skill with which -ha. ..coiiilhuci^juid 
wrought up his eoiuic mw^ seaiwaiij^UuL. W'Mc 
„ with wjt and wdsduuvXlmttprn^ ^eniusjuul 

long experience, this great JEugl isU.AulIiui„I^-stdl 
uhapproachtid, ' 

^passage from Fielding or Smollett can convey 
no morc idm of the work from which it is taken, or 
the .jnarrr\er the tiYithor, tha n a single s ton e or 
brick~wonI&:u£X^ oTa hon se>r ~We are 

tern{fted,"Tio wex er, to 'exTrileT the account of Par¬ 
tridge’s impressions on first visiting a playhouse, 
when he witnessed the representation of Hamlet. 
The faithful attendant of Tom Jones was half- 
barber and half-schoolmaster, shrewd, yet simple as 
a'cTidlir^ . ..." '■ —. 

[Partridge at the Phtijhmisf.'] 

In the first row, then, of the first gallery, did Mr 
Jones, Mrs Miller, her youngest daughter, und Par¬ 
tridge, take their places. Partridge immediately de¬ 
clared it was the finest place he had ever been in. 
When the first music was played, he said, 4 It was u 
wonder how so many fiddlers could piuv at one time 
without putting one another out.’ While the fellow 
was lighting the upper candles, he cried out to Mrs 
Miller, * Look, look, madam, the very picture of the 
man in the end of the common-prayer book, before 
the gunpowder treason service.’ Nor could he help 
observing, with a sigh, when all the randies were 
lighted, 4 That here were candles enough hrrnt in one 
night to keep an honest poor family for a whole 
twelvemonth.’ 

As soon as the play, which was Ilamlet, Prince of 
Denmark, begun, Partridge all attention, nor did 
he break silence till the entrance of the glm-t ; upon 
which he asked Jones, 4 What man that was in the 
strange dress; something,’ said ho, ‘like what 1 have 
seen in a picture. Sure it is not armour, is it ?’ Jones 
answered, 4 That is the ghost.’ To which Partridge 
replied, with a smile, * Persuade me to that, sir, if you 
can. Though 1 can’t say I ever actually saw a ghost 
in my life, yet I am certain I should know one if 1 
saw him better than that comes to. No, no, sir; 
ghosts don’t appear in such dresses as that neither.’ 
In this mistake, which caused much laughter in the 
neighbourhood of Partridge, he was suffered to con¬ 
tinue till the scene between the ghost and Hamlet, 
when Partridge gave that credit to MrDarrick which i 
he had denied to Jones, and fell into so violent a 
trembling that his knees knocked against each other. 
Jones asked him what was the matter, and whether 
he was afraid of the warrior upon the stage ? 4 < > la ! 

•dr.’ said he, 4 1 perceive now it is what you told me. 
l am hot afraid of anything, for I know it is hut a 
j my ; and if it was really a ghost, it could do one 
n 1 harm at such a distance, and in so much company ; 
and yet if I W'as frightened, I am not the only person.’ 

4 Why, who,’ cries Jones, 4 dost thou take to be such a 
coward here besides thyself?* * Nav, you may call me 
coward if you will; but if that little man there upon 
the atage is not frightened, I never saw any man 
frightened in ray life. Ay, ay; go along with you! 
Ay, to be sure ! Who’s fool then ? Will you ? Lud 
have mercy upon such foolhardiness! Whatever 
happens it is good enough for you. Follow you ! I’d 
follow the devil as soon. Nay, perhaps it is the devil 
—for they say he can put on what likeness he pleases. 
Oh! here he is again. No farther! No, you have gone 
far enough already; farther than I’d have gone for 


all the king’s dominions.’ Jones offered to speak, 
but Partridge cried, 1 Hush, hush, dear sir, don’t yon 
hear him V And during the whole speech of the 
ghost, he sat with Ids eyes fixed partly on the ghost, 
and partly on Hamlet, and with his mouth open; the 
same passions which succeeded each other in Hamlet 
succeeding likewise in him. 

When the scene was over, Jones said, 1 Why, Par¬ 
tridge, you exceed my expectation*. \ ou enjoy the 
play more than 1 conceived possible.’ * Nay, sir,’ 
answered Partridge, ‘ if you are not afraid of the 
devil, I can’t help it; but', to he sure, it is natural to 
be surprised at such things, though 1 know there i# 
nothing in them : not that it was the ghost that sur¬ 
prised me neither; for l should have knowui that to 
have been only a man in a strange dress ; hut when 1 
saw the little man so frightened himself, it was that 
which took hold of me.’ 4 And dost thfci imagine 
then. Partridge,’ cries Jones, 4 «!ttut he was really 
frightened ?’ ‘Nay, sir,’ said Partridge, 4 did not you 
yourself observe afterward*, when he found it was his 
own father's spirit, ami how he wa* murdered in the 
garden, how hi* fear forsook hi in bv degrees, nml he 
was struck dumb with sorrow, as it were, just as I 
.should have been, had it been *my own cum*. Hut 
hush ! Ola! what noise N that ? There he is again. 
Well, to be certain, though I know there i* nothing 
at all in it, 1 am glad 1 am not down yonder where 
those men arc.’ Then turning his eyes again upon 
Ilamlet, 4 Ay, you may draw your sword ; what signi¬ 
fies a sword against the power of the devil ?’ 

During the second act, Partridge made very lew 
remarks. He greatly admired the fineness of the 
dresses ; nor could he help observing upon the king’s 
countenance. 4 Well,’ said In*, 4 Inov |x*ople may be 
deceived bv faces? ulht full s Jnmti is, 1 find, a true 
saying. \\du> would think, by looking in the king’s 
face, that he had ever committed a murder!’ He 
then inquired after the ghost ; but June-, w ho intended 
he should be surprised, gave him no other satisfaction 
than 4 that lie might possibly see him again soon, and 
in a flash of lire.’ 

Partridge sat in fearful expectation of this; and 
now-, when the gho-t made his next appearance, Par¬ 
tridge cried out, 4 There, sir, umv ; what say you now ? 
i- he frightened now or no ? A* much frightened us 
you think me, und, to 1m* sure, nobody can help some 
iVur-. 1 would m»t be in so bad a condition as—-what’s 
hi- name ?~ Squire Hamlet is there, for all the world. 
Hlcss me ! wlmt’s become of the spirit! As 1 am a 
living soul, 1 thought 1 saw him sink into the earth.’ 

4 Indeed you saw right,’ answered Jones. 4 Well, 
well,* cries Partridge, * I know it is only a play ; and 
besides, if there was anything in all thi*, Madam 
Miller would not laugh so ; f >r as to you, sir, you 
would not lie afraid, I believe, if the devil was here 
in jierson. There, there ; ay, no wonder you are in 
such a passion ; shake the vile w icked wretch to piece*. 
If she was my own mother I should serve her so. To 
be sure all duty to a mother N forfeited by such 
wicked doings. Av, go about your business; I hate 
the sight of you.’ 

Our critic was now pretty silent till the play which 
Ilamlet introduces before the king. This he did not 
at first understand, till Jones explained it to him ; 
but he no sooner entered into the spirit of it, than he 1 
began to bless himself that he had never committed 
murder. Then turning to Mrs Miller, he asked her j 
4 If she did not imagine the king looked as if he was 
touched ; though he is,’ said he, 4 a good actor, and 
doth all lie cap to hide it. Well, I would not have j 
so much to answ er for as that w icked man there hath, j 
to sit upon a much higher chair than he sits upon. - 
No wonder he run aw ay ; for your sake I’ll never trust j 
an innocent face again.* I 

The grave-digging scene next engaged the attest* ! 
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tlon of Partridge, who expressed much surprise at the his efTortswere j^o|tjrajtiiying 

number of skulls thrown upon the stage. To which suc ces s. He had adopted Le Sage as his model; But 
Jones answered, ‘That it wan one of the most famous tug characters, bis scenes, his opinions, and preju- 
burial-pi aeon about town/ ‘ No wonder, then/ cries dices, were all decidedly British. The novels of 
Partridge, ‘that the place is haunted. But I never Smollett were produced in the following order:— 
saw in my life a worse grave-digger. 1 had a sexton 174H, lloderick liandom ; 1751, Peregrine Pickle; 

iIm* i clerk that should have dug three graves 1754, Ferdinand Count Fathom; 1762, Sir Launcelot 
while he is digging one. The fellow handles a spade Greaves ; 1771, The Expedition of Humphry Clinher . 
hH if it was the first time he had ever had one in his From the date of his first to that of his latest pro* 




hand. Ay, uv, you may sing. Vou had rather sing duction, Smollett had improved in taste and judg- 
than work, I heheve/ l>m Hamlet's taking up the ment, but his powers of invention, Ills haRFeinttmi^ 

skull, he cried out, ‘ Well ! it is strange to see how ...——— » 

fearless some men are : I ne\er could bring myself to * 

touch anything belonging to a dead man on any no- 
count. lie seemed frightened enough too at the ghost, /> 

1 thought. Xrmo omnibus harts sayit.* / 

Little ijore worth remembering oceurred during ^-y 

the play; at tlu^end of which Jones a*kod him sA £_■> ? .. -A \- 

* Which of the players he had liked best V To this : ff ' 

he answered, with some appearanec of indignation at s Vf J 

the question, 4 The king, without doubt.' 4 Indeed, 

; Mr Partridge,’says Min Miller ; 4 you arc not of the i ; 

1 same opinion with the town ; for tiny are all agreed { "■Hv 

that Ifnmlet is acted by the best player who ever was 

with a contemptuous * Whv, I could net as " 

•well us he myself. I am sure if I had seen a ghost, I i 
should have looked in the and J 

n~ And t<< 

ns between him ‘ . ' ' , - 

j where you told me he acted so fme, why. Lord help | E .. 

that good man, that had such a J 

mother, would have done exactly the same. I know 

you are only joking with me ; i>ut, indeed, madam, I % 

j though 1 was never at a play in London, yet I 

| have seen acting before in the country ; ami the king *' W'') 

| for my money; he speaks all his words distinctly, ^ 'V/W/ 

: he is an actor/ 

! While Mrs Miller v\.»-» thus engaged in conversa- _ 

; tiu .1 with l>art,lu.lv o•aim- uj. O Mr J...,c<, j T.>b, ; , Wn* Sn.oil.U- 

I whom he immediately knew to be Mrs Fitzpatrick. , . • , , , , , 

She Miiil she l.a.I .,01, him from .ho other part of the «><! Iiwjcnjfldcjto hfe W hl qh^gcter. are aa con 
: jjallerv, ami Iml taken that opportunity of spekme ' tolmcMhrniTnni aa in any of h.i 

t.. hi,,',, as she ha.l somothim- ... suv which n,i ? ht Ik- j "i ,,rks V 1 T. 15 ?^ in " ,s 2 &JESS!«S 




a (ietti'Kf .Smollett. 


Fph'fffius Tn ‘ Koderic1f"tfciTTfo^ any of his 

works. lies Toni Bowling is his most perfect sea 


to nun, ns sue had something to sav winch might he . . . i>- _ .. .rr 

of (freat serviee to himself. She then ao,p,ai„te,l hi,,, c|»art«**tor. tlmnph ,„ lVrotfr.no IVKtP TTeMfMpre- 
witl, her h„Ui„,s, ami ma.lo him an appointment the i w ‘r v,, ‘ ,hc sa ! m ‘ ^"eral feature*, with a.thlitMB*k 

next dav in the ,„o,„ii, K ; which, upon . .llcoti...,, j 7 ,,0 “ nn *J an<1 “ S>™* ter .variety of ludterous inci- 

sho presently (l,a„,o,l to the after..,J.; at which time j TI.eailyontur.-a of TlmleruTc are such aa 

Jone. promise,1 to alten.l her. .tinshfnaturally have ooeumal to any voting Scota- 

Th„« ended the adventure at the plavhm.se, where j mim of f' 10 ,U >' m , < l ,ICTt <>f fortune. Scene follow* ; 
Partridee had alfm-ded area, mirth, not'only ... Jones ; *«“•« "■ l, > aatonialnnR rapidity, at one time his 
and -Mrs Miller, hut to all who sat within hoarinp. ! !‘ ero haskj L in.i,rp ?i *nty li ,n another ho is plunfiOll 
who were ,»..re attentive to what he said than to anv- I >U ilUCf deatUutton. He is led into dtfli-rent coun- 
thinj- that passed on the stage, lie durst not to hed . * ri <‘ s - *'“•» nati.mal iwouliarities are described, 
all that nieht f..r fear ..f the -loot; ami for manvni-hts i and into society of various descriptions, with wits, 
after sweated two or three hours la-fore he went to ; » U «m? 8 - eonrtior^awotowuia.autLuKJlJt£4Ii!asIp.. 
sleep with the same apprehensions, and wake.l several i »» n |ls tour of the world and of human life, the 
times in great horrors, crying out, 1 Lord have mercy j reader is amazwl at the careless profusion,Jthe in- 
upon us ! there it »■*/ * { exhaustible humour, of an ICOtbOf who pours dtttixta 

* ! mntrr!i\!s wifli such ji r^galIIy and fociTiCy. Tfie 
Tobias okohue r.moi.i.ktt. patient skill aul Bir«r Riding weJWlWe lilUlld 

in Smollett; there is no elatxxration of character; Up 
Sbx years after the publication of ‘Joseph An- cartful prt^‘nnrJTiftn “TT" ^Tttej p Tenfft^• A tm x3T rm^ign 
drews,’ and Ufore •Tom .1 ones’ had been produced, TtrttTcTom is hurrieTon wifhout auy fixeil 

a third novelist had taken the field, different in or definite purpose; lie is the ehild pf impuls e; and 
many respects from either Richardson or Fielding, t hough there is a dash of 

but like them <levoted to tlu^classof lictitious^)o«u. t jiThls charaetcr,"lie is cqmdly conKplc nQiis fi y reck- 
position foumled on truth and nature. Wc have l^ss nT^fflnlxrn atld mischief—more pr oqe to selfish^ 
prevloirsiy''iTOTtred tTTo eircumsfancei^TSf Smollett’s ncsT aJltTIr^venge than*t6 IHcadslup or grallfiBE 
life. A young unfriended Scotsman, he went to There La^ia Jnhereht and radical, py ,ani » >g « xn 
London eager for distinction as a dramatic writer, cjjn&aot towards lurhumhle friend Strap, with whom 
In this his failure was more signal than the want of he begins life, and to whom he is so much indebted 
success which had attended Fielding’s theatrical both in pnr** find pmnn. Tom Jones is always 


productions. Smollett, however, was of a dauntjgs* Hfed ^ attendant Partridge, but Strap 

mtrepj ^ ^piri^ and when he again rcsum^lSrpen, is bullied j^d^egi^ by Roderick Random; dli* 




1 l^moroenTf^f atlast, qonfraiy 
rot OTWn f and innrahty, hi» Mft 
J SlBWlrving attaclimnnfc are rewarded 
accepting the hand of a 
.I^mn^narr jprovision leas than tlie sacrifices he 
flPBM?^!Fwhat a careful Scot might attain to 
by honest independent exertion. The imperfect 
moral sense thus manifested by Smollett is also 
Winced In the coarse jjujL licentious passages winch 
disfigure the novel. Making all allowance for the 
manners of the times, this grossness is indefensible, 
and we must regret that our Author had not n higher 
and more sentimental eitmiati of the female cha¬ 
racter In this he was inferior to RichaiiLon, who 
studied R^d. reverenced the purity of the female 
heart, and to Yielding, whose taste and early position 
in society preserved him fjpm some of the grosse r 
faults of his rival novelist The charm of ‘ Rodent k 
Random, 7 Then consists not m plot or well sustained 
characters (admirable as is tht sketch of I om Row 1 
mg) but in its broad humoui iml noum incidents 
which* even when most fame il seldom np|>car mi 
probable and are never tiresome 
* Peregrine 1*11 kIo f Is formed ot the same mate rials 
cast m i larger mould r I Ik hero is tqu dly uns< ru 
puTous with lloilermk Random perhaps more dth 
bcntely profligate (ns m the attuiudec l s« dj LSoiTof 
A n iTi fltTW i\T hTi n his tre itmuit < 1 iTnuIa) 1 ut the 
(oinio powers of the Author iuc more widely and 
variously displayed They seem like clouds 

l or ei er flushing yauttd a *uiiui)ueJLhljj: 

All is change, bflHiam v, heaged-up plenty# an 1 un 
lrmited pnur—the ritTi com ami mint un t f gunus 
Tile want of decent draper' is unfort nil itch t > ip 1 
parent Sm dlett never hid much Keirl f >r the 
proprieties of lift — tl om mm l moi il , "(,< 1 Isimtli 

has hippilv termed them—hut when. slull vu fin 1 
a moxc -attrac five g illcry ut purtraiU, oi a scries ut 
more 1 mgh ibl iiuluU* 9 Imminent in the gr uj 
is the one (\ e 1 n iv \1 v t tc i m ( ornin >d h I runni n 
a humourist m Smollett a happiest m mm i His 
keeping giri ison in Ins house as c n 1) irlsluj in ik 
mg his serv mts si c p m h imtn c ks m 1 turn < nt t » 
natch, is i eliiruteristi though ovcrcliir^cd trot I 
of the old rrrntt commander I he cinumstan es| 
of Ins nnringe, "hen lie prex c lei t') church on i 
hunter, wlich he stem l ut r ling to tin mnpiss 
instead of keeping the ro id and 1 is dete nticm whih 
he tacked ibout lathe r th in go * ugh 4- m Mu wind s 
are equally ludicrous J lcuteinnt TIlttTiw i>, 
and Pipes the boatsw im ire f lls t th lucntiu 
commodore, but tlie tieiturmtv cf Pipes uid hp> 
Inge nuib 111 the iff or of the live-Utter, ire good 
1 t intivc fe ifUTes bf lus own The humours of 
poet, painter, and physit 1411* wlien Pickle pyi - 
ucs his mist hievous frolic s and g ill mtiies in 1 r met, 
are also admirable specimens of 1 itlg)V\hk Q&riea 
JiUV In London the adventures art not so anius 
mg Peregrine richly merited lus confinement m 
the Fleet by his hi util conduct, while Cnlw iTlader 
the misanthrope, is more tedious thin 1 adding s 
Man of the Iiill I he Munoirs of a Lady ot Qua 
(tty (though a tiue tile, lor inserting which Smollett 
was bribed by a sum of money) are disgrueeful 
w ithout b eing interesting On tbe whole, the vices 
ftbjviSues“oTSmollett« style arc tuually seen in 
*PeregrmeT’ickle,’ and seen in full^py^pictivc 
Ferdinand Count Fathom is more of a ro p ^Pffr 
WitfiJWrtte^f national character pjr timnnevs. The 
portraiture of ~f'TRflfiptefe villain, proceeding atop 
by step to r ob ms heneiactors a nn po 4 g? mankmc^ 
ctttiTiot' fie considered fiistnicljiiveL or entertaining 
Tlie first atrocities of F&fSTuana/ and his intrigue 


jiprje, the chaae becomes more axil* 
mated. Ills t^y^isss at gambling tables and 
hotels, and lit* exploits,as a physician, afford scope 
for t he a u^orVsatmcal jtrnjuf. Bui the most 
pbw crtuPpassages fif Flienovel are those* which re¬ 
count Ferdinand’s seduction of Celinda, the story 
of Monimio, and the description of the tempest In 
the forest, from which he took shelter in a rob¬ 
bers hut In tins lonely dwelling, the gang being 
absent. Fathom was relieved by a withered j 

who conveyed him to a rude’"apartment uTW»oj> 
m Here he found the dead Imdy of a man, still 
warm, who had been lately stabbed and tonualed 
beneath some straw, and tlie account of his sensa 
tions during the night, the horrid dcvist by vvlmh 
he k ived Jus lift (ltfltn c up dead lx*dv, and 
I putting it m Ins ownplui in tin Ud) and hu * 
oi ipi, guided 1 v tin cld lug whim hi < (impelled 
(to atcompinv him tin ugh tht 1 rest, ati tilipgdo- 
I wjxli ihcillft MSI ty md power if a tmglc poi t TTlUt 
is a vein of pintual umignmti n *iL » in tlu mean# 
hv which Ft thorn uc mjdihlks Mu rum of (thuds 
f working on her *upustiti us feu» md timidity 
by phrhig m Toll ml an* the u aim ist uti unknown 
i instrument, in the casciu it 1 1 win! w adjoining 
j her bedroom ' i he stum 1 * kiv« Smolktt, with 
j pxtu d 111 fl iti n ‘no s t ti It the unpri *«i« 11 ol 
' the b ihnv /< pbv 1 lf 1 1 Ih v 1 (, m to pi m forth a 
{ sTieaffl rf mefndv m >ri iiindmigiv delightful lb m 
I flu vrm* of Phil mel, the wtrTImg li k, and all 

the ton < ri 11 the mix ] Tlu jutft and uuder n >t< t» 

of peue and 1 *u wtu swtllt 1 uj \ uh the 11 out 
ilc lu itc and him mull truism >11 1 1 > 11 lui 1 hviun 
t of triumph ami tvultaUon ( me \ hv tlu ci j* h md 
c*i^ m m 1 1 full 1 ho 1 ( f v i < s « l li p tdu dli 

1 t i\i 1 uj 1 ti c u ui til it i i 1 tv iv in ilsst n t 

sound m a u fheht if angcH had ru ed the s m* 
m tlu, ur isi cut to lie VTdi ’ J h< lern »re effchi’t 
7 s Thjmtt 1 w jth < ju d tc n lc rnc sm 1 i« *txd» i f 
v irtuc rc m The n vctisf *art si Id mdittrovc l 
it i ik c hven mu 1 st lu< (unis of v n t, 

thev r< cciinmitc t iscit t mi{>erfu( VCgCtutlon 
like 8 line scutten 1 Tiv*u mlliM khootimr up aim ug 
tlu vuc U t a iniiirrflHrrlcn Hut UjiUH tjlc £ojc» 
me r culriiK 1 \ nnuiutv c»l tin s il ’ ludcserip- 
f »TPt e r tins kml N11 die tl ivin (« u u ml 
Pdilp s whu h 1 » 1 In , dl l liot p " * sx V\\ trace 
the iinufif Hie port in sueh c n e1 1 ioijs, m [ m 
the 1 m^uige m win li the > ire ixprishid lew 
renters of 1 Pc regime I’nktc ’ cm forget flu allu- j 
81011 m> he uitiful and p athUa to the Scottish 
I u Life «r TTTTmT >gne exiluL iiimi IhuL native 
he ine» ill ( onsc qu< nc c < f j 3 jLLU q I he u IK t f > 
fortun de inTlr iiTnrftXaiHU vvho wc nt cT iTTy ti the 
'JfT I tl"vtTTtTn 01 Ic FTo indulge tluir lo igmg < v< * with 
1 prospect of the vvlnte < litH* of Albion, which they 
toulcl never mori appioi h 

Sn Launuht h/ewio js 1 sort of tiave sty o f 
Hon Quixeitc m whic^h rcTIIy £f Hrr “ 

lelievcd by tlu humour cf sonic yf the diameters 
PiiHcFs Presbyterian Kingllt 
going t 1 I~colontlhng,* as a rtdresxcr ot wrongs in 
merry 1 ngliuul, ib ruheulous enough, but the chi- , 
v dry cf Su Launeclofc and lus attendant, Captain ] 

( tow(, (lU^ogea-aUi riisc and probability. Seeing j 
tint lus drsjugili lay ip l mmornu^ «*vag gera tion, 
Smollett sought for i(Jtnvs j)f broad nnrtP lie fails 
as often as Tie succeeds in this^e 5 rk,"and an author 
of such str ong ong jii al powers sboaid hfjy ip ^ nTon 
ahoVe phiyTii^Yantol wnc^ an tesT 

JJurnpi ^nj Cttntrr tTlKe^uSS^^^yprraturah and 
ddigJitiul of all the liovfcG^of Smollaife^ l pr irrgg l 
Qftxn 'tgh nnsdUefllri’cks, ancllrolics. had not wholly 
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Nmfid put, for we Imre wreral tuch undignified rock, fonni a reir noble end stupendous cascade. 
pttgjM in this worlti but the narrative TT refflEfe Next day we were obliged to halt in a email borough, 
wilhmrave, c austic, find humorous obeervatlon/anH until the carriage, which had received tome damage, 
P o meeee rt t^ and should bo repaired ; and here we met with an incl- 

ShBTOli €Q t and fine di»<TiminatT5h of Hianudiir, dent which warmly interested the benevolent spirit 
Matthew Bramble !^Softer lek Ttandom grown old, of Mr Bramble. As we stood at the window of an 
j pMEh&t qymcal bygxpffISfiMi oflliF~ WO Tl^ t tnflL inn that fronted the public prison, a person arrived on 
y utly in i proved In ygltcrKtnoliett mnyTiavccaught Tiorsdmck, centeely though plainly dressed in a blue 
Ifieidea, as fie look some of the incidents of the frock, with hm own hair cut short, and a gotd-laoed 
family tour, from 4 Anstey’s New Bath Guide/ but hat upon his head Alighting, and giving his horse 
thestaple of the work is impimluully his own In to tin landlord, he advanced to an old man who wta 
pjeifgn fskeb lung of m enery, the quu k suec cssion at work m paving the street, and accosted him in these 
STm® adventures word*— 4 I his is hard work for such an old man as 

limftnrgthe American Indians, and the humour of you ’ saving, he took the instrument out of his 
tbjtf fUTving-men and maids, he h< cm# to conn into } hand, and began to thump the pavement After a 
! olo ^r mmm tflfinn with la huge or ( ervantis than ' ft" strokes, 4 Have vou never a son/ said he, 4 to ease 
1 in unv cTliis other works The amvinmm of you of rius labom C ‘Yc*, an’ pleasa v our honour/ 
Humphry ma) have bun suggested h\ Anskv but rtphtd the Minor, ‘ I have three hopeful lads, but at 
| the bud spelling orTabitha and Mrs \Vmtfrtd Jen- present th«*> ate out of the wav 4 ‘Honour not me/ 
km* is nil original done of Smollett, which aids cr,tHi the Granger, ‘it more Worn* 4 me to honour 
I vmir grav hairs W hut are those m u*> vou talk of!* 

i 'Ihe ant unt pirn ir said, his eldest ** >n was a cap- 

tum m tlit Last Ii in-., and the voui st had lately 
• enlisted as a solior, m hopes <d pr< penng like hi# 

• hr< tiiei I lie * nth min d< siring to know what was 

r become of the s mid, h< wiped his ev»s, and owned 

he ha 1 t ikui up< n hi n his <ld father's debts, for 
whn h In w is in v> in tin J ns n haid bv 
* I In t wclbr iu uh time qui k steps towards the 
j» Mill , tin n t in n *d t, * I<.11 me/ said lit, 4 has 

Jt lt ull,i ir, d < *1 1 u ^u t v ou m thing to relieve 

m I l |>rit 11 1 V !h ir „ -< .ntv f< r a gi ntUinan that was mv 

t jjS ■ VI I ! I v * iandb rd aim *tri] ] e 1 <»f ail I had in the world be* 

9 1 tril ill ■ i | subs’ Vt H it iiodint i vciing man, thrusting out 

*4, Jr! s|| ■ I I his htalai 7 in kl i«<<n tvu non 1 arsm the prison- 

V 1*1 Ijl Kf'I window, txv. amn 1, ‘ 1 athu ' fatln r if mv brother 

though'' Btf it the iath< r, who was quite confounded, 
*8^^ SJijBHP t >uld makt anv ittuin tt this tcndtrmsH, a decent 

** *' ~~4C-Z xk i old woman, In lung ( ut frv m the d jor of a poor habi- 

r 9 * j tation tiud, 4 \\ In re is mv 1 aim I where is rny dear 

^ \\ illv y ’ I he ta] tain 10 shiki beheld her than he j 

quitted his father, md rail into her embrace. 

hnmlKtt * Hou«e (IkIki I can assort v u, mv timlevvhi saw and heard 

evfrvthmg that passed, was as math moved as any 
in tbc subordinate Gleets of the domestic elrnma one tft’u parties e netrne 1 in this yathetic retogni- 
Lismahago’s love of disputation, In* u doua s*wt tun Ik s« bbe d, and vv« pt and elappe d his bands, 
ot honour, autT tYTs nntlumd ? »rh»t*-~<‘Wac te n-tius | and bed 7 >wed, and fmallv ran d< «n into the street 
6 f a j wxU* S< Ottish offiiej*, wjiom vu ilth gml IU thiM time the ( i| ram had retired with Ins parents, 

Iav f nTliTs f»wyrd su.ui also punly onguuil, and ami all the mb tint mts ed the pla<t were assem- 
ftm-4*tjrttTv dmitim: I b« (11 luuten mt ns M it 1 Ud »t tin d«> r Mi Brainbli, mvcrtheless pressed 
tlftwie -BwiftirdL sCvs, h l ike a ( rib ajiph in a liedge, 1 through the dovul, and entering the luuisc, ‘Captain/ 
whnh we are» tefljLpted aFTJf TtsTIll^our/dScn ‘•aid he, 4 1 kg the favour of voui acquaintance I 
JCVlvyTTed lts^ austerify. The descriptions i would have tmvelbd a hundred links to see this af- | 
of rural sttnerv, soiitfS^ ami mamiirs in Bnglind fietmgstene , and I shall think mv stdf happy if you 
and Scotland given under different aspects bv the ami v«ur parents will dine with me at the public j 
different It tter-writers, are dear am i sparkl ing— house 1 he (.aptam thanked him for his kind mvi- 1 
JfiLt»f f*UKV aiml sound sense i ff Tbe r ?fusi«be il tation, which, lu said, he would aceej>t with pleasure; 
part, tTu r fffbrv of Mr BnTTfifarc! and bis vain and but m tlu meantime lieeould not think of eating or 
stately wife seems piuptulk truc. and tlTC'hTThlent dunking while his poor brother was in trouble He 
wTfnessed in a small town iftUVT.inirk, wlitio a forthwith deposited a sum equal to the debt in the 


wTfnessed in a small tow n'lftUVT.inirk, wliuo a 
successful soldier re turns, afte»r an absence of eigh- 


torthwith deposited a sum equal to the debt in the 
hands ot the magistrate, who rentumi to set his bro- 


teen jears, and finds bis father at work paving the ther at liberty without further process; and then the 
street, can hardly be read without tears Tins whole family repaired to the inn with my uncle, 
affecting story is subjoined. attended by the crowd, the individuals of which 

shook their townsman by the hand, while he re- 
IbSrwM? at Lanatk .] t urned their caresses without the least sign of pride or 

atfectation. 

We set out from Glasgow, by the way of Lanark, the This honest favourite of fortune, whose name was 
county town of Clydesdale, in the neighbourhood of Brown, told my uncle that he had been bred a Wea- 
whurit the whole river Clyde, rushing down a steep ver, and about eighteen years ago had, from it spirit 
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We set out from Glasgow, by the way of Lanark, the 













of idleness and dissipation, enlisted as a soldier in the 
service of the East India Company; that in the course 
of duty he had the good fortune to attract the notice 
and approbation of Lord Clive, who preferred him 
from one step to another till he had attained the rank 
of captain and paymaster to the regiment, in which 
capacities he had* honestly amassed above twelve 
thousand pounds, and at the peace resigned his com¬ 
mission. lie had sent several remittances to liis 
father, who received the first only, consisting of one 
hundred pounds ; the second had fallen into the 
hands of a bankrupt; and the third had been con- 
' signed to a gentleman in Scotland, who died before 
: it arrived, so that it still remained to be accounted 
for by his executors, lie now presented the old man 
with fifty pounds for his present occasions, o\ or and 
above bank notes for one hundred, which lie had depo* 

, sited for his brother's release, lie brought along with 
j him a deed, ready executed, by which lie settled a 
| perpetuity of fourscore pounds upon his parents, to 
j be inherited by the other two sons after their decease. 

) He promised to purchase a commission forhi-youngc.-t 
j brother; to take the other as his own partner in a 
j manufacture which lie intends to set up to rive em- 
i ployment and bread to the industrious ; and to give 
H five hundred pounds, by nay of doner to liis sister, 
j! who had married a farmer in low circumstances. 


left to his cal'© and discretion, he actually bespoke j 
the company of a French marquis, an Italian count, j 
and a (iernmn baron, whom ho kmnv to bo egregious ( 
coxcombs, and therefore more likely to enhance the 
joy of the entertainment. 

Accordingly, the hour being arrived, lit* conducted 
them to the hotel where the physician lodged, after t 
| lulling regaled their expectations with an elegant * 

I meal in the genuine old Homan taste ; and they were 
\ received by Mr Failed, who did the honours of the 
j house while his friend superintended the cook below, 

1 By this communicative painter, the guests understood 
i that the doctor had met with numerous difficulties 
in the execution of his design ; that no fewer than 
live cooks had been dismissed, because they could not 
prevail upon their own consciences to obey his direc- ; 
tions in things that were contrary to the present : 
practice of their art; and that, nltliougln*»hc had at 
lart engaged a person, by an cxt*r* rdinarv premium, 
to comply with his orders, the felbov was so astonished, 
mortified, and incensed at the commands he had 
received, that liis hair stood on end, and he begged 
on bis knees to be released from the agreement he j 
Iliad made; but finding that hi- employer insisted 
| upon the performance ot his contract, and* threatened j 
I to introduce him to the romnii-'uire if lie should ! 

I Hindi from the bargain, he bad, in the discharge of i 


! Finally, he gave fifty pounds to the poor of the town 
: where lie was born, and fea-ted all the inhabitants 
1 without exception. 

My uncle was so charmed with the character of 
; Captain Brown, that lie drank liis health three times 
I successively at dinner, lie said he was proud of hi- 
j acquaintance ; that he was an honour to his country, 
! ami had in some measure redeemed human nature* 
j from the reproach of pride, sellishness, and ingratitude. 

J For my part 1 was as much pleased with the modesty 
I as with the filial virtue of this hone-t soldier, who 
| assumed no merit from liis miccc-s. and sail! wiv 
i; little of his own tram action-, though the answers he 


his otUce, wept, sung, cui-ed, and capered, for two I 
[ wlxde hours without intermission. I 

While the company listened to this odd informa* j 
tion, by which they were prepossessed with strange J 
j notions of tin* dinner, their car- were invaded by a '■ 
piteous voice, that exclaiimd in French, * For the love ! 
of (iod! dear sir, for the sake of all the saints, spare j 
me the mortification of the honey and oil!’ Their 
ears still vibrated with the sound, when the doctor 
I entering, win by Fore-grim made acquainted with the J 
j stranger-, to whom he, in the transports of his wrath, j 
could not help complaining of the want of complai¬ 
sance he had found in the Fan-inn utlgar, bv which 


; l made to our inquiries were equally sensible and laeo- | his plan had been almost entirely ruined and set aside, 
i nio. Mrs Tnbitha behaved very graciou-lv t*» him, j The French mnrqui-, who thought tlie honour of his 
I until .she understood that he was going to uiakea tin- I nation wa- concerned at thi- declaration, professed his 
der of liis hand to a pu\-on of low e-tate, who had ' sorrow for what had happened, so contrary to the esta- 
i been his sweetheart while he worked a- a journeyman bli-hed character of the people, and undertook to see 
!) w’eaver. Our aunt wa- no sooner made acquainted the delinquents -e\erely puni-hi-d, presided he could 
!t with this design, than she staieiied up her behaviour be informed of their names or places of abode. The 
j* with a double portion of reserve; and when the com- mutual compliment-that pa—ed on this occasion were 
| pany broke up, she observed, with a to-s of her no-e, scarce fini-hed, when a sen ant, coming into the room, 
that Brown was a civil fellow enough, considering the announced dinner; ami the entertainer led the way into 
i lowness of his origin ; but that fortune, though she another apartment, where they found a long table, or 


, had mended liis circumstances, was incapable to raise 
j his ideas, which were still humble and plebeian.* 

j [l'\u.<t iii the Manner <>f the A icon/v.] 

i 

J [Frmn ‘ IYmjrinc Pickle. *J 

fbir young gentleman, bv bis insinuating behaviour, 
uired the full confidence of the doctor, who united 
ue 11 t<> an entertainment, which he intended to pre- 
p.iv.- in the manner of the ancients, Pickle, struck 
with this idea, eagerly embraced the proposal, which 
ii“ honoured with many encomiums, as a plan in all 
respects worthy of his genius and apprehension ; and 
the day was appointed at some distance of time, that 
the treater might hate leisure to compose certain 
pickles and confections, which were not to be found 
among the culinary preparations of these degenerate 
days. 

With a view of rendering the physician’s taste 
t more conspicuous, and extracting from it the more 
I diversion, Peregrine proposed that some foreigners 
j should partake of the banquet; and the task being 

j * Tills i« a true story, the only alteration being hi the name 
! of the hero, w hich, in reality, was White.— Eo. 


rather two boards joined together, and f urnished with 
a variety of dishes, the steams of which had such evi¬ 
dent edoct upon the nerve- of the company that the 
mnrqui- made frightful grimaces, under pretence of 
taking snufl ; the Jlaliun’s eyes watered, the (iernmn*s 
\ i-age underwent several distortions of feature; our 
hero found means to exclude the odour from his sense 
of smelling by breathing only through liis mouth ; 
and the poor painter, running into another room, 
plugged liis nostrils with tobacco. The doctor him¬ 
self, who was the only person then present whose or¬ 
gans were not discompos'd, pointing to a couple of 
couches placed on each side of the table, told his 
gue.-ts that he was sorry he could not procure the 
exact triclinia of the ancients, which were somewhat 
different from these com enicnees, and desired they 
would have the goodness to repose themselves without 
ceremony, each in his respective couchette, while he 
and his friend Mr I'allet would place themselves up¬ 
right at the ends, that thev might have the pleasure 
of serving those that lay along. This disposition, of j 
which the strangers hod no previous idea, disconcerted 
and perplexed them in o most ridiculous manner; the ! 
marquis and baron stood bowing to each other on , 
pretence of disputing the lower seat, but, iu reality, I 
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with ft view of profiting by the example of each other, 
i for neither of them understood the manner in which 
! they were to loll; and Peregrine, who enjoyed their 
confusion, handed the count to the other side, where, 
with the most mischievous politeness, he insisted upon 
his taking possession of the upper place. 

In this disagreeable and ludicrous suspense, they 
ooutinued acting a pantomime of gesticulations, until 
the doctor earnestly entreated them to waive all com¬ 
pliment and form, lest the dinner should he spoiled 
before the ceremonial could Ik* adjusted. Thus con¬ 
jured, Peregrine took tin* lower couch on the left-hand 
side, laying himself gently down, with his face towards 
the table. The mar pits, in imitation of this pattern 
(though he would have much rather fa-tod three days 
than run the risk of discomposing his dress by inch an 
attitude), stretched himself upon the opposite place, 
reclining wpon his elbow in a most painful and awk¬ 
ward situation, wfsk his head raised nbi.vc the end of 
the couch, that the economy of his hair might not 
suffer by the projection of his holy. The Italian, 
being u thin limber creature, planted himself next to 
Pickle, without sustaining any misfortune hut that 
of his stocking being torn by a ragged nail of the seat, 
as he raised his le^s on a level with the rest of his 
limbs. Hut the baron, who wiii neither so wieldv nor 
supple in his joint-, ;e his companions, flounced him¬ 
self down with sur!i precipitation, that his foot, sud¬ 
denly tilting up, oame in furious contact with the 
head of the marquis and diusmli-lmd every rurl in a 
twinkling, while tiis own skull, at tin* same instant, 
descended upon the -id** « f hi- couch with such vio¬ 
lence, that his pcriuig was struck oil, and the whole 
room filled w ith pi;! v liio. 

The drollery of distress that attended this disaster 
entirely vanquished the aborted giavity •►four y.-ung 
gentleman, who wa- obliged to snppn -s his laughti i 
by cramming hi- handknehief in his mouth ; f«.r the 
bareheaded (iennan ud.< l pardon with such ridicu¬ 
lous confusion. and the murquh admitted hi- a3• l• *;gv 
with such rueful complaisance, as were Mifiiciint to 
awake the mirth of a t^uietist. 

This tmsfouune h. ing repaired, as well as the eir- 
cumstanc *s of th<* mva-ion v..»u! 1 permit, and every 
one settled according t'» the arrati^ement alrcmlv de- 


admirer, supplied himself with a pigeon, therein con¬ 
forming to the choice of our young gentleman, whose 
example he determined to follow through the whole 
course of the entertainment. 

The Frenchman having swallowed the first spoonful, 
made a full pause; his throat swelled ah if an egg had 
stuck in his gullet, his eyes rolled, and his mouth un¬ 
derwent a scries of involuntary contractions and dila¬ 
tations. Pallet, who looked steadfastly at this con¬ 
noisseur, with a view of consulting his taste before 
he himself would venture upon the soup, began to be 
disturbed at these emotions, and observed, with some 
concern, that the poor gentleman seemed to be gdfng 
into a tit; when Peregrine assured him that these 
were symptoms of ecstacv, and, for further confir¬ 
mation, risked the marquis how he found the soup. 
It was with infinite difficulty that his complaisance 
could so far master his disgust as to enable him to 
answer, ‘Altogether excellent, upon my honour’d And 
the painter, l*cing certified of his approbation, lifted 
the spoon to his mouth w ithout scruple; but far from 
justifying the culogium of his taster, when this pre¬ 
cious composition diffused itself upon his palate, he 
seemed to he deprived of all sense and motion, and 
sat like the leaden statue of some river god, with the 
liquor flowing out at both sides of fue mouth. 

The doctor, alarmed at tins indecent phenomenon, 
earnestly inquired into the cause of it ; and when 
Pallet ree»»vert*d his recollection, and swore that he 
would rather swallow* porridge made of burning brim¬ 
stone than such an infernal mess as. that which he 
had tasted, the physician, in his own vindication, 
a>**urcd the company that, except the usual ingredi¬ 
ent-, he had mixed nothing in the soup but some sal- 
nmoniar, instead of the ancient nitrum, which could 
not now he ppnnired ; and appealed to the marquis 
j whether such a succedancurn was not an improvement 
I on the whole. The unfortunate petit-maitre, driven 
to the extremity of his condescension, acknowledged 
it to be a masterly refinement; and deeming himself 
obliged, iri point of honour, to evince his sentimental 
by his practice, fur< (d a few more mouthfuls of this 
disagreeable potion down his throat, till his stomach 
wji-t so much offended that he was compelled to start 
j up of a sudden, and in the hurry of his elevation 


scribed, the doctor graciously undcriiiMk tn give-•.me 1 oierturm d bis plate into the bosom of the baron, -j 
account of tin* dishes as they occurred, that the mm- The emergency of his occasions would not permit him H 
panv might be directed in their choice ; and, with an to stay and make apologies for this abrupt behaviour, I 
air of infinite satisfaction, tints ho/ in : ‘ 1 his lu-re, so that he flew into another apartment, where Pickle j 

\ gentlemen, is a. boiled go<* M *, M-rved up in a sauce found him puking and crossing himself with great | 
i composed of ]>t*pper, lovugc, coriander, mittt, rue, an- devotion; and a chair at his desire being brought to i 
ehovies, and oil ! 1 wish, f*»r y*»ur -akes gentlemen, the d»» r, he slipped into it more dead than alive, 

| it wa* one of the geese of Ferrara, so much celebrated conjuring bis friend Pickle to make his peace with 
! among the undents for the magnitude of their livers, the company, and in particular excuse him to the 
1 one of which is said to have weighed upwards of two baron, on account of the violent tit of illness with 
; pounds; with this food, exqui*ite a- it was, did the which lie had been seized. It was not without reason ! 

| tyrant Helioqaktius regale his hounds. Hut I beg that he employed u mediator; for when our hero re- < 
i pardt n, I had almost forgot tin* M*up, which 1 hear turned to the dining-room, the (iennan had got up, 

! is so necessary an article at all tables in France. At and was under the hands of his own lacquey, who wiped 
j each end there are dishes of the salncacabia of the the grease from a rich embroidered waistcoat, while 
! f Homans ; one is made of parsley, pennyroyal, cheese, he, almost frantic with his misfortune, stamped upon : 

J pi net ops, honey, vinegar, brine, eg-!**, eueunil*er», the ground, and in high Dutch cursed the unlucky \ 
j ouions, ami hen livers; the other is much the same banquet, and the iiu]»eriinent entertainer, who all 
| as the soup-maigre of this country. Then there is a this time, with great deliberation, consoled him for 
loin of boiled veal with fennel and caraway seed, on the disaster, bv assuring him that the damage might 
- a pottage com posed of pickle, oil, honey, and flour, be repaired with some oil of turpentine and a hot 
and a curious hashis of the lights, liver, and blood of iron. Peregrine, who could scarce refrain from laugh- 
j! a hare, together with a dish of roasted pigeons. Mon- ing in his face, appeased liis indignation by telling 
sicur le Hamit, shall I help you to a plate of this him how much the whole company, and especially 
> soup!’ Thederman, who did not at all disapprove of the marquis, was mortified at the accident; and the 
the ingredients, assented to the proposal, and seemed unhappy salacaeabia being removed, the places were 
I to relish the composition; while the marquis, being filled with two pies, one of dormice liquored with 
| Baked by the painter which of the silly-kiekabys he sirup of white poppies, which the doctor hod substi- 
j chose, was, in consequence of his desire, accommodated tuted in tho room of toasted poppy-seed, formerly 
j with a portion of the soun-muigre; and the count, in eaten with honey as a dessert; and the other com- 
; lieu of spoon meat, of which he said he was no groat posed of a hock of pork baked in honey. 
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Pallet, hearing the first of these dishes described, 
lifted up his hands and eyes, and with signs of loath¬ 
ing and amazement, pronounced, * A pie made of dor¬ 
mice and sirup of poppies: Lord in heaven! what 
beastly fellows those Romans were V His friend 
checked him for his irreverent exclamation with a 
severe look, and recommended the veal, of which he 
himself cheerfully ate with such encomiums to the 
company that the boron resolved to imitate his ex¬ 
ample, after having called for a bumper of Burgundy, 
which the physician, for his sake, wished to have been 
the true wine of Falernum. The painter, seeing no¬ 
thing else upon the table which he wo aid venture to 
touch, made a merit of necessity, and had recourse to 
the veal also; although he could not help saying, 
that he would not give one slice of the roast beef of 
Old England for all the dainties of a Roman em¬ 
peror’s table. But all the doctor’s invitations and 
assurances could not prevail upon his guests to honour 
the hashis and the goose; and that course was suc¬ 
ceeded by another, in which he told them were divers 
of those dishes which among the ancients had ob¬ 
tained the appellation of poiitrfr .s*, or magnificent. 
‘That which smokes in the middle,’ said he, ‘is a 
sow’s stomach, filled with a composition of minced 
pork, hog’s brains, eggs, pepper, cloves, garlic, nnni- 
seed, rue, ginger, oil, wine, and pickle. (>n the right- 
j hand side are the teats and belly of a sow, just far- j 
rowed, fried with sweet wine, oil, Hour, lovuge, and 
pepper. On the left is a fricassee of snails, fed or 
rather purged with milt. At that cml, next Mr Pal¬ 
let, are fritters of pompions, lovage, origanum, and 
oil; and here are a couple of pullets, roasted and 
stuffed in the maimer of Apieiu*.’ 

The painter, who had by wry faces testified his ab¬ 
horrence of the sow’s stomach, which he compared to 
a bagpipe, and the snails which had undergone pur¬ 
gation, no sooner heard him mention the roasted pul¬ 
lets, than he eagerly solicited a wing of the fowl ; 
upon which the doctor desired he would take the 
trouble of cutting them up, and accordingly sent them 
round, while Mr Pallet tucked the tablecloth under 
his chin, and brandished his knife and fork with mu- 
J gular address ; but scarce were they set down before 
f him, when the tears ran down his cheeks, and he 
I called aloud, in a manifest disorder, ‘Zounds! this is 
i the essence of a whole bed of garlic!’ That he might 
i not, however, disappoint or disgrace the entertainer, 
he applied his instruments to one of the birds; and 
when he opened up the cavity, was assaulted by such 
an irruption of intolerable smells, that, without stay¬ 
ing to disengage himself from the cloth, he sprung 
away with an exclamation of * Lord Jesus!’ and in¬ 
volved the whole table in havoc, ruin, and confu¬ 
sion. 

l” fore Pickle could accomplish his escape, he was 
..need with a sirup of the dormice pie, which went 
to pieces in the general wreck : and as for the Italian 
count, he w'as overwhelmed by the sow’s stomach, 
tvhich, bursting in the fall, discharged its contents 
upon his leg and thigh, and scalded him so miserably 
that he shrieked with anguish, and grinned with a 
most ghastly and horrible aspect. 

The baron, who sat secure without the vortex of this 
tumult, was not at all displeased at seeing his com¬ 
panions involved in such a calamity as that which he 
had already shared ; but the doctor was confounded 
with shame and vexation. After having prescribed 
an application of oil to the count’s leg, he expressed 
his sorrow for the misadventure, which he openly 
ascribed to want of taste and prudence in the painter, 
who did not think proper to return and make an 
apology in person ; and protested that there was no¬ 
thing In the fowls which could give offence to a sen¬ 
sible nose, the stuffing being a mixture of pepper, 
lovage, and assafoetida, and the sauce consisting of 


wine and herring-pickle, which he had used instead 
of the celebrated garum of the Romans ; that famous 
pickle having been prepared sometimes of the scombri, 
which were a sort of tunny fish, and sometimes of the 
silurus or shad fish ; nay, he observed, that there was 
a third kind called garum hcemation, made of the 
guts, gills, and blood of the tbynnus. 

The physician, finding it would be impracticable to 
re-establish the order of the banquet by presenting 
again the dishes which had been discomposed, ordered 
everything to be removed, a clean doth to be laid, 
and the dessert to be brought in. 

Meanwhile he regretted his incapacity to give them 
a specimen of the aliens or fish-meals of the ancients; 
such as the jus diabaton, the conger eel, which, in 
flalen’s opinion, is hard of digestion ; the cornuta or 
gurnard, described by Pliny in his Natural History, 
who says the horns of many of thqm wero"h foot and 
a half in length ; the mullet and*?liinprey, that were 
in the highest estimation of old, of which last Julius j 
('jesar borrowed six thousand for one triumphal sujv- j 
per. Jle observed that the manner of dressing them 1 
was described by Horace, in the account he gives of : 
the entertainment to which Miveenas was invited by ; 
the epicure Nasiedcnus, " j 

Aflertur squillos inter Murcna natantes, &c. j 

and told them, that they were commonly eaten with 
the thus Syriacum, a certain anodyne and astringent 
seed, which qualified the purgutiu* nature of the fish. 
Finally, this learned physician gave them to under¬ 
stand, that though this was reckoned a luxurious 
di"h in* the zenith of the Bounin taste, it was by no 
means comparable in point of expense to some pre¬ 
parations in loirue about the time of that absurd 
voluptuary Heliogabalus, who ordered the bruins of 
six hundred ostriche* t<* be compounded in one mess, !, 

By this time the deport appeared, and the company 
were not a little rejoiced to .see plain olives insult j! 
and water ; hut what the master of the feast valued Ji 
himself upon, was a sort of jelly, which lie affirmed to ;! 
be preferable to the hypotriimmt of I lesvohius, being a ; j 
mixture of vinegar, pickle, and honey, boiled to a j 1 
proper consistence, and candied ftssabetida, which he J 
asserted, in contradiction to Aumelbergius and Lister, » 1 
was no other than the laser Syriacum, so precious as ;; 
to be sold among the ancients to the weight of a sil- •; 
ver penny. The gentlemen took his word for the ex- ii 
ccllcncy of this gum, but contented themselves with ij 
the olives, which gave such an agrc ahle relish to the ! 
wine that they seemed very well di-posed to console 1 
themselves for the disgraces they had endured ; and 
Pickle, unwilling to lose the least circumstance of 
entertainment that could be enjoyed in their company, 
went in quest of the painter, who remained in his 
penitential* in another apartment, and could not ho 
persuaded to re-enter the banqueting room, until 
Peregrine undertook to procure bin pardon from those 
whom he hud injured. Having assured him of this 
indulgence, our young gentleman led him in like a 
criminal, bowing on all hands with an air of humility 
and contrition ; and particularly addressing himself 
to the count, to whom he swore in English he had 
no intent to affront man, woman, or child, but wan 
fain to make the best of bis way, that he might not 
give the honourable company cause of offence by 
obeying the dictates of nature in their presence. 

When Pickle interpreted this apology to the Italian, 
Pallet was forgiven in very polite terms, and even re¬ 
ceived into favour by his friend the doctor in conse¬ 
quence of our hero’s intercession ; so that all the 
guests forgot their chagrin, and paid their respects so 
piously to the bottle, that in a short time the cham¬ 
paign© produced very evident effects in the behaviour 
of all present. * 
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LAURENCE STERNE. 


Next in order of time and genius, and not inferior 
in conception of rich eccentric comic character, was 
the witty, pathetic, and sgntimcnTfll author of Tris¬ 
tram Shandy. Sterne Was an original writer, though 
plagiarist of thoughts and illustrations. Brother 
Shfihuy, my Untile Toby, Trim, the AVI do w Wad- 
man, and ])r Slop, will go down to posterity with 
the kindred creations of Cervantes. This idol of 
his own day is now, however, but little read, except 
in passages of pure sentiment, llis broad humour 
is not relished.;, his oddities have hot the gloss of 
intLc prudish and 
CorrtTdL^ The readers of this busy age will not hunt 
foTTttsl>eunties amidst the blank and marbled leaves 
—the pages of nwaneaning—the quaint erudition, 
stolen from forgotten folios - the abrupt transitions 
and discursive flights in which his Shakspearean 
touches of character, and his gems of fancy, judg¬ 
ment, and feeling, lie hid and embedded, lies spark- 
ling jiolislied diction has even an air of false glitter, 
yet it is the weapon of a master—of one who can 
stir the heart t<> tears us well us laughter. The 
want of simplicity and decency is his greatest fault, 
llis whim and caprice, which he partly imitated 
from KhIkLus, and partly assumed f<>r effect, eome 
in sometimes with intrusive awkwardness to mar 
the touches of true genius, and the kindlings ofon- 
tjmsiasm. He t'M>k as much pains to spoil his own 
natural powers by affectation, as Lady Mary says 
Fielding did to destroy his fme constitution. 

The life of Laiiienie Sterne was as little in 


pleted the first part of hi* * Journey,’ Sterne went 
to London to see it published, and died in lodging* 
in Bond Street, March 18, 1768. There was nobody 
but a hired nurse by his death-bed. He had wished 
to die in an inn, where the few cold office* he 
wanted would lie purchased with a few guineas, and 
paid to him with an undisturbed but punctual at¬ 
tention. His wish was realised almost to the letter. 

No one reads Sterne for the story: his great work 
is but a bundle of episodes and digressions, strung 
together without any attempt at order. The reader 
must ‘give up the reins of his imagination Jnto-Jtts 
author’s hand—he pleased he knows not why, and 
cares not wherefore/ Through the whole novel, 
however, over its mists and absurdities, shines llis 
little family baud of friends and relatives—that ini¬ 
mitable group of originals and humorists— wtoch 
bL ind out from the canvass with the force and dis¬ 
tinctness of reality. Tills distinctness and separate 
ideTTflty is a proof of what Coleridge has termed 
the jieculiar power of Sterne, of seizing on and 
bringing forward those points on which every man 
is a humorist, and of the masterly manner in which 
he has brought out the characteristics of two beings 
of the most opposite natures—tbi cider Shandy and 
Toby—and surrounded them with a group of fol¬ 
lowers, sketched with equal life and individuality: 
in the Corporal, the obstetric I)r Slop; Yoriek, the 
lively and careless parson ; the Widow Wadman 
and Susannah. During the intervals of the publi¬ 
cation of ‘ Tristram.' Sterne ventured before the 
public some volumes of Sr mums, with his own comic 
figure, from a painting by Reynolds, at the head of 
them. The ‘ Sermons,’ according to the just opinion 


keeping ns ltis writings. A clergyman, he was dis¬ 
solute and licentious; a sentimentalist, who had, 
with his pen, tears for ail animate and inanimate 
nature, h<- was hardhearted and sellKh in his con¬ 
duct. Had he kept to his living in the country, 
going his daily round of pastoral duties, he would 
have lieen a better and wiser man. ‘ He degene¬ 
rated in London.' sax s David Garrick, ‘like an ill- 
transplanted shrub: the incense of tile great spoiled 
his head, and their ragouts his stomach. He grow 
sickly and proud —an invalid in body and mind.’ 
Hard is the life of a wit when united to a suscep¬ 
tible temperament, and the cares and sensibilities of 
mi author! Steriie was the son of an Irish lieu¬ 
tenant, anti was born at Oonmol, NoveinW*r 24, 
1713. He was educated by a relation, a cousin, and 
took his i teg ret* of M.A. at Cambridge in 1740. 
Having entered into orders, his uncle, Dr Sterne, a 
• rich pluralist, presented him with the living of Sut- 
1 ton, to which was afterwards added a prebend of 
j York. He married a York lady, ami derived from 
: the connexion another living in that county, the 
i rectory of Stillington. He lived nearly twenty 
years at Sutton, reading, painting, fiddling, and 
shooting, with occasional quarrels with his brethren 
of the cloth, with whom he was no favourite. He 
left Yorkshire for London in 17.V.), to publish the 
two first volumes of ‘ Tristram Shandy.’ Two 
others were published in 1701, and the same num¬ 
ber in 1762. He now took a tour to France, which 
enriched some of His subsequent volumes of 4 Tris¬ 
tram’ with his exquisite sketches of peasants and 
vine-dressers, the muleteer, the abbess and Mar¬ 
garita, Maria at Moulines -and not forgetting the 
poor ass with his heavy papnie rs at Lyons. In 
1764 he took another continental tour, and pene¬ 
trated into Italy, to which we are indebted for his 
Sentimental Journey. The latter work he composed 
on his return at Coxwould, the living of which had 
been presented to him, on the first publication of 
4 Tristram,’ by Lord Falconbridge. Having com- 


<>f Gray the ]>oct, show ji strong imagination and a j 
fiensi big heart; * but,’ he adds, ‘you see the author 'j 
often tottering on the verge of laughter, and ready j 
to throw Ins jicnwigTh the face of the audience.' ] 
The afleclcd pauses and abrupt transitions which <! 
disfigure * Tristram* are not banished from the 4 Ser¬ 
mons,’ but there is, of course, more connection and ; 
coherency in the subject. The 4 Sentimental Jour- j 
noy’ is also more regular than 4 Tristram’ in its plan ! 
and details ; but, beautiful as some of its descriptions j 
are, we want the oddities of Shandy, and the ever- i 
pleasing good nature ami simplicity of Uncle Toby. ; 
Sterne himself is the only character. The pHtTietic ! 
passages are rather overstrained, but still finely | 
conceived, and often expressed in his most felicitous j 
manner. That 4 gentle spirit of sweetest humour, ; 
who erst didst sit upon the easy pen of his beloved j 
Cervantes, turning, the twilight of his prison into j 
noonday brightness,’ was seldom absent long from j 
the lnvoedftom? of his English imitator, even when j 
he u'lest hobby* gud dabided jijjjie j 
mi rent sensuality. - “ J 

Uf the sentimental style of Sterne (his humour is 
too subtle and ethereal to be compressed into our j 
limits) a few specimens are added. j 

i 

The Story of Lc Ferre. 

[From 4 Tristram Shandy.*] 

It was some time in the summer of that year in 
which Denderniond was taken by the allies, which 
was about seven years before my father came into 
the country, and about as many, after the time, that 
my uncle Toby and Trim had privately decamped 
from my father’s house in town, in order to lay some 
of the finest sieges to some of the finest fortified cities 
in Europe, when my uncle Toby was one evening 
getting his supper, with Trim sitting behind him at 
a small sideboard, I say sitting, for in consideration 
of the corporal's lame knee (which sometime* gave 
him exquisite pain), when my uncle Toby dined or 
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supped alone, he would never suffer the corporal to bring on your honour’s torment in your groin. I few 
stand • and the poor fellow’s veneration for his master so, replied my uncle Toby ; but 1 am not at rest in 
Was such, that, with a proper artillery, my uncle Toby my mind, Trim, since the account the landlord has 
could have taken Dendermond itself with less trouble given me. 1 wish I had not known so much of this 
than he was able to gain this point over him; for affair, added my uncle Toby, or that 1 had known 
many a time, when my uncle Toby supposed the cor- more of it. Jlow shall we manage it? Leave it, an’t 
poral’s leg was at rest,"he would look back and detect please your honour, to me, quoth the corporal. I’ll 
) him standing behind him with the most dutiful take my lmt and stick and go to the house and recon- 
| respect. This bred more little squabbles betwixt noitre, and act accordingly; ami I will bring your 

I them than all other causes for five-and-twenty years honour a full account in an hour. Thou shalt go, I 

| together; but this is neither here nor there—why do Trim, said my uncle Toby ; and here’s a shilling for j 
I I mention it? Ask my pen—it governs me—I govern thee to drink with his servant. I shall get it all out j 

| not it. of him, said the corporal, shutting the door. j 

He was one evening sitting thus at his supper, My uncle Toby filled his second pipe; and had it ! 
; when the landlord of a little inn in the village came not been that he now and then wandered from the j 
into the parlour with an empty phial in his hand, to point, with considering whether it was not full as well • 
beg a glass or two of sack. Tis for a poor gentleman to have the curtain of the tennaile a straight liue as 
—1 think of the army, said the landlord, who has a crooked one, he might he said t to hnve*tbought of 
been taken ill at my house four days ago, and has nothing else hut poor Le Fevre a/Til his buy the whole 
never held up his head since, or had a desire to taste time he smoked it. 

anything, till just now, that In* has a fancy for a glass it was not till my uncle 1 obv had knocked the 
: of sack and a thin toast; I think, says he, taking his ashes out of his third pipe that Corporal Trim re- 
' hand from his forehead, it would comfort me. If I turned from the inn, and gave him the following 
; could neither beg, borrow, nor buy such a thiug, added account. I despaired at lirst, said the corporul, of 
j the landlord, I would almost steal it for the poor being aide to bring back your honour any kind of 
| gentleman, he is so ill. I hope in Cod lie will i 1 i intelligence concerning the poor sick lieutenant. Is 
i mend, continued he ; wc are all of us concerned for he in the annv, then: said my uncle Toby, lie in, 
him. said the corporal. And in what regiment ( said my 

Thou art a good-natured soul, I will answer for uncle Toby. I’ll tell your honour, replied the eor- 
thee, cried my uncle Toby ; and thou shalt drink the poral, everything straight forwards as I learned it. 
j poor gentleman’s health in a glass of sack thyself; Then, Trim, I'll till another pipe, said my uncle 
| and take a couple of bottles with my service, and tell Toby, and not interrupt thee till thou hast done ; so 
; him he is heartily welcome to them, and to a dozen : sit down at thy ease. Trim, in the window seat, and 
j more if they will do him good. I begin thy story again. The corporal made his old 

Though I am persuaded, said my uncle Toby, as 1 bow, which generally spoke as plain as a bow could 
I the landlord shut the door, he is a very eompas- speak it - Your honour is good. And having done 
i sionate fellow, Trim, yet 1 cannot help entertaining a ' that, he sat down, as he was ordered ; and licgun the 
! high opinion of his guest too ; there must be some- i story to my uncle Tubs ou r again in pretty near the 
thing more than common in him that in so short a s.tme words, 
i time should win so much upon the affections of hi> I despaired at first, said the corporal, of living able 
|j host. And of his whole family, added the corporal ; j to bring buck anv intelligence toyuur honour about 
! for they are all concerned for him. Step after him, I the lieutenant and his son; for when 1 uAod where 
i said my uncle Toby; do, Trim; and ask if he knows ! his servant was, from whom I made myself sure of 
his name. J knowing everything which was propi r to be asked'-- j 

i 1 have quite forgot it, truly, said the landlord,! That’" a riirht distinction. Trim, said my uncle Toby — j 
! coining back into the parlour with the corporal ; but : I was answered, an' please your honour, that he had 
I can ask his son again. 11a* he a son with him, j no servant with him; that lie had cum* to the inn I 


then ? said my uncle Toby. A boy, replied the land¬ 
lord, of about eleven or twelve years of age ; but the 
poor creature has tasted almost as liti)** us hi-* father; 
he does nothing but mourn and lament for him night 
and day. lie has not stirred from the bedside these 
two days. 

My uncle Toby laid down his knife and fork, and 
thrust his plate from before him, as the landlord gaie 
him the account; and Trim, without being ordered, 
f"<>k it away, without saying one word, and in a few 
...mutes after brought him his pipe and tobacco. 

May in the room a little, said my uncle Toby. 
Trim ! said my uncle Toby, after he lighted his pipe, 
and smoked about a dozen whiffs. Trim came in 
front of his master, and made his how. My uncle 
Toby smoked on, and s;iid no more. Corporal! said 
ray uncle Toby. The corporal made his bow. My 
uncle Toby proceeded no further, but finished his 

Trim, said my uncle ’loby, I have a project in my 
head, as it is a bad night, of wrapping myself up warm 
in my roquelaurc, and paying a visit to this poor 
gentleman. Your honour’s roquelaurc, replied the cor¬ 
poral, has not once been had on since the night before 
your honour received your wound, when we mounted 
guard in the trenches before the gate of St Nicholas. 
And besides, it is so cold and rainy a night, that j 
what with the roquelaurc, and what with the weather, 
'twill lx; enough to give your honour your death, and | 


with hired hordes, which, upon finding him-elf unable ( 
to proceed (to join, 1 suppose, the regiment), he had 
dismissed the im ruing after lie came. If I get better, j 
my dear, said lie, as he gave his purse to his son to : 
pay the man, we can hire horses IV"in hence. Hut, 
ala-! the poor gentleman will never get from hence, 
said the landlady to me ; for I heard tin* d« athwatch | 
all night long: and when he dies, the \ outli, his eon, 
will certainly die with him; for he i« broken-hearted 
already. 

I was hearing this account, continued the corporal, 
when the youth came into the kiteluu, to order the ] 
thin toast the landlord spoke of. Hut I will do it for 
my father myself, said the youth. Pray, let me save ;i 
you the trouble, young gentleman, said 1, taking up J 
a fork for the purpose, and offering him my chair to , 



1 am sure, said I, his honour will not like the toast ij 
the worse for being toasted by an old soldier. The j 
youth took hold of my hand, and instantly burst into j| 
tears. Poor youth ! said my uncle Toby ; he has been 
bred up from an infant in the army, and the name of j 
a soldier, Trim, sounded in his curs like the name of ] 
ft friend; I wish I had him hen*. j 

I never, in the longest march, said the corporal, had 
so great a mind to rny dinner, m I hod to cry with j 
him for company. What could be the matter with 
me, an’ please your honour! Nothing in the world, 1 
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Trim, said my Uncle Toby, blowing his nos©; but that 
thou art a good-natured fed low. 

When I p,ve him the too«t, continued the corporal, 

I thought it was proper to toll him I was Captain 
Shandy's servant, and that your honour, though a 
stranger, was extremely concerned for his father; and 
that, if there was anything in your house or cellar— 
And thou inight’st have added my purse too, said my 
uncle Toby - he was heartily welcome to it. He 

made a very low bow, which was meant to your 

honour; but no answer, for his heart was full ; so he 
went up stairs with the toast, i warrant you, my 
dear, said 1, as l opened the kitchen door, your father 
will be well again. Mr Yoriek’s curate was smoking 
a pipe by the kitchen lire, but said not a word, good 
or bad, to comfort the youth. I thought it wrong, 
added the corporal., 1 think so too, said my uncle 
I Toby. * 

When the lien ten ant bad taken his glass of sack 
i and toast, he felt himself a little revived, and sent 

j (low'll into the kitchen t*> let me know that in about 

! ten minutes lie should be glad if 1 would step up 
stairs. 1 believe, said the landlord, he is going to say 
j his prayers, for there was a book laid upon the chair 
1 by bis bedside, and*as I shut the <b*or, 1 >uw his son 
take up a cushion. 

! 1 thought, *aid the curate, that you gentlemen 

: of the army, Mr Trim, never said y ur prayers at 
all. 1 heard the poor gentleman sav his prayers la*t 
night, said the landlady, very devoutly, and with 
my own ear*, or I could not have believed it. Are 
you sure of it * replied the curate. A soldier, an* 
please vour reverence, said l, prays a* often of bis 
own accord us a parson ; and when he i* lighting for 
his king, and for his own lib*, and f»>r his honour too, 
he has the most reason to pray to (tod of any one in 
the whole world. ’Twa> well said of thee. Trim, said 
my uncle Toby, llut when a soldier, said I, an* 
please your reverence, has le-en standing for twelve 
hours together in the trenches up to his knees in eoJd 
water, or engaged, said 1, for months together in long 
and dangerous marches ; harassed, perhaps, in his rear t 
to-day; harassing others to-morrow; detached here ; ' 
countermanded there; resting this night out upon his 
arms ; beat up in his sjiirt the next ; benumbed in bis 
joints ; perhaps without straw in hi* tent to kneel on ; 
must say his prayers Unw and uhen he can. 1 believe, 
<<aid 1 for 1 was piqued, quoth the corporal, for the 
reputation of the nrnn — 1 believe, an’ please vour 
reverence, said I, that when n soldier gels time to 
pray, he pravs as heartily as a person, though not 
with nil his fuss and hyp*KTisy. Thou 4n»ul 1st not 
have said that, Trim, said my uncle Toby ; for tiod 
only knows who is a hypocrite and who is not. At 
; the great and general review of us all, corporal, at the 
day of judgment, ami m*t till then, it will be seen 
who has done their duties in this world and who has 
not; and we shall be advanced, Trim, accordingly. 

I hope we shall, said Trim. It is in the Scripture, 
said iuv uncle Toby: ami I will show it thee to-mor¬ 
row. In the meantime, wo may depend upon it. 
Trim, for our comfort, said my uncle Toby, that <«od 
Almighty is so good and just a governor of the world, 
that if we have but done our duties in it, it will never 
be inquired into whether we have done them in a red 
coat or a black one. I hope not, said the corporal. 
But go on, Trim, said my uncle Toby, with thy story. 

; When 1 went up, continued the corporal, into the 
lieutenant’s room, which 1 did not do till the expira¬ 
tion of the ten minutes, he was lying in his bed with 
hid head raised upon his hand, with his elbow upon the 
pillow, and a clean white cambric handkerchief beside 
it. The youth was just stooping down to take up the 
cushion, upon which I supposed he had been kneeling; 
the hook was laid upon the bed; and as he roee, in 
taking up the cushion with one hand, he reached out 


his other to take it away at the same time* Let it 
remain theres, my dear, said the lieutenant. 

lie did not offer to speak to me till I had walked 
up close to his bedside. If you are Captain Shandy's 
servant, said he, you must present my thanks to your 
master, with my little boy’s thanks along with them, 
for his courtesy to me. If he was of Levens’s, said the 
lieutenant. I told him your honour was. Then, said 
he, I served three campaigns with him in .Flanders, 
and remember him ; but ’tis most likely, as I had not 
the honour of any acquaintance with him, that he 
knows nothing of me. You will tell him, however, 
that the person his good-nature has laid under obli¬ 
gations to him is one J.e Fcvre, a lieutenant in 
Angus’s. But he knows me not, said he, a second 
time, muring. Possibly he may my story, added he. 
Pray, tell the captain, I was the ensign at Ihpr ia 
whose wife was most unfortunately killed with a 
musket shot as she lay in my arms in my tent. I 
remember the story, an’t please your honour, said T, 
very well. I><» you so ? said he, wiping his eyes with 
his handkerchief, then well may 1. In saying this, 
he drew a little ring out of his bosom, which seemed 
tied with a black ribband about his neck, and kissed 
it twice. Here, Billy, said he. T>'t* boy flew across 
the room to the bedside, and falling down upon bis 
knee, took the ring in his band, and kissed it too; 
tlu n kissed bis father, and sat down upon the bed and 
wept. 

I wi-h, said my mode Toby, with a deep sigh—I 
wi-h, Trim, I was a sleep. Vour honour, replied the 
corporal, is too mu« h concerned. rriiall I pour your 
honour out a glass of saek to your pipe { Ho, Trim, 
said my uncle Toby. 

I rememlior, said my uncle Toby, sighing again, the 
story of the ensign and his wife, with a circumstance 
liis mode-tv omitted ; and particularly well that he, 
ns well as *die, upon some account or other, 1 forget 
what, was universally pitied bv the whole regiment; 
but finish tho story thou art upon. "Tis finished 
already, said the corporal, for 1 could stay no longer; 
so vvidied hi. honour a good night. Young Le Fevre 
rose from off the bed, and saw me to the bottom of 
the stair- ; and as vve went down together, told me 
they had come from Ireland, and were on their route 
to join the regiment in Flanders. But, alas! said the 
corporal, the lieutenant’s lust day’s march is over. 
Then what is to become of his poor boy! cried my 
uncle Toby. 

It was to my uncle Toby's eternal honour— though 
I tell it only for the sake of those, who, when cooped 
in betwixt a natural and a positive law, know not for 
their souls which wav in the world to turn themselves 
—that, notwithstanding my uncle Toby was warmly 
engaged at that time in carrying on the siege of l)cn- 
dormond, parallel with the allies, who pressed theirs 
on s-. v igorously that they scarce allowed him time to 
get his dinner- that nevertheless he gave tip llender- 
tnond, though he had already made a lodgment upon 
the counterscarp—and bent his whole thoughts to¬ 
wards the private distresses at the inn; and except 
that he ordered the garden gate to lie Invited up, by 
which he might l>e said to have turned the siege of 
Demlertnond into a blockade, he left Oendertuond to 
itself, to be relieved or not by the French king as the 
French king thought good, and only considered how 
he himself should relieve the poor lieutenant and his 
son. That kind Being, who is a friend to the friend¬ 
less, shall recompense thee for this. 

Thou hast left this matter short, said my uncle 
Toby to the corporal, as he was putting him to bed; 
and I will tell thee in what, Trim. In the first place, 
when thou madst an offer of my services to Le Ferre 
—as sickness and travelling are both expensive, and 
thou kuowest he was but a poor lieutenant, with a 
son to subsist as well as himself out of his pay—that 
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4h0u didst not make an offer to him of my purse; 
bocause, had he stood in need, thou knowest, Trim, 
he had been as welcome to it as myself. Your honour 
; fciiows, Baid the corporal, I had no orders. True, 
quoth my uncle Toby, thou didst Tery right, Trim, as 
| J soldier, but certainly very wrong as a man. 

In the second place, for which indeed thou hast tho 
same excuse, continued my uncle Toby, when thou 
offcredafc him whatever was in my house, thou shouldst 
have offered him my house too. A sick brother officer 
should have the best quarters, Trim; and if we had 
him with us, we could tend and look to him. Thou 
art an excellent nurse thyself, Trim; ami what with 
thy care of him, and the old woman’s, and his boy's, 
and mine together, we might recruit him again at once, 
and set him upon his legs. In a fortnight or three 
weeks, added my uncle Toby, smiling, he might march. 
He will never march, an’ please your honour, in this 
world, said the corporal, lie will march, said my 
uncle Toby, rising up from the side of the bed with 
one shoe off. An’ please your honour, said the cor¬ 
poral, he will never march but to his grave. He shall 
march, cried my uncle Toby, marching the foot which 
had a shoe on, though without advancing an inch — 
he shall march to his regiment. He cannot stand it, 
said the corporal. He shall be supported, said my 
uncle Toby. HeTl drop at last, said the corporal; 
and what will become of his boy 1 He shall not drop, 
said my uncle Toby, firmly. A-well-o’-dav, do what 
we can*for him, said Trim, maintaining hi* point, tin* 
poor soul will die. He shall not die, by <i— , cried 
mv uncle Toby. The Accusing Spirit, which Hew up 
to* heaven’s chancery with the oath, blushed n* he 
gave it in ; and the Recording Angel, as he wrote it 
down, dropped a tear upon the word, and blotted it 
out for ever. 

My uncle Toby went to his bureau ; put his purse j 
into his breeches pocket; and having ordered the cor- | 
poral to go early in the morning for a phvMcian, he 
went to bed, and fell asleep. 

The sun looked bright the morning after to every 
eye in the village but Le Fevre’s and his afflicted 
son’s. The hand of death pressed heavy upon his 
eyelids, and hardly could the wheel at the cistern 
turn round its circle, when my uncle Toby, who had 
rose up an hour before his wonted time, entered the 
lieutenant’s room, and without preface or apology 
sat himself down upon the chair by the bedside; and 
independently of all modes ami customs, opened the 
curtain in the manner an old friend and brother officer 
would have done it, and asked him how he did—how 
he had rested in the night—what was his complaint 
i —where was his pain—and what he could do to help 
! him. And without giving him time to answer any 
! one of the inquiries, went on and told him of the 
little plan which he had been concerting with the cor¬ 
poral the night before for him. You shall go home 
• sir oily, Le Fcvre, said my uncle Tobv, to my house, 
and we’ll send for a doctor to see what’s the matter; 
and we’ll have an apothecary, and the corporal shall 
1)0 your nurse, and I’ll be your servant, Le Fevrc. 

There was a frankness in my uncle Toby—not the 
effect of familiarity, but the cause of it—which let 
you at once into his soul, and showed you the good¬ 
ness of his nature; to this there was something in his 
looks, and voice, and manner auperadded, which eter¬ 
nally beckoned to the unfortunate to come and take 
shelter under him ; so that before my uncle Toby had 
half finished the kind offers he was making to the 
father, had the son insensibly pressed up close to his 
knees, and had taken hold of the breast of his coat, 
and was pulling it towards him. The bloocl and 
spirits of Le Fern, which were waxing cold and slow 
within him, and were retreating to their last citadtd, 
the heart, rallied back; the film forsook his eyes for a 
moment ; he looked up wishfully in xny uncle Toby’s 


face, then cast a look upon his boy; and that liga¬ 
ment, fine as it was, was never broken. Nature In¬ 
stantly ebbed again; the film returned to its place; 
the pulse fluttered—Btopped—went on—throbbed-^- 
stopped again—moved—stopped. Shall I go on ? No. 

[ The Starling — Captivity.] 

[From tho * Sentimental Journey.’] 

And as for the Rastile, the terror is in the word. 
Make the most of it you can, said I to myself, the 
Jiastile is but another word for a tower, and a tower is 
but another word for a bouse you can’t get out of. 
Mercy on the gouty! for they arc in it twice a-year; 
but with nine livres a day, and pen, and ink, and 
paper, and patience, albeit a man can’t get out, he 
may do very w’ell within, at least for a month or six 
weeks ; at the end of which, if he a haribless fellow, 
his innocence appears, and he crifhes out a better and 
wiser man than he went in. 

I had some occasion (1 forget what) to step into the 
cowrt-vnrd as 1 settled this account; and remember 1 
walked down stairs in no small triumph with the con¬ 
ceit <*f mv reasoning. Rethrew the sombre pencil ! 
said 1 Tauntingly, for I envy not its powers which 
paints the evils of life with so hard and deadly a 
colouring. The mind sits terrified at the objects she 
has magnified herself and blackened : reduce them to 
their proper size and hue, she overlooks them. ’Tis i 
true, said I, correcting the proposition, the Rustile is ! 
not an evil to be despNed ; but strip it of its tower*, I 
fill up the fosse, unbarricade the doors, call it simply i 
a confinement, ami suppose ’tis some tyrant of a dis¬ 
temper and not of a man which hold* you in it, tho \ 
evil vanishes, and you boar the other half without com¬ 
plaint. I was interrupted in the heyday id" this soli- 1 
ioquvwith a voice which I took to be of a child, which 
complained 4 it could not get out.’ 1 looked up and 
down the passage, and see ini' neither mun, woman, nor 
child, 1 went out without further attention. In my ' 
return back through the passage, \ heard the same j 
words repeated twice over; and looking up, I saw it j 
J was a starling hung in a little cage ; ‘ I can’t get out, j 
I can't got out,’ said the starling. I -food looking at \ 
the bird ; and to every per on who eame through the I 
passage, it ran fluttering to the side toward* which \ 
they approaehed it, with the same lamentation of its 
captivity— 4 1 can't get out,* said the starling. Ood ‘ 
help thee! said I, but I’ll let thee out, cost what it 
will ; so I turned about the cage to get the door. It 
was twisted and double twisted so fast with wire ; 
there was no getting it open without pulling the cage 
to pieces. I took both hands to it. The bird flew to i" 
the place where I was attempting his deliverance, nt:d ; 
thrusting his head through the trellis, pressed hi# ; 
breast against it as if impatient; I fear, poor crea¬ 
ture, said I, 1 cannot set thee at liberty. 4 No,* said 
the starling, 4 I can’t get out ; 1 can’t get out,’ said 
the starling. I vow I never had mv allections more : 
tenderly awakened ; or do 1 remember an incident in 
my life where the dissipated spirits, to which mv 
reason had been a bubble, were so suddenly called , 
home. Mechanical a* the notes were, yet so true in 
tune to nature were they chanted, that in one moment 
they overthrew all my systematic reasonings upon the ; 
Bnstilc; and I heavily walked up stairs, unsaying i 
every word I had said in going down them. « 

Disguise thyself ns thou wilt, still Slavery, said i 
I, still thou ait a hitter draught; and though thou- ! 
sands in all ages have been made to drink of thee, j 
thou art no less bitter on that account. ’Ti# thou, 
thrice sweet ami gracious goddess, addressing myself 
to Liberty, whom all in public or in private worship, 
whose taste is grateful, and ever will he so, till nature 
herself shall change ; no tint of words eat) epot thjr 
snowy mantle, or chemlc power turn thy sceptre into 
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iron; with thee to smile upon him as he eats his 
crust, the swain is happier than his monarch, from 
whose court thou art exiled. Gracious Heaven! cried 
I, kneeling down upon the last step but one in my 
ascent, grant me but health, thou great bestower of it, 
and give me but this fair goddess as my companion, 
and shower down thy mitres, if it seem good unto thy 
divine providence, upon those heads which are aching 
for them. 

The bird in his cage pursued me into my room. 1 
sat down dose to my table, and leaning my head upon 
my hand, 1 began to figure to myself the miseries of 
confinement. 1 was in a right frame for it, and so 1 
gave full scope to my imagination, I was going to 
begin with the millions of my fellow-creatures born to 
no inheritance but slavery ; but finding, however af¬ 
fecting the picture was, that I could not bring it near 
me, and tl»it the multitude of sad groups in it did but 
distract me, I Um»%h single captive, and having first 
shut him up in his dungeon, 1 then looked through 
the twilight of his grated door to take his picture. J 
beheld Ins body half-wasted away with long expecta¬ 
tion and confinement, and felt what kind of sirknen* 
of the heart it was which arises from hope deferred. 
Upon looking nearar, 1 saw him pale and feverish ; in 
thirty years the western breeze had not once fanned 
bin blood ; lie had seen no sun, no moon, in all that 
time, nor had the voice of friend or kinsman breathed 
through his lattice; his children—but here my heart 
begun to bleed, and I was forced to go on with another 
part of the portrait. He was sitting upon the ground 
upon a little stiftw, in the furthest comer of his 
dungeon, which was alternately his chair and bed : 
a little calendar of small stick*' lay at the head, 
notched all over with the dismal days and nights h»* 
had passed there ; ho had one of these little stick" in 
lm hand, and with a rusty nail he was etching another 
day of misery to add to the le ap. As I darkened the 
little light he had, he lifted up a hoj>ele-s eye toward* 
the door, then cast It down, shook Ids head, and went 
on with his work of affliction. ! heard his chains 
upon his legs, um he turned his body to lay his little 
stick upon the bundle. He gave a deep sigh: I *aw 
the iron enter into his soul. I burnt into tears; I 
could not sustain the picture of confinement which 
my fancy hud drawn. 


[ A Firnrh .} 


A shoe coming loose from the tore-foot »>t the tlull- 
horse, at tin* beginning of the ascent of Mount Taurira, 
the ]K>#tilioii dismounted, tw isted the shoe off, and put 
it iu his pocket. As the ascent was of five or six miles, 
and that horse our main dependence, 1 made a point 
of having the shoe fastened on again as well as we 
could ; but the postilion had thrown away the nails, 
and the hammer in the chaise-box being of no great 


The family consisted of an old grayheaded man and 
his wife, with five or fix sons and sons-in-law and 
their several wives, and a joyous genealogy out of 
them. They were all sitting down together to tneir 
lentil-soup; a large wheaten loaf was in the middle 
of the table; and a flagon of wine at each end of it 
promised joy through the stages of the repast; 'iwae 
a feast of love. The old man rose up to meet me, and 
with a respectful cordiality would have me fit down 
at the table; my heart was set down the moment I 
entered the room, so I sat down at once like a son of 
the family; and to invest mvself in the character Of 
speedily as 1 could, I instantly borrowed the old man** 
knife, and taking up the loaf, cut myself a hearty 
luncheon ; and as I did it, I saw a testimony in every 
eye, not only of an honest welcome, but of a welcome 
mixed with thanks that l had not seemed to doubt, it. 
Was it this, or tell me Nature what else it was, umt 
made thi* morsel so sweet; and to what magic 1 owe 
it, that the draught 1 took of their flagon was w> de¬ 
licious with it, that they remain upon my palate to 
this hour? If the supper was to my taste, the grace 
which followed it was much more so. 

When supper was over, the old man gave a knock 
upon the table with the haft of his knife, to bid them 
prepare for the dance. The won cut the signal was 
given, the w unen and girls ran all together into a 
buck apartment to tie up their hair, and the young 
men to the door to wash their faces and change their j 
sabots ; and in three minute* every soul was ready, 
upon a little esplanade before the house, to begin. 
The old man and his wife mine out last, and placing 
me betwixt them, sat down upon a sofa of turf by the ; 
door. The old man had some fifty years ago been no j 
mean performer upon the vieile ; ami at the age he t 
was then of, touched it well enough for the purpose. j 
His wife sung now and then a little to the tune, then 
intermitted, and joined her old man again as their 
children and grandchildren danced before them. 

It was riot till the middle of the second dance, 
when, for «*ouie pauses in tlu* movement, wherein they 
all seemed to look up, I fancied I could distinguish 
an elevation of spirit different from that which is the j 
cause or the effect of simple jollity. In a word, I 
thought I beheld Religion mixing in the dance; but 
as 1 had never seen her so engaged, I should have 
looked upon it n«<w n* one of the illusions of an ima¬ 
gination which is eternally misleading me, had not 
the old man, ns soon as the dance ended, said that j 
this was their constant way ; and that all his life j 
long he had made it a mle, after supper wan over, 
to rail out his family to dance and rejoice; believing, 
lie said, that a cheerful and contented mind was the 
best sort of thanks to Heaven that an illiterate pea¬ 
sant could pay. Or a learned prelate either, said I. 
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use without them, I submitted to go on. He had not 
mounted half a mile higher, when, coming to a flinty 
piece of road, the poor devil lost a second shoe, and 
1 from off his other fore-foot. 1 then got out of the 
chaise in good earnest ; and seeing a house about a 
i quarter of a mile to the left hand, with a great deal 
S to do 1 prevailed upon the postilion to turn up to it. 
! The look of the house, and of everything about it, as 
I we drew nearer, soon reconciled me to the disaster. It 
I .was a little farm-house, surrounded with about twenty 
j acres of vineyard, about as much corn; ami close to 
j the house on one side was a iKttagn'ie of an acre and 
j a-half, full of everything which could make plenty in 
; a French peasant’s house; and on the other side was a 
| little wood, which furnished wherewithal to dress it. 
| It wm about eight in the evening when I got to the 
I houae ; so 1 left the postilion to manage his point m 
he could, and for mine, I walked directly into the 
house* 


lu 17.VJ l)u Johnson published bis moral tale of | 
liossilas, which he wrote in the nights of one week ! 
to defray the exjvenses of his mother's funeral. The j 
scene is laid in the east, but the author makes no jl 
t attempt to portray the minutin' of eastern manners, jl 
[ It is in fact u series of essays on various subjects of jt 
morality and religion—on the efficacy of pilgrim- il 
ages, the state of departed souls, the probability of j 
the re-appearance of the dead, the dangers of soli- j 
tude, No., on all which the philosopher and prince of 
Abyssinia talk exactly as Johnson talked for more 
than twenty years in his house at Bolt Court, or in the 
club. Young said ‘Rasselaa’ was a 'massof 8608%' 
and its moral precepts are certainly conveyed in 
striking and happy language. The raad astrono¬ 
mer, who imagined that he possessed the regulation 
of the weather and the distribution of the seasons, is 
an original character in romance* and the happy 
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vattey, in which 4 Rnsselas ’ resides, is sketched with 
poetical feeling. The habitual melancholy of John¬ 
son is apparent in this work—as wdien he nobly 
I apostrophises the river Nile— 4 Answer, great Fa¬ 
ther of waters ! thou that rollest thy Hoods through 
eighty nations, to the invocations of the daughter of 
tliy native king. Tell me if tliou waterest, through 
all thy course, a single habitation from which tliou 
dost not hear the murmurs of complaint.’ When 
Johnson afterwards penned his depreciatory criti- 
| cism of Gray, and upbraided him for apostrophising 
| the Thames, adding coarsely, * Father Thames has 
t no better means of knowing than himself,’ he forgot 
! that he had written 4 liasselas.* 


picture that walks out of its frame, or a skeleton’s 
ghost in a hermit’s cowl. Where Walpolo has im¬ 
proved on the incredible and mysterious, is in his 
dialogues and style, which are pure and dramatic in 
effect, and in the more delicate and picturesque tone 
which he lias given to chivalrous manners. Wal¬ 
pole was the third son of the Whig minister, Sir 
Robert Walpole; was born in 1717, became fourth 
Earl of Orford 1791, and died in 1797 ; having not 
only outlived most of his illustrious contemporaries, 
but recorded their weaknesses and failings, their 
private history and peculiarities, in his uurivalled 
correspondence. 


I 

| CHARLES JOHNSTONE. 

j In 1760 The Adventures of a Guinea , by Charles 
| Johnstone, amused the town by its sketches of 
■ con tern jKirary satire. A second edition was pub¬ 
lished the same year, and a third in 1761, when the 
author considerably augmented the work. Jolin- 
i stone published other novels, which are now utterly 
| forgotten. He went to India in 1782, and was a pro- 
; prietor of one of the Bengal newspapers. He died 
! in 1800. As Dr Johnson (to whom the manuscript 
| was shown by the bookseller) advised the puhlica- 
i tion of 4 The Adventures of a Guinea,’ and as it ex- 
\ perienced considerable success, the novel may be 
i presumed to have possessed superior merit. It exhi- 
1 bits a variety of incidents, related in the style of 1^ 

I Sage and Smollett, hut the satirical portraits are over- 
i charged, and the author, like Juvenal, was too fond of 
• lftshing and exaggerating the vices of his age. One 
of the critics of the novel says, 4 it leads us along all 
! the gloomy, and foul, and noisome passages of life, 
j and we escape from it with the feeling of relief with 
which we would emerge from a vault in which tlu; 
air was loaded with noxious vapours.* To such 
satirists who only paint 

Tlie baser sides of literature and life, 

! may be contrasted the healthy tone of feeling evinced i 
by Fielding and Smollett, and the playful sarcastic j 
| wit of Sterne. ..* j 



Strawberry Hill, near Twii l.enh on , the rvedfiu© 
t*f Horace W u1jk*Ic. 


1 HORACE WALPOLE. 

| In 1764 Horace Walpole revived the Gothic 
I romance in his interesting little story, The Castle of 
( Otranto, which he at first published anonymously, as 
| a work found in the library of un ancient Catholic 

ji 


family in the north of England, and printed at Naples 
in the black letter in 1529. ‘ I wished it to he believed 
ancient,’ he said, ‘and almost everybody was iru- 
i posed upon.’ The tale was so well received by the 
public, that a second edition was soon called for, to 
! which the author prefixed his name. Though de¬ 
signed. to blend the two kinds of romance—the an¬ 
cient, in which all wuia imagination and improbabi¬ 
lity, mid the modern, in which nature is copied, the 
peculiar taste of Walpole, who loved to 4 gaze on 
Gothic toys through Gothic glass,’ and the nature of 
his subject, led him to give the preponderance to the 
antique. The ancient romances have nothing more 
incredible than a sword which required a hundred 
men to lift it; a helmet, that by its own weight 
forces a passage through a court-yard into an 
arched vault, big enough for a man to go through; a 

I. 



| In the spring of 176*6 came out a talc of about 
i equal dimensions with Walpole’s Gothic story, hut 
: as different in its nature iu» an English cottage or 
i \ ilia, with its hotu i -suckle hedge, wall-roses, neat 
i garden, and general air of beauty and comfort, is 
j from a gloomy feudal tower, with its dark walls, 
moat, and drawbridge. We allude to Goldsmith’s 
Vicar of Wahefiehl. Though written two year* 

! lx. 1 fore, and sold for sixty guineas, the bookseller had 
kept it hack, doubtful of success, till the publication 
of The Traveller had given Goldsmith a name, it* 
reception by the public must have been an agreeable 
surprise. The first edition win published on the 
27th of March, a second w as called for in May, and 
a third in August of tlu 1 same year. What reader 
could be insensible to tlu* charms of a work so full 
of kindliness, benevolence, taste, and genius? By 
that species of mental chemistry which he under¬ 
stood as well as Sterne, Goldsmith extracted th<? 
essence of character, separating from it what was 
trite and worthless, and presenting in incredibly 
small space a finished representation, bland, humo¬ 
rous, simple, absurd, or elevated, as the story might 
require. The passions were equally at his bidding, 
within that confined sphere to which he limited 
their range ; ami a life of observation ami reading j 
(though foolish in action) supplied him with a preg I 
nancy of thought and illustration, tins full value of j 
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which is scarcely appreciated on account of the ex¬ 
treme simplicity of the language. Among the in¬ 
cidental remarks in the volume, for example, are 
some on the state of the criminal law of Belaud, 
which show how completely Goldsmith had autiei- 



Oli\**r <« <l'Wuith. 


prtted and directed (in hotter language than anv 
senator has since employed on the subject) all that 
parliament has effected in the reformation of our 
criminal code. These short, philosophical. and critic al 
di>tfCrtatioiis, always arise naturally <»ut of the pro¬ 
gress of the tale. The character of the vicar gives 
the chief interest to tho family group, though the 
peculiarities of Mrs Primrose, as her 1 coasted skill tu 
housewifery, her motherly vanity and desire to «p- 
jnar i/tntt 1 7, are finely brought out, and reproduced 
in her daughters. The vicar's support of the 
Whistonian theory as to marriage, that it was un¬ 
lawful for a priest of the ehureh of England, after 
the death of his first wife, to take a second, to 
illustrate which he had his wife's epitaph written 
and placed over the chimney-piece, is a touch of 
humour and individuality that has never been 
excelled. Another weakness of the worthy vicar 
was the literary vanity which, notwithstanding Ins 
real learning, led him to be imposed upon bv den- 
kiftHon in the affair of tin* cosmogony ; but these 
drawbacks only serve to endear him more closely 
to his readers; and w lien distress falls‘upon the 
virtuous household, the noble fortitude and resigna¬ 
tion of the principal sufferer, and the efficacy of hi* 
example, form one of the most affecting and even 
sublime moral pictures. The imniU*rless little traits 
of character, pathetic and lively incidents, and 
sketches of manners—as the family of the Flam- 
boroughs, the quiet pedantry and simplicity of 
Moses, with his bargain of the shagreen Rj>ectucles; 
the family picture, in which Mrs Primrose was 
painted as Venus, and the vicar, in gown and band, 
presenting to her his books on the Whistonion con¬ 
troversy, and which picture, when completed, was 
too large for the house, and like Robinson Crusoe’s 
longboat, could not be removed— all mark the per¬ 
fect art as well as nature of this domestic novel. 
That Goldsmith derived many of his incidents from 
actual occurrences which he had witnessed, is gene¬ 
rally admitted. The story of George Primrose, parti¬ 
cularly bis going to Amsterdam to teach the Dutch¬ 


men English, without recollecting that he should first 
know something of Dutch himself, seems an exact » 
transcript of the author’s early adventures and 
blundering simplicity. Though Goldsmith carefully 
corrected the language of his miniature romance in 
the different editions, he did not meddle with the in¬ 
cidents/ so that some improbabilities remain. These, 
however, have no eflect on the reader, in diminish- 
j ing for u moment the interest of the work, which 
must always i>e considered one of the most chaste 
and beautiful offering* which the genius of fiction 
ever presented at the shrine of virtue. 

In the same year with the ‘ Vicar of Wakefield/ 
a domestic novel, in five volumes, The Tool of Quality , 
was published by a countryman of Goldsmith, 
IIknhv Hiiooki: (1700 1783), w ho was the author of 
several dramatic pieces, and of a jHiem on (Jniver tl 
lltauh/, which anticipated the style of Darwin’s 
* Rulunic Garden.' The poetry and prose of llrooke 
have both fallen into obscurity, but his novel was j 
j popular in its day, and contains several pleasing and [ 
instructive sketches, chiefly designed for the young, j 

i 

m:\HV MACKENZIE ! 

J' 

The most successful imitator of Sterne in senti- e 
incut, pathos, and style; his sujierior in taste and j 
delicacy, but greatly inferior to him in originality, j 
force* and humour, was IIenuy Mackenzie, long j 
the ornament of tin. literary circles of JCdinburgh. j 
If Mackenzie was inferior to bis prototype'iii the | 
essentials of genius, be enjoyed an exemption from * 
its follies and Miflcring*. and passed a tranquil and j 
prosperous life, which was prolonged to far beyond j 
tiie Psalmist’s cycle of threescore and ten. Mr 1 
j Mackenzie was l*>rn in Edinburgh in August 1745, \ 
and was the* son of Dr Joshua Mackenzie, a respect- j 
j able physician. lie was educated at the High-school 
• and university of Edinburgh, and afterwards studied 
! the law in his native < it\. The legal department 
selected by Mackenzie was the business of the Ex- ; 

; chequer court, and to improve him in tiiis he went 
to Loudon in 1765, and studied the English Ex- < 
i chequer practice. Returning to Edinburgh, he i 
| mixed in its literary circles w hich then numbered 
I the great names of ltunic, Robertson, Adam Smith, i 
; Iilair, &c. In 1771 apjieared liis novel. The Man ; 

| of Ttt!inq, which was afterwards followed by The 
| Man of the Wot hi, ami Julm tie lloubiyne. He was, 

| as we have previously stated, the principal contri- ; 

hutor to the * Mirmr' and * Lounger.’ and he wrote 
! some dramatic pieces, which were brought out at j 
} Edinburgh with hut indifferent success. The style 
j and diction of Mackenzie are always choice, elegant*, i] 
' ami expressive* EuLt lu- w anted power. It may seem ji 
J strange that a novcltst* to crnttfCnfly sentimental 
ami refined should have ventured to write on poli¬ 
tical subjects, but Mackenzie supported the govern- 
; meat of Mr Pitt with some pamphlets wri£M9P 
with great acuteness and discrimmutikin,, Iii real 
ttfb the TwveTist w as si>rewd tmd practical; he had i 
j early exhausted his vein of romance, and Wax an j, 
; active trrrm dr THftTncts." In 1804 the government 
appointed him to the office of comptroller of taxes 
j for Scotland, which entailed uj>on him considerable 
! 1 ;d m. ur aild-d wulgery, but wrs highly lucrative. In 
, tier'situation, with a numerous family (Mr Mac* 

! keuzie had married Miss Pcnuel Grant, daughter of 
| Sir Ludovie Grant, of Grant), enjoying the society 
I of his friends and his favourite sports of the field, 
w riting occasionally on subjects of taste and litera¬ 
ture—for he said. * the old stump would still occa ¬ 
sionally §£tid forth it Jbw 

dTTceling lived' to tTie advanced age Sf eighty-six, 
and died on the 14th of January 183L 
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The first novel of Mackenzie is the best of lus 
works, unless we except some of his short contribu¬ 
tions to the 4 Mirror’ ami ‘Lounger’ (as the tale of La 
Roche), which fully supported his fame. There is 
no regular story in 4 The Man of Feeling,' but the 
character of Harley, his purity of mind, aud his 
bashfulness, caused by ‘ excessive delicacy, interest 
the reader from the commencement of the tale, llis 
adventures in London, the talk of dub and park 
frequenters, his visit to bedlam, and his relief of the 
old soldier, Atkins, and his daughter, though partly 
formed on the affected sentimental style of the 
inferior romances, evince a facility in moral and 
pathetic painting that was then only surpassed by 
Richardson. His humour is chaste and natural. 
Harley fails, as might be expected from his diffident 
and retiring character, in securing the patronage of 
the great in London, and he returns to the coun¬ 
try, meeting with some adventures by the way 
that illustrate his fine sensibility and benevolence. 
Though bashful, Harley is not effeminate, and there 
are bursts of manly feeling and generous sentiment 
throughout the work, which at once elevate the 
character of the hero, and relieve the prevailing 
tone of pathos in the novel. ‘The Man of the 
World’ has less of the discursive manner of Sterne, 
but the character of Sir Thomas Siudall—the Love¬ 
lace of the novel—seems forced and unnatural, llis 
plots against the family of Annesly, and his at¬ 
tempted seduction of Lucy (after an interval of 
some eighteen or twenty years), show a deliberate 
villany and disregard of public opinion, which, con¬ 
sidering his rank and position in the world, appears 
improbable. His death-bed sensibility and penitence 
are undoubtedly out of keeping with the rest of his 
character. The adventures of young Annesly among 
the Indians are interesting and romantic, and are 
described with much spirit: his narrative, indeed, 
is one of the freest and boldest of Mackenzie’s 
sketches. ‘Julia de Roubigne’ is .still more melan¬ 
choly than 4 The Man of the World.’ It has no 
gorgeous descriptions or imaginative splendour to 
relieve the misery and desolation which overtake a 
I group of innocent lieings, whom for their virtues the 
1 reader would wish to see happy. It is a domestic 
tragedy of the deepest kind, without much discri¬ 
mination of character or skill in the plot, and 
oppressive from its scenes of unmerited and unmi¬ 
tigated distress. Wo wake from the pertisal of the 
tale as from a painful dream, conscious that it has 
no reality, and thankful that its morbid excitement 
is over. It is worthy of remark that in this novel 
Mackenzie was one of the first to denounce the 
system of slave-labour in the West Indies. 

‘I havepften been tempted to doubt,’ says one of 
the characters in Julia de Roubigne, ‘ whether 
H is not an error in the whole plan of negro 
1 rvitude; and whether whites or creoles born in 
: tin: West Indies, or perhaps cattle, after the man¬ 
ner of European husbandry, would not do the busi- 
j ness better and cheaper than the slaves do. The 
money which the latter cost at first, the sickness 
(often owing to despondency of mind) to which they 
are liable after their arrival, and the proportion tlmt 
die in consequence of it, make the machine, if it 
may be so called, of a plantation, extremely expen¬ 
sive in its operations. In the list of slaves belong¬ 
ing to a wealthy planter, it would astonish you to 
see the number unfit for service, pining under 
disease, a burden on their master. I am only talking 
as a merchant; but as a man—good heavens! when 
I think of the many thousands of my fellow-crea¬ 
tures groaning under servitude aud misery !—great 
God ! hast thou peopled those regions of thy world 
for the purpose of casting out their inhabitants to 


chains and torture? No; thou gavest them a land 
teeming with good things, and lightedst up thy sun 
to bring forth spontaneous plenty; 
meat* uf man, ever at Tiftve 

changed this scene of profusion and l uxuriance into 

theatre of 4 : upine, of jdayery;"^ 

Forgive the wflrfilfh of tliiS'JTpostrophe 1 Here it 
would not be understood; even my uncle, whose 
heart is far from a hard one, would smile at my 
romance, and tell me that tilings must be so. JLlabiL 
the tyrant u£ utkturo and of reasoxi* ia-4^f J<> ..the 
voice of either j here she ’stifles humanity mid dez 
bases the spe cies— for The master of slaygg. has seb ; 
dom thc-smiT oi a mi(fi. J . ^ “ " j 

We add a spCcTtneii of the humorous and the i 
pathetic manner of Mackenzie from ‘ The Man of 
Feeling.’ * 

f /larky Sett Out on hi# Journey—The Beggar and 
his Dog ,J 

He had taken leave of his aunt on the eve of his 
intended departure ; but the good lady’s affection 
for her nephew interrupted her sleep, and early us it 
was, next morning when Harley came down stairs to 
set out, he found her in the parlour with a tear on 
Her cheek, and her caudle-cup in her hand. She I 
knew enough of physic to prescribe against going I 
abroad of a morning with an empty stomach. Sin* j 
gave her blessing with the draught ; her instructions j 
she had delivered the night before. They consisted 
mostly of negatives; tor London, in her idea, was so 
replete with temptations, that it needed the whole 
armour ofher friendly cautions t<> repel their attacks. 

Peter stood at the door. We lone mentioned this 
faithful fellow formerly. Jlarley's father had taken 
him up an orphan, and saved him from being east 
<»n the parish ; and he had ever sinoa remained in 
the service of him aud of hi- son. Harley shook him ! 
by the hand us he passed, smiling, ns if he hail said, ; 
‘I will not weep.’ He sprung hastily into the chaise 
thut wailed for him ; Peter folded up the step. ‘My ! 
dear master,' said he, shaking the solitary lock that | 
hung on cither side of his head, 1 1 have been told as ! 
how London i- a sad place.’ lie was choked with 
the thought, and his benediction could not be heard. 
Put it shall be heard, honest Peter ! where these tears 
will add to its energy. : 

In a few hours Harley reached the inn where he : 
proposed breakfasting ; but the fulness of his heart 
would not suffer him to cat a morsel. He walked i 
out on the road, and gaining a little height, stood j 
gazing on the quarter he had left. He looked for his 
wonted prospect, lbs fields, his woods, arid Iris hills; 
they were lost in the distant clouds! He pencilled i 
them on the clouds, and bade them farewell with a j 
sigh ! 

He sat down on a large stone to take out a little 
pebble from his shoe, when he suw, at some distance, 
a beggar approaching him. He had on a loose sort of 
coat, mended with different-coloured rags, amongst 
which the blue and the russet were the predominant. 
He had a short knotty stick in his hand, and on the 
top of it was stuck a ram’s horn ; his knees (though 
he was no pilgrim) had worn the stuff of his breeches ; 
he wore no shoes, and his stockings had entirely lost 
that part of then* which should have covered his feet 
and ankles. In his face, however, was the plump 
appearance of good humour: he walked a good round 
pace, and a crooked-legged dog trotted at hit heel*. 

* Our delicacies,’ sai<l Harley to himself, * are fan¬ 
tastic: they are not in nature! that beggar walks 
over the sharpest of these stone# barefooted, while 
I have lost the most delightful dream iri the world 
from the smallest of them happening to get into 
my shoe.’ The beggar had by this time come up, 
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nod. pulling off a piece of liat, asked charity of 
Harley; the dog begun to beg too. It was impos¬ 
sible to mist both ; and, in truth, the want of shoes 
and stockings had made both unnecessary, for Har¬ 
ley had destined sixpence for him before. The 
bofl^ar, on receiving it, poured forth blessings with¬ 
out number; and, with a sort of smile on his coun¬ 
tenance, said to Hurley, ‘that if he wanted his for¬ 
tune told-’ Harley turned hi* eye briskly on the 

beggar: it wns an unpromising look for the subject 
of a prediction, and silenced the prophet imme¬ 
diately. ‘1 would much rather learn,’ said Harley, 

‘ what it is in your power to tell me: your trade must 
be? an entertaining one: sit down on this stone, and 
let me know something of your profession ; I have 
often thought of turning fortune-teller for a week or 
two myself^ 

‘Master,’ replic<P^he beggar, * I like your frankness 
much; Hod knows I had the humour of plain dealing 
in me from a child ; but there is ho doing with it in 
this world; we must live as wo can, and lying is, as 
you cull it, my profession : but I wax in some sort 
forced to the trade, for 1 dealt once iu telling truth. 

1 was a labourer, sir, and gained as much as to 
make me live: I never laid by indeed ; for I was 
, reckoned a piece of a wag, and your wags, I take it, 
arc seldom rich, Mr Harley.* 4 So,’ said Harley, ‘ you 
seem to know me.’ 4 Ay, there are few folks in the 
country that. 1 don’t, know -omei liing of; how should 
l tell fortunes else?* ‘True: but to go on with your 
story; you were a labourer, v-n say, ami a nag; your 
industry, 1 suppose, vou left with your <>jd trade; but 
your humour you preserve to be • »!'»»-<■ to you in your 
new.’ 

i ‘What signifies Kidne**, .sir! a matt grows Jean 
on't : but I was brought to my idl«-n«s, hv degrees; 
first I could imt work, and it went against mv stomach 
to work ever alter. I was seized with a jail fever at 
i the time of the assize* being in tin county where I 
lived ; for I was always curious to g« t a« juainted with 
the felons, because tln v are commonly fellows of much 
mirth Ami little thought, qualities 1 had ever an 
esteem for. In the height of thi* fever, Mr Harley, 
the house where I lay took fire, and burnt to the 
ground ; I was carried out in that condition, and lay 
all the rest of my illness in a barn. I got the better 
of my disease, however, but 1 was ho weak that I spit 
blood whenever I attempted to work. 1 had no rela¬ 
tion living that 1 knew of, and 1 never kept a friend 
above a week when 1 was able to joke; 1 seldom re¬ 
mained above six months in a parish, so that 1 might 
have died l*efore I had found a settlement in any : 
thus I was forced to l**g mv bread, and a sorry trade 
I found it, Mr Harley, i told all my misfortune# 
truly, but they were seldom believed ; and the few 
who gave me a halfpenny as they passed, slid it with 
a shake of the head, and an injunction not to trouble 
them with a long story. In short, I found that people 
do not cure to give alms without some security for 
their money ; a wooden leg or a withered arm is a sort 
of draught upon heaven for those who choose to have 
their money placed to account there; so I changed 
; my plan, and, instead of telling my ow n misfortunes, 

I began to prophesy happiness to others. This I found 
| by much the better way ; folks will always listen when 
‘ the tale is their own ; and of many who say they do 
' not believe in fortune-telling, I have known few’ on 
1 whom it had not a very sensible effect. I pick up the 
| named of their acquaintance; amours and little 
squabbles are easily gleaned among servants and 
neighbours; and indeed people themselves are the 
best intelligencers in the world for our purpose ; they 
dare not puzzle us for their own sake#, for every on© 
id anxious to bear what they wish to believe; and 
they who repeat it, to laugh at it when they have 
done, are generally more serious than their hearers 


showing the tricks of that there dog, whom I stole 
from the sergeant of a marching regiment (and, by the j 
way, he can steal too upon occasion), I make shift to 
pick up a livelihood. My trade, indeed, is none of the 
honestest; yet people are not much cheated neither, 
who give a few halfpence for a prospect of happi¬ 
ness, which I have heard some persons say is all a man 
can arrive at in this world. Hut I must bid you good 
day, sir; for I have three miles to walk before noon, 
to inform some boarding-school young ladies whether 
their husbands are to lx* jners of the realm or cap¬ 
tains in the army ; a question which I promised to 
answer them by that time.’ 

Harley had drawn a shilling from hi* packet; 1 it 
Virtue bade him consider on whom he wax going to 
bestow it. Virtue held back his ami; but a milder 
form, a younger sister of V irtue’s, not so severe as 
Virtue, nor so serious ax Pity, smiled upon hirn; his 
fingers lost their compression ; nor did Virtue offer to 
catch the money as it fell. It had no sooner reached 
the ground, than the watchful cur (a trick he had 
lx*en taught) snapped it up; auT contrary to the 
most approved method of stewardship, delivered it 
immediately into the hands of his master. 

[The Death <f J fa Hey/] 

Harlev was one of those few friends whom the ma¬ 
levolence of fortune had yet left me ; I could not, 
therefore, but Iwj sensibly concerned for his present 
indisposition ; there seldom passed a day on which 1 
did not make inquiry about him. j 

The physician who attended him had informed me 
the evening Indore, that he thought him considerably | 
better than lie had been for some time past. 1 called j 
next momim? to be confirmed in a piece of intelli¬ 
gence so welcome to me. j 

When 1 entered his apartment, I found him sitting 
on a couch, leaning on his hand, with his eve turned 
upwards in the attitude of thoughtful inspiration. 
His look had always an ojx'n benignity, which com¬ 
manded esteem ; there was now something more— a 
gentle triumph in it. 

He rose, and met me with his usual kind nous. 
When I gave him the good accounts I had had from 
his physician, 4 l am foolish enough,’ said he, 4 to rely 
but little in this instance to physic. My presentiment 
may lx* false ; but I think 1 feel myself approaching to 
in vend by steps so easy that they woo me to approach 
it. There is a certain dignity in retiring from life at ! 
a time when the infirmities of age have not (tapped 
our faculties. This world, my dear Charles, was a 
scene in which I never much delighted. I was not 
formed for the bhstle of the busy nor the dissipation 
of the gay ; a thousand things occurred where I 
blushed for the impropriety of my conduct when I 
thought on the world, though my reason told me 1 
should have blushed to have done otherwise. It was 
a scene of dissimulation, of restraint, of disappoint¬ 
ment. I leave it to enter on that state which I have 
learned to believe is replete with the genuine happi¬ 
ness attendant upon virtue. I look back on the tenor 
of my life with the consciousness of few great offences 
to account for. There are blemishes, I confess, which 
deform in some degree the picture; but I know the j 
benignity of the Supreme Being, and rejoice at the i 
thoughts of its exertion in my favour. My mind | 
expands at the thought I shall enter into the society j 
of the blessed, wise as angels, with the simplicity of ! 
children/ 

He hail by this time clasped my baud, and found 
it wet by a tear which had just fallen upon it. Hi* 
eye began to moisten too—we sat for some time silent 
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At last, with an attempt at a look of more composure, 

‘ There are some remembrances,* said Harley, ‘ which 
rise involuntarily on my heart, and make me almost 
trish to live. I have been blessed with a few friends 
who redeem my opinion of mankind. 1 recollect with 
the tenderest emotion the scenes of pleasure I have 
passed among them; but we shall meet again, my 
friend, never to be separated. There are some feel¬ 
ings which perhaps are too tender to be suffered by 
the world. The world is in general selfish, interested, 
and unthinking, and throws the imputation of ro¬ 
mance or melancholy on every temper more suscep¬ 
tible than its own. 1 cannot think but in those 
regions which I contemplate, if there is anything of 
mortality left about us, that these feelings will sub¬ 
sist; they are called—perhaps they arc—weaknesses 
here; but there may be some better modifications of 
them in heaven, which may deserve the name of vir¬ 
tues.’ lie sighed as he spoke tliesc last words, lie 
had scarcely finished them when the door opened, and 
his aunt appeared leading in Miss Walton. * My 
dear,* says she, 4 here is Miss Walton, who has been so 
kind as to come and inquire for you hersolf.’ I could 
observe a transient glow upon Iiis face. lie rose from 
his seat. 4 If to know Miss Walton’s goodness,’ 
said lie, ‘ be a title to deserve it, I have some claim.* 
She begged him to resume his seat, and placed her¬ 
self on the sofa beside him. 1 took my leave. Mrs 
Margery accompanied me to the door. He was left 
with Miss Walton alone. She inquired an x bal'd y 
about his health. 4 I believe,’ said he, 4 from the j 
accounts which my physicians unwillingly give me, ' 
that they have no great hopes of my recovery.’ She j 
started as he spoke; but recollecting herself im¬ 
mediately, endeavoured to flatter him into a belief j 
that his apprehensions were groundless. 4 I know.’ j 
said he, ‘ that it is usual with persons at my time of 1 
life to have these hopes which your kindness hi«j- j 
gesta, but I would not wish to he deceived. To meet j 
death as becomes a man i< a privilege bestowed on ; 
few. I would endeavour to make it mine; nor do I 1 
think that I can ever be better prepared for it than 
now; it is that chiefly which determines the fitness . 
of its approach.* ‘Those sentiments,’answered Miss; 
Walton, ‘are just; but your good sense, Mr Hailey, i 
will own that life has its proper value. As the pto- ! 
vince of virtue, life is ennobled; as such, it is to j 
be desired. To virtue has the Supreme Director of all i 
things assigned rewards enough even here to fix its t 
attachment.* 

The subject began to overpower her. Harley lifted 
his eyes from the ground, ‘ There are,’ said he, in a 
very low voice, ‘ there are attachments, Miss Wal¬ 
ton.’ His glance met hers. They both betrayed a 
confusion, and were both instantly withdrawn. He 
| 'Iused some moments: 4 I am in such a state as calls 


sighed, and fell back on his seat. Miss Walton 
screamed at the sight. His aunt and the servauts 
rushed into the room. They found them lying mo¬ 
tionless together. IIis physician happened to call at 
that instant. Every art was tried to recover them. 
With Miss Walton they succeeded, but Harley was 
gone for ever! 

I entered the room where his body lay ; I approached 
it with reverence, not fear. I looked ; the recollec¬ 
tion of the past crowded upon me. 1 saw that form 
which, but a little before, was animated with a soul 
which did honour to humanity, stretched without 
sense or feeling before me. *Tis a connexion we can¬ 
not easily forget. I took his band in mine; I repeated 
his name Involuntarily ; 1 felt a pulse in every vein 
at the sound. J looked earnestly in his face; his eye 
was closed, his lip pale and motionless. J’horc is an 
enthusiasm in sorrow that forgets impossibility; I 
wondered that it was so. The sight drew a prayer 
from mv heart ; it was the voice of frailty and of 
man ! The confusion of my mind began to subside 
into thought ; I had time to weep ! 

I turned with the lu>t farewell upon my lips, when 
I observed old Edwards standing behind me. 1 looked 
him full in the face, but his eye (van fixed on another 
object, lie prosed between me and the hod, and 
stood gazing on the breathless remains of his bene¬ 
factor. I spoke to him I know not what ; blit he 
took no notice of what 1 said, and remained in the 
same attitude a.> bcfoic. He stood *01110 minutes in 
that posture, then turned ami walked towards the 
door, lie paused as lie went ; he returned a second 
•time; 1 could observe lii-s lips move as he looked; 
but the voice they would hove uttered was b>vt. He 
attempted going nirain ; and a third time he returned 
as before. I saw him wipe hH cheek ; then, covering 
liis lace with his hands, bn brea-t heav ing vv ith the 
most, convulsive throbs, lie flum.; out of the room. 

II v had hinted that be dmul l like to be buried in 
a certain spot near the grave of his mother. This is 
a weakness, 1 >ut it i> universally incident to huma¬ 
nity ; it is at least a memorial for those who survive. 
For sonic, indeed, a slender memorial will serve; ami 
the swft affection*, when they are busy that way, will 
lmibl their structures were it but on the paring of 
a nail. 

He was buried in the place lm had desired. It w*aa 
shaded by an old tree, the only one in the churchyard, 
in which was a cavity worn by time. I have sat with 
him in it, and counted the tombs. The last time we 
passed there, inethought he looked wistfully r»n a the 
tree; there was a branch of it that bent towards us, 
waving m the wind ; he waved his bund, as if he 
mimicked its motion. There was something predic¬ 
tive in his look ! perhaps it is fn<>li«h to remark it, 
but there are times and places when I urn a child ut 


ntv, let that also excuse it- it is perhaps 
: ; .i-1 time we shall ever meet. I feel something 

par* icularly solemn in the acknowledgment, yet my 
heart swells to make it, awed as it is by a sense of my 
presumption, by a reuse of your perfections.’ He 
; paused again. ‘ Let it not offend you to know their 
power over one so unworthy. It will, I believe, soon 
cease to beat, even with that feeling which it shall lose 
the latest. To love Miss Walton could not be a crime; 
if to declare it is one, the expiation will be made.’ 
Her tears were now flowing without control. 4 Let 
me entreat you,* said she, ‘ to have better hopes. Let 
not life be so indifferent to you, if my wishes can 
put any value on it. I will not pretend to misun¬ 
derstand you—I know your worth —I have known 
it long — I have esteemed it. What would you 
have me say? I have loved it as it deserved.’ He 
seized her hand, a languid colour reddened his 
cheek, a smile brightened faintly in his eye. As he 
gazed on her it grew dim, it fixed, it closed. He 


those things. 

I sometimes visit his grave ; l sit in the hollow of < 
the tree. It is worth a thousand homilies; every ji 
noble feeling rises within me! Every beat of my ;! 
heart awakens a virtue; but it will make you hate j 
the world. No; there is such an air of gentleness ;! 
j around that I can hate nothing; but as to the world, < 
1 pity the men of it. ! 

i 

The* last of our novel writers of this period was 
Miss Claka Rkk.vk, the daughter of a clergyman at ! 
Ipswich, where she died in 1803, aged seventy- | 
eight. An early admiration of Horace Walpole’s j 
romance, ‘ The Castle of Otranto,’ induced Miss ! 
Reeve to imitate it in a Gothic story, entitled The j 
Old Knylitih Barm , which was published in 1777. j 
In some respects the lady has the advantage of j 
Walpole; her supernatural machinery is better ma- ! 
uaged, so as to produce mysteriousness and effect; j. 
but her style has not the point or elegance of that j 
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of her prototype. Miss ltecve wrote several other 
novels, 4 all marked/ says Sir Walter Scott, 4 by ex¬ 
cellent good sense, pure morality, and a competent 
command of those qualities which constitute a good 
romance.’ They have failed, however, to keep i>os- 
session of public favour, and the fame of the author 
rests on her ‘Old English Baron/ which is now 
generally printed along with the story of Walpole. 

HISTORIAN#. 

A spirit of philosophical inquiry and reflection, 
g niTfffT t o the graces of literary composition, can 
hnrdljT lie ’sulci to have been presented liy any Eng¬ 
lish historian before the appearance of that illus¬ 
trious triumvirate—Hume, Kohcrtson, and Gibbon. 
The early auhalisls <jf Britain recorded mere fables 
and superttitioiis, with a slight admixture of truth. 
The classic pen of«Buehunan was guided by party 
rancour, undignified by research. Even Milton, 
when he set himself to com|M)S(* a history of his 
I native country, included the fables of Geoffrey of 
I Monmouth. The history of the Long Parliament j 
j by May is a valuable fragment, and the works of 
| Clarendon and Burnet are interesting though pre¬ 
judiced pictures of the times. A taste for our na- j 
i tii>nul annals soon began to call for more extensive 
{compilations; and in 170f»a ‘ Compli te History of i 
'England* was published, containing a collection of 
various works pri-vimis to the tone of Charles I., 

; and a continuation by White Rennet, bi.-diup of j 
Peterborough. M. Uapiu, a French Protestant, 
j i (lf»<)M 72a), ho had come over to England with! 
| the Prince of Orange, and resided here several 1 
; years, seems to have Us n interested in our affairs ; j 
i for, on retiring to the Hague, he there comjx»>ed a , 
; voluminous history of England, in French, which ! 
i was speedily translated, and enjoyed great popu- \ 
I larity. The work of Kapin is still considered vain- 
:j able, and it jw»ssesses a pro]*.Tty which no English 
author has yet Urn able to confer on a similar nar¬ 
ration, that of impartiality ; hut it wants literary 
(attractions, A more luborhanu CAaet, and original 
i historian, appeared in Thomas Uahti: OGSfi-ITJiV 
j who meditated a complete domestic or civil history 
! of England, for which he had made large collections, 
encouraged by public subscript i nis. 11 is work w as 
projected in 174.i, and four years afterwards the 
first volume apjaared. Unfortunately Carte made 
i allusion to a case, which he said hud none under Ids 
; o*cn ohsermtum, of a person who had Inren cured of 
the king’s evil hv tlu* Pretender, then in exile in 
; France; and this Jacobite sally proved the ruin of 
, his work. SuhscriUrs withdrew their names, and 
tlie historian was ‘ left fi>r|ytu and abandoned amid 
jhis extensive colli ctTd|J]C A second and third 
Volume, however, were published by the indefati¬ 
gable collector, and a fourth, which lie left incom¬ 
plete, was published after his death. ('arte was 
author also of a Life if the Duke of Ormond , remark- 
able jCiir-Xbe fulness of its information^ hut disfi^ur^l 
by hi* Jucobilc predilections. 

The Homan History by Hooke also lielongs to this 
period. It commences with the building of Home, 

! and is continued to the downfall of the common¬ 
wealth. Hooke was patronised by l\q>e (to whom 
he dedicated bis first volume), and lie produced a 
useful work, which still maintains its place. The 
Unit volume of this history was published in 173d, 
but it was not completed till 1771. 

DR CONYERS MIDDLETON. 

In 1741 Du Conyers Middleton (1G83-1750), 
an English clergyman, and librarian of the public 
library at Cambridge, produced his historical Life 


of Cicero , in two volumes. Reviewing the whole of ; 
the celebrated orator’s public career, and tlie princi- j 
pal transactions of his times—mixing up questions j 
of philosophy, government, and politics, with the j 
details of biography, Middleton compiled j| hi ghly \ 
interesting work, full of varied and important into- 
matioiq and written wijl*.^^r^reand Jtaate. An 
admiration of the rounded btyjgjmd fl bw ia# periods j 
of Cicero seems to have produced in bis biographer j 
a desire to attain to similar excellence; and perhaps \ 
no author, prior to Johnson’s great works, wrote j 
English w ith the same careful finish and sustained i 
di gnity, . The graces of Addison were Wanting, but j 
cnrfSTmy no historical w ritings of the day were at j 
all comparable to Middleton's memoir. One or two I 
sentences fn»m his summary of Cicero’s character 
will exemplify the author's style; — 

He (Cicero) made a just distinction between bear¬ 
ing what we cannot help, and approving w tiaiWCOught 
to condemn f" and suHiiiRCcd, therefore, yet never con¬ 
sented t<7 those usurpations; and when he was forced 
to comply with them, did it always with a reluctance 
that he expresses very keenly in his letters to liis j 
friends. But whenever that force was removed, and 
lie was at libeity to pursue his p.iiiciples and act j 
without contn-l, as in his consulship, in his province, 
and after Osar’s death—the only periods of his life 
in which hi* iva- truly master of himself—there we see 
him shining out in his genuine character of an cxoel* 
lent, citizen, a great magistrate, a glorious patriot; 
there we could s< e the man Uho eouTf declare ofbiin- 
m If with truth, in an appeal to Atticus as to the best < 
w itness of his conscience, that he had always done the j 
greatest >ervi«vs to his country when it was in his ; 
jtovver; or w hen it was not, had never harboured a 
thought of it but what was divine. If wc must needs { 
compare him, therefore, with Cato, as some writers 
affect to do, it is certain that if Cato's virtue seem 
mo re spl endid in theory, Cicero's will l>e found supe- j 
nor m pmrtTFe ; the one* was romantic, the other wag 1 
nattVfaT TTi^ one drawn from the refinements of the j 
schools/the other from nature and social life; the one j 
always unsuccessful, often hurtful; the other always I 
lVirrifTeluI, often salutary to the rcpuhlic. 

To coheiudeT Cicero’s death, though violent, cannot | 
he called untimely, but was the projier end of such a j 
life ; wliich must also have been rendered legs glonous j 
if it had owed its preservation to Antony. It ww, \ 
j therefore, not only what he expected, but, in the cir- \ 
cum stance* to which he was reiluced, wdiat he seeing j 
even to have w idled. For lie, w ho before had been timid 1 j 
in dangers^ and desponding iiy disuTss, yet, from the j 
t Irne UiesarV death, roused hv the desperate state | 
of the republic, a ssumed, thg fortit ude ^ ft hero ; dig - . 
carded all fearT despised all dange rs and when he < 
(>o i iT d Hi > {free Ttpr mmtrv fro 111 a ty ranny, provoked | 
the tyrants to take that life which he no longer cared j 
to preserve. Thus, like a great actor on the stage. ; 
reserved himsefCas It the last act ; anjOj^ { 

be had plaved his part w ith d i gn i ty, resolv ed to finish ] 
it with gjoiy.. " " ' * ~. j 

Or the character of Julius Oa»sar— j 

Cirsar was endowed with e very great and noble I 
quali ty that cpiM^axaU^J^i nian nature*,and give a 
tjian the ascendant, in societ y; formed to excel in 
pence, as well as in war; provident in counsel; fear- 
],«L hart 

i~IWRSHr<‘“= ; "'l«!yond measure to 
hisjmcnasi |>TagflJbla to his enemies; and for parts, 
learning, eloquence, scarce inferior to any man. ilia 
orations were admired for two qualities which are 
seldom found together—^gtreygtk• Cicero 
ranks him among the greatest oratorstnat Rome ever 
bred ; and Quintilian says, that he spoke erjtji the 
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same force with which he fought; and if he had de¬ 
voted himself to the bar, would have been the only 
tynw capable of rivalling Cicero. Nor was he ft master 
only of the politer arts; but conversant also with the 
most abstruse and critical part* of learning; and, 
among other works which he published, addressed 
two books to Cicero on the analogy of language, or 
the art of speaking and writing correctly. He was a 
most liberal patron of wit and learning wheresoever 
they were found ; and out of his love of those talents, 
would readily pardon those who had employed them 
against himself; rightly judging that by making 
such men his friends, lie should draw praises from tlie 
same fountain from which Jr® had been aspersed. His 
capital passions were ambition and love of pleasure, 
which he indulged in their turns to the greatest ex¬ 
cess ; yet the first was always predominant, to which 
he could easily s acrifice a ll the charms of the second, 
and draw pleasure even from toils and dangers when 
they ministered to his glory. For he thought Tyranny, 
as Cicero says, tlie greatest of goddesses ; and had fre¬ 
quently in his mouth a verse of Euripides, which 
expressed the image of his soul, that, if right and 
justice were ever to be violated, they were to bo vio¬ 
lated for the sake of reigning. This was the chief end 
find purpose of Tils Tire; the scheme that he had formed 
from his early youth ; so that, as Cato truly declared 
of him, he came with sobriety and meditation to the 
subversion of the republic. ITe used to say that there 
were two things necessary to acquire and to support 
power — soldiers and money; which yet depended 
mutually upon each other. With money, therefore, 
he provided soldiers, and with soldiers extorted 
money; and was of all men the most rapacious in 
plundering both friends and foes, sparing neither 
prince, nor state, nor temple, nor even private per¬ 
sons who were known to possess any share of treasure. 
His great abilities would necessarily have made him 
one of the first citizens of Rome; but disdaining the 
condition of a subject, he could never re*t till lie 
made himself a monarch. In acting this last part, 
his usual prudence seemed to fail him, as if the height 
which hfi-Wiis mounted had turned his head and 
jnade him giddy; for, by a vain ostentation of his 
po>pav he destroyed the stability of it ; and as men 
sEorteri life by living {oo fast, so k by an intempc- I 
ranee of reiguing, he brought his reign to a violent 
end. 

DAVID HUME. 

Relying on the valuable collections of Carte; ani¬ 
mated by a strong love of literary fame, which he 
avowed to be his ruling passion; desirous also of 
combating the popular prejudices in favour of Eliza¬ 
beth and against the Stuarts; and master of a style 
singularly fascinating, simple, and graceful, the cele¬ 
brated David Htttwe left his philosophical studies 
to embark in historical composition. This eminent 
pcr.soii ' was a native of Scotland, born of a good 
family, being the second son of Joseph Home (the 
lii-M<>ri:m first spelt the name Hume), laird of Nine- 
w'lN. near Dunse, in Berwickshire. David was 
b- -m in Edinburgh on the 20th of April 1711. After 
attending the university of Edinburgh, his friends 
were anxious that he should commence the study of 
the law, but a love of literature rendered him averse 
to this profession. An attempt was then made to 
establish him in business, and he was placed in a 
mercantile house in Bristol. This employment was 
found equally uncongenial, and Hume removed to 
France, where he passed some years in literary re¬ 
tirement, living with the utmost frugality and care 
on the small allowance made him by his family. He 
returned in 1737 to publish his first philosophical 
work, the Treatise on Human Nature » which he ac¬ 


knowledges ‘ fell dead-born from the press.* A 
third part appeared in 1740; and in 1742 he pro¬ 
duced two volumes, entitled Emit/* Moral and Phi¬ 
losophical. Some of these miscellaneous productions 
are remarkable for rgnear^-h ftr> J and 

for elegance of style* In 1745 he undertook the 
charge of the Marquis of Annandnle, n young noble¬ 
man of deranged intellects ; and in this humiliating 
employment the philosopher continued about a 
twelvemonth. lie next made an unsuccessful at¬ 
tempt to bo appointed professor of moral philosophy 
in his native university, after which he fortunately 
obtained the situation of secretary to Lieutenant- 
General St Clair, who was first appointed to the 
command of an expedition against Canada, and after¬ 
wards ambassador to the courts of Vienna and 
Turin. In the latter, Hume enjoyed congenial and 
refined society. Having remodelled his * Treatise on 



i >.u 1*1 il .;wu\ 

Human Nature,’ he republished it in 1768 under the 
title of an lnr/uiry Concerning the Human C’ndtrtUmd- 
inf/. Next)<ar he issued two volumes of PulttitHil 
Viscounts, and, with a view to the promotion of his 
studies, assumed gratuitously the office of librarian 
to the Faculty of Advocates. He now struck into the 
path of historical writing. In 1754 upi>cared the 
first volume of his History of (in if Hntmn , contain¬ 
ing tlie reigns of James J. and Charles I. It was 
assailed by the Whigs with unusual bitterness, nml 
Hume was so disappointed, partly from the attacks 
on him, and partly because of the slow sale of the 
work, that lie intended retiring to France, changing 
his name, and never more returning to his native 
country. The breaking out of the war w ith France 
prevented this step, hut we suspect the complacency 
of Hume and his love of Scotland would otherwise 
have frustrated his intention. A second volume of 
the history was published, with more success, hi 
1757 ; a third and fourtli in 175b ; and the two last 
in 1702. The work became highly popular; edition 
followed edition; and by universal consent Hume 
wuis placed at the head of English historians. In 
1703 our author accompanied the Earl of Hertford 
on his embassy to Baris, where he was received with 
marked distinction. In 1766 he returned to Boot- 
land, but was induced next year to accept the siting 
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tion of under secretary of state, which he held for 
two years. With a revenue of £1000 a-year (which 
he considered opulence)* the historian retired to his 
native city, where he continued to reside, in habits 
of intimacy with his literary friends, till his death, on 
the 25th of August 1776. Ilis easy good-humoured 
disposition, his literary fame, his extensive know¬ 
ledge and respectable rank in society, rendered his 
company always agreeable and interesting, even to 
those who were most decidedly opposed to the tone 
of scepticism which pervades all his writings. His 
opinions were never obtruded on his friends:, he 
threw out dogmas for the learned, not food fur the 
multitude. 

The history of Hume is not a work of high au¬ 
thority, hut it is one of the most easy, elegant, 
and interesting narratives in the language. The 
striking farts of^iis subject are related with a pic- 
I turesque and dramatic force; and his dissertations 
I on the state of parties and the tendency of pnrticu- 
j lar events, are remarkable for the philosophical tone 
1 in which they are conceived and written. He was 
\ too indolent to he exact; too indifferent to sympa¬ 
thise heartily with any political party; too sceptical 
oh matters of rcTgion to appreciate justly the full 1 
force of religious principles in din eUug the course ; 
of public events. An enemy to all turbulence and 
; enthusiasm, he naturally leaned to tb'* side of settled 
government, even when it was united to arbitrary 
power; and though he could * shed a generous tear 
for the fate of Charles 1, and the Karl of Strafford,* 
the struggles of hi* poor countrymen for conscience' 
sake against the tyranny of the Stuarts, excited 
with him no other tidings than those of ridicule ‘ 
or contempt. He could even forget the merits j 
and exaggerate the faults of the neeom[dished and 1 
chivalrous Raleigh, to shelter the sordid injustice j 
of a weak and contemptible sovereign. No hatred J 
of oppression burns through his pages. The care- \ 
less cpieutuaip repose °f the philosopher was not \ 
disturbed* hv liny visions of lilx*rty. or any ardent j 
aspirations/or the improvement of mankind. Vet j 
Hume was not a slavish worshiper of jniwct ! 
In his |H,Tsonal character he was lilxral and indr- ) 
jK'iident : ‘lie had early in life,’ says Sir dames f 
Mackintosh, ‘conceived an antipathy to the Cal- j 
vinistir divines, and his temjKTiunenl led him at | 
all times to regard with disgust and derision that j 
religion* enthusiasm or bigotry with which the ’ 

! spirit of Knglish freedom was, in his opinion, inse- j 
parably associated ; bis intellect., y as a lay js-rhaps J 
| too active and original bT submit with suiluient ! 

| patience to the preparatory tolls and long suspended 
judgment of a nistoriun, and led him to form prv* 

| mature conelustmnr and precipitate theories, which 
j it then bccatuc the pride of lux ingenuity to justify.' 
A love of paradox undoubtedly led tolas formation 
of the theory that the Knglish government was 
purely despotic and absolute Indore the accession of 
the Stuart*. A love of effect, no less than his con- I 
stitutionul indolence, may have tat rayed the his¬ 
torian into inconsistencies, and prompted some of 1 
hi* exaggeration and high colouring relative to the 
unfortunate Charles I., his trial and execution. 
Thu*, in one page we are informed that ‘the height 
(^aJKJnimiity and fanatical extravagance yjut. 
maimal—fTie public trio! and ex(.H nTtoi3L uf lhe so¬ 
v ereign/ Three .page* farther on. the historian 
| Vemarts—‘ TJbii 4 X^> ]L the dignity, the ceremony of 
| tUU traaMction, correip5hffedn^ ,f5Cireili:te*I''con- 
| eaydj oud ) tat jd suggested Jii the annahyaf Iiumau- 
! WpTffic (Jelegate*of •grewtW^Ie 
|SSat ..U|M.£feff •hpreme magistrate, and trying 
him for hi* and breach of 

With wmilar incon*i*tency Tic tn one psui admit*, 


and in another denies, that Charles wa* insincere in | 
dealing with hi* opponents. To illustrate hi* theory 
of the midden elevation of Cromwell into importance, 
the historian states that about the meeting of parlia¬ 
ment in 1640, the name of Oliver i* not to be found 
oftener than twice upon any committee, whereas the 
journals of the House of Commons show that before 
the time specified, Cromwell wa* in forty-five com¬ 
mittees, and twelve special messages to the Lords. 
Careless as to buds of this kind (hundreds of which 
errors have been pointed out), we must look at the 
general character of Hume’s history; at its clear 
and admirable narrative; the philosophic composure 
and dignity of its style; the sagacity with which 
the views of conflicting sects and parties are esti¬ 
mated and developed; the large admissions which 
the author makes to his opponents ; and the high 
importance be everywhere assigns to the cul|» na¬ 
tion of letters, and the interests of learning and 
literature. Judged by this elevated standard, the 
work of Hume must ever be regarded as an honour 
to British literature. It differs as widely from the 
previous annals and cdinj^allftTlS "ITS R ffnfshed por k 
tfcrtt -br ttT^n'oTdx' dlllers from the rude draughts 
of a country artist The latter may be the more 
faithful external likeness, but is w anting in all that 
gives grace and sentiment, sweetness or loftiness, to 
tlie general composition. 

[.S7f//e of Parties at the Reformation in England. 

The friend* of the Reformation asserted that nothing ! 
could Ik* more absurd than to conceal, in an unknown j 
tongue, the word of find itself, and thus to counter- j 
act the will of heaven, which, for the purpose of uni¬ 
versal salvation, lind published that salutary doctrine ! 
to all nations ; that if thi- practice were not very ab- j 
surd, the artifice at least was very gross, anti proved a ; 
consciousness that the glosses and traditions of the i 
clergy *t<»od in direct opposition to the original text J 
dictated by Supreme Intelligence : that it was now 
necessary f«*r the people, so J^.ng abused by interested 
pretensions, to see with their own eyes, and to examine 
whether the claims of the ecclesiastics were founded 
on that charter which wax on all hands acknowledged 
to ta derived fr<*m heaven ; and that, a s a spirit of 
research and curiosity was happily revived, and men 
were now obliged t<> make a choice among the con¬ 
tending doctrines of different sects, the pro|*»r mate¬ 
rial* for decision, and, above all, the Holy Scripture*, 
should ta set before them ; and the revealed will of 
(»od, which the change of language had somewhat 
obscured, ta again by their means revealed to man¬ 
kind. 

The favourers of the ancient religion maintained, 
on the other hand, that the pretence of making the 
jteoplo see with their own eyes was a mere cheat, and I 
wa* itself a very gross artifice, by which the new 
preachers hoped to obtain the guidance of them, and 
to seduce them from those pastors whom the laws of 
ancient establishments, whom Heaven itself, had ap¬ 
pointed for their spiritual direction ; that the people 
were, by their ignorance, their stupidity, their neces¬ 
sary av.nations, totally unqualified to choose their 
own principles ; and it was a mockery to #et materials \ 
before them of which they could not possibly make 
any proper use ; that even in the affairs of common 
life, and in their temporal concerns, which lay more 
within the compass of human reason, the laws had in 
a great measure deprived them of the right of private 
judgment, and had, happily for their own gnd the 
public interest, regulated their conduct and behaviour; 
that theological questions were placed far beyond Qm 

3 >here of vulgar comprehension; and ecclesiastic* 
kcmsclvca, though assisted by all the advantage* of 
education, erudition, and an assiduous study of the 
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Bcience, could not be fully assured of a just decision ; 
except by the promise made them in Scripture, that 
God would be ever present with his church, and that 
the gates of hell should not prevail against her ; that 
the gross errors adopted by the wisest heathens prove 
how unfit men were to grope their own way through 
this profound darkness ; nor would the Scriptures, if 
trusted to every man’s judgment, be able to remedy, 
on the contrary, they would much augment those fatal 
illusions ; that Sacred Writ itself was involved in so 
much obscurit}', gave rise to so many difficulties, con¬ 
tained so many appearing contradictions, that it was 
the most dangerous weapon that could be intrusted into 
the hands of the ignorant and giddy multitude ; that 
the poetical style in which a great part of it was com¬ 
posed, at the same time that it occasioned uncertainty 
in the sense by its multiplied tropes and figures, was 
sufficient to kindle the zeal of fanaticism, and thereby 
throw civil society into the most furious combustion ; 
that a thousand sects must arise, which would pretend, 
each of them, to derive its tenets from the Scriptures ; 
and would be able, by specious arguments, to seduce 
silly women and ignorant mechanics into a belief ol 
the most monstrous principles ; and that if ever this 
disorder, dangerous to the magistrate himself, re¬ 
ceived a remedy, it must be from the tacit acquies¬ 
cence of the people in some new authority ; and it 
was evidently better, without further content or in¬ 
quiry, to adhere peaceably to ancient, and therefore 
the more secure, establishments. 

[The Middle Ayes—Progress of Fretduni.'} 

Those who cast their eye on the general revolutions 
of society, will find that, as almost all improvements 
of the human mind had reached nearly to their state 
of perfection about the age of Augustus, there was a 
sensible decline from that point or period ; and men 
thenceforth gradually relapsed into ignorance and 
barbarism. The unlimited extent of the Homan em¬ 
pire, and the consequent despotism of its monarch*, 
extinguished all emulation, debased the generous 
apirits of men,and depressed the noble flame by winch 
i all the refined arts must bo cherished and enlivened, 
j The military government which soon succeeded, ren- 
; dered even the lives and properties of men insecure 
j and precarious ; and proved destructive to those vulgar 
j and more necessary arts of agriculture, manufacture*, 

I aud commerce ; and in the end, to the military' art 
and genius itself, by which alone the immense fabric 
of the empire could be supported. The irruption of the 
barbarous nations which soon followed, overwhelmed 
all human knowledge, which was already far in its 
decline ; and men sunk every age deeper into igno¬ 
rance, stupidity', and superstition ; till .the light of 
ancient science and history had very nearly suffered a 
t"t,d extinction in all the'Kuropean nations. ■ " 
lint there Is a point of depression as well as of ex- 
i.irioii, from which human affairs naturally return 
in a contrary direction, and beyond which they sel¬ 
dom pass, either in their advancement or decline. 
The period in which the people of Christendom were 
the lowest sunk in ignorance, and consequently in dis¬ 
orders of every kind, may justly be fixed at the 
eleventh century, about the age of William the Con¬ 
queror ; and fcom that era the sun of science, begin¬ 
ning to re-ascend, threw out many gleams of light, 
which preceded the full morning when letters were 
revived in ike fifteenth century. The Danes and 
! other northem people who had so long infested all 
| the coasts, and even the inland parts of Europe, by 
their depredations, having now learned the arts of 
tillage and agriculture, found a certain subsistence at 
home, and were no longer tempted to desert their in¬ 
dustry in order to seek a precarious livelihood by 
rapine and by the plunder of their neighbours. The 


feudal governments also, among the more southern 
nations, were reduced to a kind of system ; and though 
that strange species of civil polity was ill fitted to in¬ 
sure either liberty or tranquillity, it was preferable to 
the universal license and disorder which had every 
where preceded it. 

It may appear strange that the progress of the arts, 
which seems, among the (.1 reeks nml Homans, to have 
daily increased the number of slaves, should in later 
times have proved so general a source of liberty ; but 
this difference in the events proceeded from a great 
difference in tlie circumstances which attended those 
institutions. The ancient barons, obliged to maintain 
themselves continually in a military posture, and 
little emulous of eloquence or splendour, employed 
not their villains as domestic servants, much less as 
manufacturers ; but composed their retinue of free¬ 
men, whose military spirit rendcrodthe chieftain for¬ 
midable to his neighbours, and *vho were ready to 
attend him in every warlike enterprise. The villains 
were entirely occupied in the cultivation of their 
master’s land, and paid their rents either in corn and 
cattle, and other produce of the farm, or in servile 
I offices, which they performed about the baronV family, 
and upon the farms which he retaiped in his own pos- 
session. In proportion its agriculture improved und 
money increased, it wa* found that the>c services, 
though extremely burdensome to tlu* \illain, were 
of little advantage to tIn* master ; and that the 
produce of a large estate could be much more conve¬ 
niently disposed of by the peasants themselves, who 
raised it, than by the landlord or his bailiff, who were 
formerly accustomed to receive it. A commutation 
was therefore made of rents for services, and of money 
rents for those in kind ; and as men, in a subsequent 
age, discovered that farms were In-tier cultivated 
: where the fanner enjoyed a security in his possession, 

; the practice of granting leases to the peasant began to 
; prevail, which entirely broke the bonds of servitude, 

| already much relaxed from the former practices. 

: After this manner villan.tge went gradually into dis- 
| use throughout the more civilised parts of Europe: 

, the interest of the master as well as that of the slave 
concurred in thi* alteration. The latest laws which 
we find in England for enforcing or regulating this 
specie* of sen itude, were enacted in the reign of Henry 
VII. And though the ancient statutes on this head 
i remain unrepeubd by parliament, it appears that, 
before the end of Elizabeth, the distinction of villain 
. and freeman was totally though insensibly abolished, 

' and that m» person remained in the state to whom the 
I former laws could be applied. 

Thus jH'rttnutl freedom became almost general in 
Europe; an advantage which paved the way for the 
, increase of political or riril liberty, and which, even i 
where it was not attended with this salutary effect, 
served to give the members of the community some of 
the most considerable advantages of it. ; 

[Death und Chnrarfrr of Qiuth FU^ubeth.] 

Some incidents happened which revived her tender- 1 
ness for Essex, and filled her with the deepest sorrow 
for the consent which she had unwarily given to hi* 
execution. 

The Earl of Essex, after his return from the fortu¬ 
nate expedition against Cadiz, observing the increase 
of the queen’s fond attachment toward* him, took 
occasion to regret that the necessity of her service 
required him often to be absent from her person, and 
exposed him to all those ill offices which hi* enemies, 
inure assiduous in their attendance, could employ 
against him. She wa* moved with this tender jea¬ 
lousy ; and making him the present of a ring, desired 
him to keep that pledge of her affection, and assured 
him that into whatever disgrace lie should fall, what- 
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ever prejudices she might bo induced to entertain glance, and address, are allowed to merit the high cut 
against him, yet if he sent her that ring, she would j > Mt&t? and'aj^pertr TVft’t to have been surpassed by aiyr 
immediately, upon sight of it, recall her former tender- person that ever filled a throne : a conduct les&jagflr 
ness, would afford him a patient hearing, and would rous, less imperious, more ^ 

lend a favourable ear to his apology. Essex, not- hl^pCO|de # wouT<r have Tjcen rcquiKiteto form a per- 
withstanding all his misfortunes, reserved this pro- fetft charaeter. Jly the force of her mind she con* 
cious gift to the last extremity ; but after his trial trolled all her more active and stronger qualities, and 
and condemnation, he resolved to try the experiment, prevented them from running into excess: jfcer hero- 
and he committed the ring to the Countess of Netting- i*m was exempt from temerity, b Ar TFom j 

ham, whom he desired to deliver it to the queen. The ai v Afffe,*lier friendship from partialityi^rTaHIye 
countess was prevailed on by her husband, the mortal tender from turbaleney and a vain ambition: she 
enemv of Essex, not to execute the commission ; and ‘guarded not herself with equal care or equal success i 
Elisabeth, who still expected that her favourite would from lesser infirmities; the rivalship of beauty, the ! 
make this last appeal to her tenderness, and who desire e.f admiration a the jealousy of love, and" The 
ascribed the neglect of it to his invincible obstinacy, sallies of anger. 

I was, after much delay and many internal c mibuts, Her singular talents for govcfmnent were founded 
i pushed by resentment and policy to sign the warrant equally on her temper and on Her capacity. EndoilM 
j for his execution. The Countess of Nottingham fall- >vitli a great command over herself, sho 


ing into sickness, iftsl affected with the 


near approacj 


uiicontrolled . asccndant over, hex jKiOp.bti.and 


of death, was seized with remorse for her conduct; and [ she merited all their esteem by her real virtues, she 
having obtained a visit from the queen, she craved I *l*o engage' 1 „ their, Rffhclifins by her ' prebMijpf nnej; 


her pardon, and revealed to her the tatul secret. The j Few sovereigns of England succeeded to thc tfirone in 
queen, astonished with this incident, burst into a more difficult circumstances ; and none ever conducted 
furious passion : she shook the dying countess in her J the government with such uniform success and feli- 
bed ; and crying to,her that Hod might pardon her, ■ city. Though unacquainted with the practice of tolc- 
bnt she never could, she broke from her, and thence- j ration the true secret for managing religious factions 
forth resigned herself over to the deenest and ino>t j—sh<* preserved her people, by her superior prudence, 
incurable melancholy. >ho rejected all consolation : from those confusions in which theological controversy 5 
she even refused food and sustenance ; and, throwing j bad involved all the neighbouring nations: and 
herself on the floor, she remained sullen and immov- j though her enemies were the most powerful princes 
able, feeding her tlmu-dits on her afilietionx, and de- ; „f Europe, the most aetiy?, the most ent erpi^t^ 
daring life and cxi-tvneo an insutferuble burden to j least scrupulous, she was able by her vigour to make 1 
her. lew words she uttered ; ami they were all ex- | deep ‘ iVupres-ions on their states; her own greatness 
pressive of some inward giiet which she cared n->t t<> ; meanwhile remained untouched and unimpaired, 
repeal: lmt sighs and gioansweie the chief vent which j The wise ministers and brave warriors who flourish- 
she gave to her despondency, and which, though they | (?< f under her reign, share the praise of her success; 
i discovered her sorrows, were never able to ease or a*- ! but imtead of U nspo r ting the applause due to her, they 
suage theta. J en days and nights die lay upon the | make great addition ti> i*. They owed, all of them, 


pressive of some inward guct winch she cared n->t ro . meanwhile remained utitonched and unimpaired, 
repeal: but sighs ami gioansweie the chief vent which J The wise ministers and brave warriors who flourish- 
she gave to her despondency, and which, though they | (?< f under her reign, share the praise of her success; 
discovered her sorrows, were never able to ease or a*- ! but instead of Uwponiug the applause due to her, they 
suage them. Ten days and nights die lay upon the j make great addition a> i*. They owed, all of them, 
carpet, leaning on cushions winch her maids brought j (heir advancement to her choice ; they were supported 
her; and hi r physicians could not persuade her to j by her constancy, and with all their abilities, they 
allow herself to U* put to bed, much b*s« to make trial j were never able t<> acquire any undue ascendant over 
of any remedies which they prescribed to her. Her < her. In her fumily, in her court, in her kingdom, she 
anxious mind at lust had so long preyed on her frail remained equally mistress: the force of the tender 
lx>dy, that her end was visibly approaching ; and the < passions was great over her, but the force of her mind 
council Wing assembled, Hint the keeper, admiral, j was still superior ; and the combat which her victory 
and secretary, to know her will with regard to her j visibly cost her, serves only to display the firmness of 


Mie answered with a faint voice that as 


she had held a regal sceptre, she de-in- 1 no other thun j tlmenis. 


visibly cost her, serves only to display the firmness of 
her resolution, and the loftiness of her ambitious sen- 


a royal successor. Cecil requesting her to explain j 
herself more particularly, she subjoined that she 
would have a king to succeed her ; and who should 


The fame of this princess, though it has surmounted 
the prejudices both of faction and bigotry,yet lies still j 
exposed to another prejudice, which in more durable ' 


that bo but her nearest kinsman, the king of Soot* f j because more natural, and which, according to the 
I»e»ng then advised by the mehbishop of Canterbury different views in which we survey her, is capable 
I t<> fix her thoughts upon Cod, she replied that she did cither of exalting beyond measure or diminishing the 
; ho, nor did her mind in the least wander from him. lust re of her character. Tills prejudice is founded on 
i Her voice so«»n after left her; her senses failed ; she tlit* consideration of her sex. When we contemplate 
; fell into a lethargic slumber, which continued some her as a woman, we art? apt to typ s t r u c k with: tlic 
! hours, and she expired gently, without farther strug- highest admiration of her great qualities amTciten- 
| gle or convulsion (March -J), in the seventieth year site capacity; but we are also apt to 
I of her uge and forty-fifth of her reign. more smftne<s of disposition. Rome greater lenity of 


the consideration of her sex. When we contemplate 
her as a woman, we an? apt to be nrrrtdt with the 
highest admiration of her great qualities AnfUciten-^ 


;lc or convulsion (March -J), in the seventieth year j *ive capacity; but wc are also apt to 
>f her age and forty-fifth of her reign. ! more softness of disposition, some greater lenity of j 

S> dark a cloud overcast the evening of that day, j temper, some of those amiable weaVucygyAea j 

I' hi oh hud slmne out with a mighty lustre in the eyes j fief Sex T4 dlstinguIslieJ. Rut the true methwHsflj 


of all Europe. There are few great personages in his- Tytf l ff wt ffg'lier'‘merit trio lay aside all these consi- ■ 
tory who have been more exposed to the calumny of derations, and consider her merely as a rational being 
enemies and the adulation of friends than Queen placed in authority, and intrusted with the govern- h 
j Elizabeth ; and yet there is scarcely any whose repu- tnent of mankind." Wc mfty iimL it. difficult to recon- j' 


j tat ion has been mow certainly determined by the cile our fancy Jo her as a wife ora miMrc^Jbut her 
| unanimous consent of posterity. The unusual length qualitjfa fa a uovcmgii, thbugli With wine considcr- 
| of her administration, and the strong features of her irMf excxqqum^ of undisputed applause 

| character, were able to overcome all prejudices; and and approbation- 
i oh} lying her detractors to abate much of their iuYC?- " - " 

| l.or *dmiW*» MMiT<T..Ofit »k waiux *odkbtson. 

I have at last, in epiU-sd.. |«^|ical factmivs* and what. . 

! ** tuorc. of rellkloMa animosities, produced a uniform Du William Robertsox was bom at Borthwlck, 
i judgment with regard to her conduct. He r vigour county of Edinburgh, in the year 1721. Hia father 
| hex conitanry, hex magnanimity, her penefa^KSjfqyi* was a clergyman, minister of Borthwick, and after- 

.... ..•— - m 
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W*tdB of the Greyfriars church, Edinburgh: the the art of tho writer to produce a romautic imdin- 
wn vas ^go educated for the church. In 1743 teresting narrative, than wiOl the XeaJ of the plplo- 


He had distinguished himself by his talents in the rian excels, were indicated in his introductory chap- 

# ter on Scottish history, prior to the birth of Mary. 

Though a brief and rapid summary, this chapter is 
finely written, and is remarkable equally for ele¬ 
gance and perspicuity. The style of Robertson 
seems to have surprised his contemporaries; and 
Horace Walpole, in a letter to the author, expresses 
the feeling with his usual point and vivacity. 4 Be¬ 
fore I read your history, I should probably have 
been glad to dictate to you, and (I will venture to 
sav it—it satirises nobody but myself) should have 
thought I did honour to an obscure Scotch clergy¬ 
man by directing bis studies by jny superior lights 
| and abilities. How you have Saved me, sir, from 
making a ridiculous figure, bv making so great a 
one yourself! But could 1 suspect that a man 1 
believe much younger, and whose dialect I scarce 
understood, and who came to me with all the diffi¬ 
dence and modesty of a very middling author, and 
who J was told bad passed his life in a small living 
near Edinburgh—-could 1 then mnqiect that he had 
j not only written what all the world now allows the 
; test modern history, but that be bad written it in 
| the purest English, and with as much seeming know - 
i ledge of men and courts as if he had passed nil his 
| life in important embassies ?’ This is delicate though 
^ I somewhat overstrained flattery. Two of the quarto 

I volumes of Hume’s history had then been published, 
l)r William ltobcrt*on. anil bis inimitable essays were also tefore the world, 

showing that in mere style a Scotchman could carry 
General Assembly; hut it was not till 1739 that he off the palm for ease and elegance. Kotertson is 
became known as a historian. In that year be more uniform and measured than Hume. He has 


published his History (•*' S’lnftitntf duritty the Hvitjus 
of Queen Mary and of Kao; James' VI, till his 
Accession to the C'town of Knqland , by which his for- 


few salient points, and no careless teautics. His 
style is a full aiul equable stream, that roll* every¬ 
where the' same, without lapsing into irregularity, 


time was benefited to the extent of £ lino, and his or overflowing Its prrsmtied course. Tf wants spirit 
fame was by one effort placed on an imperishable and variety. Of grandeur or dignity there is no 
.basis. No first work was ever more successful. The deficiency ; and when the subject awakens a train 
author was congratulated by all who were illustrious of lofty or philosophical ideas, the manner of the 
for their rank or talents. lie was appointed chaplain historian is in fine accordance with his matter, 
of Stirling castle; in two years afterwards he was When he sums up the character of a sovereign, or 
nominated one of his majesty's chaplain* in ordinary traces the progress of society ami the influence of 
for Scotland; and he was successively made prin- laws and government, we recognise the mind and 
eipal of the university of Edinburgh, and historio- language of a master in historical corny solution. The 
grapher for Scotland, with a salary of £200 pe r artificial graces of his style are also finely displayed 
annum. Stimulated hv such success, as well as by in scenes of tenderness and pathos, or in picturesque 
a love of composition, Dr Robertson continued his description. His account of’ the beauty and suffer- 
studies, and in 1769 lie produced his History of the ings of Marv, or of the voyage of Columbus, when 
JReign of Charles T r ., in three volumes, quarto, for the first glimpses of the now world broke upon the 
which lie received from the booksellers the princely adventurers, possesses almost enough of imagination 
sum of £4500. It was equally well received with to rank it with poetry. 'Hie whole of the ‘ History 
his former work. In 1777 he published his History of America’ is indeed full of the strongest interest, 
of America , and in 1791 his Historical Disquisition The discovery of so vast a portion of the globe, the 
on Ancient India , a slight work, to which he had luxuriance of its soil, the primitive maimers of its 
been led by Major Kennel’s Memoirs of a Map of natives, the pomp, magnificence, and cruelty of Its 
Hindostan. For many years Dr Robertson was conquerors, all form a series of hlstorie^ jph^WM 
leader of the moderate party in the church of Scot- and images that powerfully ftffbct' the mioil "No 
land, in which capacity he is said to have evinced history of America can ever supplant the work of 
in the General Assembly a readiness and eloquence Robertson, for his materials arg so well arranged, 
in debate wliich his friend Glbbon lnight.have his information so varie^Jns philosojihTfal teflec- 
. (Jilted lTi th(J .House of Common ~ A4U& a gradual tions so just andStriking^ and^ IiTs ’Wii^tlVe 

dtey of his powers, this accomplished historian graceful that iiotTuiig^ouKT T»e addSd Wf M6fcT 

died on the 11th of June 1793, in the seventy-first details destitute of any interest. His ‘History of 


year of his age. 


the Reign of Charles V? wants this natural romance. 


The * History of Scotland’possesses the interest but the knowledge displayed by the historian, and 
and something of the character of a memoir of Mary the enlarged and literal spirit of his philosophical 
Queen of Scots. This unfortunate princess forms inquiries, are scarcely less worthy of commendation, 
the attraction of the work; and though Robertson The first volume, which describes the state of 
is not among the number of her indiscriminate Europe previous to the sixteenth century, contains 
admirers and apologists, he Jabopra (*dth„.more of the result of mnrh aftijjrj yid jjp 
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j^jpg ^nkiu g^If tK^pfimp anf"strut 1 wfilch Cowper 
the po&TtrnputCA to Itobertson be sometimes aj>- 
parent in the orderly succession of well-balanced 
and equal ly flowing periods, it m 11 sf ix* "acKMW- 
lbtl^oTTuiFITtere is also much real dignity and 
power, springing from the true elevation of intellec- 
tunijuidmoral character. 

-'White aciiftf Wfic, Mr Gifford, has thus discri¬ 
minated between the styles of Hume and Uoliertson : 

4 Hume, the most contracted in his subject, is the 
most finished in execution; the nameless number¬ 
less graces of his style; the apparent absence of 
elaboration, yet the real effect produced by efforts 
the most elnlwiratc ; the simplicity of his sentences* 
the perspicuity of his ideas, the purity of hi* ex¬ 
pression, title* him to the name and to the praises 
bf another Xenophon. HolKTtson never attained to 
the same graceful ease, or the same untsmndeii 
variety of expression. '"'With a Ihy* ear and exact 
judgment in the construction of liis sentences, and 
with an absence of Scotticisms, truly wonderful in 
one who had never ceased to converse with Scots- ! 
men, there is in the sentences of this historian J 
something resembling the pace of an animal disci¬ 
plined by assiduous practice to the curb, and never 
moving hut in conformity to the rules of the manege, j 
I The taste of Hume was Greek Attic (ir<*ek : he 
! had, as far as the genius of the two languages would 
j permit, collected the very juice and flavour of their | 
j style, and transfused it into his own. Kobertson. j 
{ we suspect, though a good, was never a profound j 
| scholar: from the peculiar nature of his education, j 
j and his early engagement in the duties of his pro- 1 
; fessiun, he had litt 1«* leisure to In* learned. Itoth. in 
their several ways, were men of the world : but 
Hume, polished by long intercourse with the lw‘*t 
society in France, us well as his own country, trans¬ 
ferred some portion of easy high-breeding from his 
manners to his writings; while his friend, though j 
; no man was ever more completely emancipated from J 
| the bigotry of a Scots minister, or from the pedantry 
I of the head of a college, in his intercourse (wluch 
i he assiduously courted) with the great, did not catch 
that last grace and jnilish which intercourse with¬ 
out equality will never produce, and which, for that 
reason, mere teevans rarely acquire from society 
more liberal or more dignified than wluit is found in 
their own rank.’ 

[Chwwta' of Mart/ (Jurm of Scots.] 

To all the charms of beauty and the utmost ele¬ 
gance of external form, she added those accomplish¬ 
ments which render tlmir unprcssiiui irresistible. 
Polite, a f! a file* i n sh 1 qnti sprightly, and capable of 
speaking iuul of writing with wptfilvii'C and dignity. 
Sudden, however, and vtftlWt tTl all her nttaohriients, 
because her heart was warm and unsuspicious. Im¬ 
patient of contradiction, because *he had been accus¬ 
tomed from her infancy to he treated as a <pieen. No 
stranger, on some occasions, to dissimulation, which, 
in that perfidious court where she received her edu¬ 
cation, was reckoned among the necessary arts of 
government. Not insensible of flattery, or uncon¬ 
scious of that pleasure with which almost every woman 
beholds the influence of her own beauty. Formed 
with £h& qualities which wu love, not w ith the talents 
efegt we esJuaiec, stro was an agreeable woitiM -JaOuuc. 
than an illustrious queen. The vivacity of her spirit, 
n^*TiOTaen^ with sound judgment, and 

the warmth of her heart, which was not at all times 
under the restraint of discretion, betrayed her both 
into errors and into crimes. To say that she was 
always unfortunate will not account for that long and 


almost uninterrupted succession of calamities which 
befell her; we must likewise add that she was often 
imprudent. Her passion for Dam ley was rasJ^ouJh- 
ful, and excessive* And though the sudden’Transition 
tb The^opposite extreme was the natural eflbct of her 
ill-requited love, and of his ingratitude, insolence, 
and brutality, yet neither these nor BothwelPs artful 
address mid important services can justify her attach¬ 
ment to that nobleman. Even the manners of the 
age, licentious as they were, are no apology for this 
unhappy passion ; nor can they induce us to look on 
that tragical and infamous scene which followed upon 
it with less abhorrence, lluqianity will draw a veil 
over this part of her character which it cannot ap¬ 
prove, and may, perhaps, prompt some to impute her 
actions to her situation more than to her dispositions, 
and to la ment unhappiness of the former ratLef 
than accuse-the^wircrsciiesH gf the latter, . Maiy’s suf¬ 
ferings exceed, with in degree and in jluration, those 
tragical dudresae* which fan^J im 
sorrowwnd commiscnttron ; ana while we surrey them, 
we are apt altogether to forget her frailties; we think 
of her faults with less indignation, and approve of our 
tears as if they were shea for a person who had at¬ 
tained much nearer to pure virtue. } 

With regard to the queen’s person, a circumstance j 
not to 1 kj omitted in writing the history of a female jj 
reign, all contemporary authors agree m ascribing to 
Mary the utmost beauty of countenance.and elegance 4 
ol" shape of whieb the human form is capable. Her j 
hair was black, tbuugh, according to the fashion of j 
that age, she frequently wore borrowed locks, and of 1 
different colours. Her eyes were a dark gray, her j 
complexion was exquisitely fine, and her hands and 
arms remarkably delicate, both as to shape and colour. | 
Her stature was of u height that roan to the majestic, j 
She danced, she walked, and rode with equal grace, j 
Her taste for music was just, and she both sung and j 
played upon the lute with uncommon skill. Towards | 
tin** end of her life she began to grow fat, and her j 
long confinement and the coldness of the houses in j 
which she had been imprisoned, brought on a rheu- 1 
mat ism, which deprived her of the use of her limbs. 
‘No man,’ says Hrnntoine, ‘ever beheld her person 
Without admiration and love, or will read her history 
without sorrow* * 

[Martin Luther.] 

[From the * History of Cliarle* V.*} 

While api»canuiccs of danger daily increased, and 
the tempest which had been so long a gathering was 
ready to break forth in all its violence against the 
Protestant church, Luther was saved, by a seasonable 
death, from feeling or beholding its destructive rage. 
Having gone, though in a declining state of health, 
and during a rigorous season, to his native city of 
Kysleben, in order to compose, by his authority, a 
dissension among the counts of Mansfield, he was 
seized with a violent inflammation in his stomach, 
which in a few* days put an end to his life, in the 
sixty third year of his age. As he was raised up by 
providence to be the author of one of the greatest and 
most interesting revolutions recorded in history, there 
is not any person, perhaps, whose character has been 
drawn with such opposite colours. In his own age, 
one party, struck with horror and inflamed with rage, 
when they saw with what a daring hand he over¬ 
turned everything which they held to be sacred^ °r 
valued as berydnaal, imputed * * 

the defi^ts and vices of a m^ Jjut-IIii'? T”*!*- 1 ' 
defor m: ' The oOreri warmed with the admtbStTon and 
gratitude which they thought he merited as the re* 
storer of light and liberty to the Christian church, 
ascribed to him perfections above the rrm di tum of , 
humanity , and viwe^im'IrtB'actions with ijewr*. 
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tion bordering on that which should be paid only to tnanqersand customs vary continually. Some parti 
those who are guided by the immediate inspiration of of Luther's bidm vToitr, whiehttppear to us most culp- 
heaven. It is his own conduct, not the undistinguish- able, gave no disgust to his contemporaries. It was 
ing censure or the exaggerated praise of his COtttem- even by some of those qualities, which we are now apt 
pwafies, that ought to regulate the opinions of the to blame, that he was fitted for accomplishing the 
present *age concerning him. Zeal for what he re- great work which he undertook. To rouse mankind, 
garded asf truth, undaunted intrepidity to maintain when sunk in ignorance or superstition, and to en- 
his own system, abilities, both natural* and acquired, counter the rage of bigotry armed with power, required 
to defend his principles, and unwearied industry in the utmost vehemence of zeal, as well as a temper 
propagating them, are virtues which shine so conspi- drying to excess. A gentle rail would neither have 
cuously in every part of liis behaviour, that even bis reached “if^liave excited those to whom it was ad* j 
enemies must allow'him to have possessed them in an dressed. A spirit more amiable, but less vigorous ! 
j eminent degree. To these may be added, with equal than Luther’s, would have shrunk back from the 1 
justice, such purity and even austerity of manners as dangers which he braved and surmounted, 
became one who assumed the character of a reformer; j 

such sanctity of life as suited the doctrine which he [ Digcoirn/ of Auk row.] 

delivered; and such perfect disinterestedness as affords 1 ‘ ’ J j 

no slight presumption of his sincerity. Superior to Next morning, being Friday the^iVird day of August, | 
all selfish considerations, a stranger to the elegancies in the year 1 IPJ, ('olumbus set sail, a little before 
of lift;, and despising its pleasures, he left the honours sunrise, in produce of a vu-t crowd of fqiect&tors, 
and emoluments of the church to his disciples, re- \ who sent tip their supplications to heaven for the 
maining satisfied himself in his original state of pro- prosperous issue ot the voyage, which they wished 
fessor in the university, and pastor of the town of | rather than expected, ( olumbus steered directly for 
Wifctemberg, with the moderate appointments annexed the Canary Islands, and arrived there without any 
to these offices. His extraordinary qualities were I oeeurrence that would have deserved notice on any ! 
alloyed with no inconsiderable mixture of human ! other occasion. Hut in a voyage of such expectation 
frailty and human passions. These, however, were of: and importance, e\cn citcumstauce was the object of 
such a nature, that they cannot he imputed to male- \ attention. # * 

volcncc or corruption of heart, hut seem to have taken j Cpon the 1st of October they ivcrc, according to 
their rise from the same source with many of his vir- ‘ the admiral's reckoning, soven hundred and seventy 
tues. His mind, forcible and vehement in all its ; leagues to the west of the Canaries; hut, lest his men 
operations, roused by great objects, or agitated by ! should he intimidated by the prodigious length of the 
violent passions, broke out, on many occasions, with } navigation, lie gave out that they had proivi ded only 
a!n impetuosity which astonishes men of feebler-pirits, ; five hundred and cighty-lbur league*; and, fortu- 
or such as are placed in a more tranquil situation. J natelv for Columbus, neither hi- own pilot nor those 
By carrying some praiseworthy dispositions to excess, of the other ships had skill sufficient to correct this 
he bordered sometimes on what was culpable, and was error and discover the deceit, They had now been 
[ often betrayed into actions which exposed him to cen- i above three week- at -ea ; they had proceeded far l*e- f 
J sure. His confidence that his own opinions were w r ell- j yond what former navigator* had attempted or distuned ’ 
j founded, approached to arrogance ; liis courage in [possible; all their proximities of discovery, drawn , 


I asserting them, to rashness; his firmness in adhering 
! to them, to obstinacy; and his zeal in confuting hi- 
! adversaries, to rage and scurrility. Accustomed liiin- 


from the flight of birds and other circumstances, had 
proved fallacious; the appearances of land, with which 
their own credulity or the artifice of their commander 


j self to consider everything as subordinate to truth, he had from time to time fluttered and amused them, 

( expected the same deference for it from other men ; lmd been altogether illusive, and tin ir prospect of ; 
| and without making any allowances for their timidity ! success seemed now to be as distant as ever. These '*! 
| or prejudices, he poured forth against such as disap- \ reflections occurred often to men win* had no other j 
j pointed him, in this particular, a torrent of invective j object or occupation than to reason and discourse con- ! 
j mingled with contempt. ltogardlo*.* of any distinc- > coming the intention and circumstances of their ex- 
tion of rank or character when his doctrines were { pedition. They made impression at first upon the 
attacked, he chastised all liis adversaries indi-rrimi- I ignorant and timid, and extending by degree* to such 
nately with the same rough hand ; neither the royal j as weic better informed or more resolute, the con- 
dignity of Henry VIII., nor the eminent learning' and : tagion spread at length from ship to ship. From ! 
abilities of Erasmus, screened them from the same secret whispers or murmurings tlicv proceeded to open ; 
gross abuse with which he treated Tetzel or Eceius. cabals and public complaints. * They taxed their ; 

But these indecencies, of which Luther was guilty, sovereign with inconsiderate credulity, in paying such .; 
must not he imputed wholly to the violence of his regard to the vain promise* and ra-fi conjectures of ■ j 
temper. They ought to he charged in part on the an indigent foreigner, as to hazard the lives of no ;< 
manners of the age. Among a rude people, unac- many of her own subjects in prosecuting a chimerical j 
quainted with those maxims which, by putting coil- scheme. They affirmed that they had fully performed ; 
tinual restraint cm the passions of individuals, have their duty by venturing so far in an unknown and i 
polished society and rendered it agreeable, disputes hopeless course, and could incur no blame for refuting j 
of every kind were managed with heat, and strong to follow any longer a desperate adventurer to certain ! 
emotions were uttered in their natural language with- destruction. They contended that it was necessary j 
out reserve or delicacy. At the same time* the works to think of returning to Spain while their enusy 
of learned men were all composed in Latin, and they vessels were still in a condition to keep the sea, hut 
were not only authorised, by the example of eminent expressed their fears that the attempt would prove 
writers in that language, to use their antagonists with vain, as the wind, which had hitherto been so favour* 
the most illiberal scurrility ; hut in a dead tongue, able to their course, must render it impossible to sail 
indecencies of every kind appear less shocking than in the opposite direction. agreed that Columbus 
in a living language, whose idioms and phrases seem should he compelled by force t<f adopt a measure on 
gross, because they are familiar. which their common safety depended. Borne of the 

4 In passing judgmenfc_ upon the characters of in^n, more audacious proposed, as the most cxpc<PiIi<6u* aud 
eu|ht to taijjtfrm M and .maxima certain method for geftltig rid at once of his reroon- 
of their own age, another ; for *1-,, s trances, to throw him into the sea, being persuaded 
chough virtue an&vice are at all jMerille same, that, upon their return to Spain, the death of au tin* 
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successful projector would excite little concern, and 
be inquired into with no curiosity. 

Columbus was fully sensible of his perilous situa¬ 
tion. He had observed, with great uneasiness, the fatal 
operation of ignorance and of fear in producing dis¬ 
affection among his crew, and saw that it was now 
ready to burst out into open mutiny, ilc retained, 
however, perfect presence of mind. He affected to 
seem ignorant of their machinations. Notwithstand¬ 
ing the agitation and solicitude of his own mind, he 
appeared with a eheerful countenance, like a man 
satisfied with the progress he had made, and confident 
of success. Sometimes he employed all the arts of 
insinuation to soothe his men. Sometimes he endea¬ 
voured to work upon their ambition or avarice bv 
magnificent descriptions of the fame and wealth which 
they wcre^ibout to acquire. On other occasions he 
assumed a tone <J authority, and threatened them 
with vengeance from their sovereign if, by their das¬ 
tardly Iwhaviour, they should defeat this noble effort 
to promote the glorv of God, ami to exalt the Spanish 
name above that of every other nation. Even with 
seditious sailors, the words of a man a 1mm they had 
been accustomed t<» reverence, were weighty and per¬ 
suasive, and not duly restrained them from those 
violent excesses which they meditated, but prevailed 
with them to accompany their admiral for some time 
longer. 

As they proceeded, the indicatjm»s of approaching 
land seemed to be ncre certain, and excited hope in 

a ortion. The birds began t<> appear in flock-, 

ing towards the south-west. Columbus, in imi¬ 
tation of tin Portuguese nnvigitors, who had been 
guided in several of their discoveries by the motion 
of lords, alteri d his course fiom due wi st toward- that 
quarter whither they pointed their flight. Ihit, after 
holding on for -cvenil days in thi* new direction 
without anv better success than formerly, having seen 
no object during thirty du\s but the sea and the *k\. 
the h'*jH*s of hi- companions Mibsided faster than they 
ha*l risen ; their feats revived with additional l uce ; 
impatience, rage, and despair appeared in every conn 
tcnaiKV. All omisc of subordination was b-t. T i*s* 
officers, who had hitherto concurred with Columbus in 
opiniim, and supported hi- authority. now took part 
with tiic private men ; they a-semhled tnmultmm-iv 
on the deck, expostulated with their commander, 
mingled threats with their e\p«<-tulatioiis, and re¬ 
quired him instantly to tack about and return to 
Europe. Cidmubus perceived that it would be «>f m» 
avail to have recourse to any of his former arts, which, 
having been tried so often, had lost their effect ; and 
that it was impos-ible to rekindle any zeal for the 
succe-s of the expedition among men in whose breasts 
fear had extinguished every generous sentiment. He 
haw that it was no le-s vain to think of employing 
either gentle or sew it* measures t<» quell a mutiny so 
general and so violent. It was necessary, on all these 
Recount*, to soothe pawdimi which he could no longer 
commiUKi, nud to give way to a torrent trm tmpmrrftis 
in be checked. He promised solemnly To nTTTrtWh 
ilmt hc would comply with their request, provided 
they would accompany him and olwyv his command 
for three days longer, and if, during that time, 
land were not discovered, ho would then abandon the 
enterprise, and direct his course towards Spain. 

Enraged as the sailors were, and imjaitient to turn 
their faces again towards their native country, this 
proposition did not appear to them unreasonable ; nor 
did Columbus hazard much in confuting himself to a 
term so short. The presages of discovering land were 
now so numerous and promising that he deemed them 
infallible. For some days the sounding line reached 
the bottom, and the soil which it brought up indicated 
land to bo at no great distance. The docks of birds 
increased, and wore composed not only of sea-fowl, 


but of such land birds as could not bo supposed to 
fly far from the shore. The crew of the Pinta ob¬ 
served a cane floating, which seemed to have been 
newly cut, and likewise a piece of timber artificially 
carved. The sailors aboard the Nigna took up the 
branch of a tree with red berries perfectly fresh. The ! 
clouds around the setting sun assumed a new appear¬ 
ance ; the air was more mild and warm, and during 
night the wind became unequal and variable. From 
all these symptoms Columbus was so confident of 
being near land, that on the evening of the eleventh 
of October, after public prayers for success, he ordered 
the sails to be furled, and the ships to lie to, keeping 
strict watch lest they should be driven ashore in the 
night. During this interval of suspense and expcctarjj 
tion, no man shut his eyes, all kept upon deck, gazing i 
intently towards that quarter where they expecteu to 
discover the laud, which had so long been the object j 
i of their wishes. \. 

' About two hours before midnight, folumbus, stand- j 
j ing on the forecastle, observed a light at a distance, 
and privately pointed it out to Pedro Guttierez, a i 
; page of the queen\ wardrobe. Guttierez perceived it, ' 
and calling to Salcedo, comptroller of the fleet, all j 
j three saw it in motion, as if it vver carried from place j 
to place. A little after midnight, the joyful sound of j 
lami! hnul! was heard from the Pinta, which kept; 
i always a head of the other ships. But having been > 
so often deceived bv fallacious appearances, eveir s 
man was n»*w become slow of belief, and waited in all j 
the angui-h of uncertainty and impatience for the * 
return of day. As soon as morning dawned, all 
doubts and fears were dispelled. From every ship an 
! island was -ecn about two leagues to the north, whose 
flat and verdant lie! Is well stored with wood, and 
watered with many rivulets, presented the asjiect of a 
delightful country. The crew of the Pinta instantly 
! Wgan the 7V lumn, as a hymn of thanksgiving to 
(Jod, and were joined by those of the other ships with 
tears of joy and transport- of congratulation. This 
; office of gratitude to Heaven was followed bv an act 
of justice to their commander. They threw themselves 
at the feet of t 'oluiuhtts, with feelings of sclf-con- j 
j dtlunation, mingled with reverence. They implored ‘ 
him to pardon their ignorance, incredulity, and iu- ; 
j noli nee, which had created lum so much unnecessary j 
j disquiet, and had .-o often obstructed the prosecution 
i of his well-concerted plan ; and passing, in the w armth ; 
j of their admiration, from one extreme to another, 
j they n«*w pronounced the man whom they had ao 
lately reviled and threatened, to l*e a person ins pire d 
by Heaven with sagacity ami fortitude ffibWjEha.n 
human, in order to accomplish a design sfc far beyond 
the idea* and conception of all former age*. 

| As soon as the sun "all their boats were 

j manned and armed. They rowed towards the island 
j with their colours displayed, with warlike music, and 
j other martial pomp. As they approached the coast, 
they saw it covered with a multitude of people, whom ; 
the novelty «*f the spectacle had drawn together, whose 
attitudes and gestures expressed wonder and astonish¬ 
ment at the strange objects which presented them¬ 
selves to their v iew. Columbus was the first European 
who set foot on the new world which he bad dis¬ 
covered. He landed iti a rich dress, and with a naked 
sword in his hand. His men followed, and, kneeling 
down, they all kissed the ground which they had so , 
long desired to see. They next erected a crucifix, j 
and prostrating themselves before it, returned thanks 
to God for conducting their voyage to such a happy 
issue. They then took solemn possession of the 
country for the crown of Castile and Leon, with all 
the formalities which the Portuguese were accustomed 
to observe in acts of this kind in their new disco¬ 
veries. , j 

The Spaniards, while thus employed, were sur- 

18 ft 






Float 1737 


CYCLOPAEDIA OP 


to 1780; 


lOblded by many of the natives, who gazed in silent knowledge of which required a regular course of study, 
admiration upon actions which they could not com- together with long attention to the practice of courts, 
prebend, and of which they did not foresee the conse- Martial and illiterate nobles had neither leisure nor 
Ouences* The dress of the Spaniards, the whiteness of inclination to undertake a task so laborious, as well 
tneir skins, their beards, their arms, appeared strange as so foreign from all the occupations which they 
and |urprising. The vast machines in which they had deemed entertaining or suitable to their rank. They 
traversed the ocean, that seemed to move upon tho gradually relinquished their places in courts of jus- 
the waters with wings, and uttered a dreadful sound tice, where their ignorance exposed them to contempt, 
resembling thunder, accompanied with lightning and They became weary of attending to the discussion of 
smoke, struck them with such terror that they began cases which grew too intricate for them to cornpre- 
to respect their new guests as a superior order of hend. Not only the judicial determination of points, 
beings, and concluded that they were children of the which were the subject of controversy, but the conduct 
sun, who had descended to visit the earth. of all legal business and transactions, was committed 

The Europeans were hardly less amazed at the to persons trained by previous study and application 
scene now before them. Every herb and shrub and to the knowledge of law. An order of men, to whom 
tree was different from those which nourished in their fellow-citizens had daily recourse for advice, 
Europe. The soil seemed to be rich, but bore few and to whom they looked up for deeisi<y> in their 
marks of cultivation. Tho climate, even to the most important concerns, naturqfry acquired consi- 
Spaniards, felt warm, though extremely delightful, deration and influence in society. They were advanced 
The inhabitants ^ppciured in the simple innocence of to honours which had been considered hitherto ns the 
nature, entirely naked. Their black hair, loirg Ttntt peculiar rewards of military virtue. They were in- 
uncurled, floated upon their shoulders, or was bound trusted with offices of the highest disunity and most 
in tresses on their heads. They had no beards, and extensive power. Thus, another profession than that 
every part of their bodies was perfectly smooth, of arms came to be introduced among the laity, and 
Their complexion was of a dusty copper colour, their was reputed honourable. The functions of civil life 
features singular rather than disagreeable, their aspect were attended to. The talents requisite for discharg- 
gcntle and timid. Though not tall, they were well- ing them were cultivated. A new road was rqicncd 
shaped and active. Their faces, and several parts of to wealth and eminence. The arts and virtues of 
their bodies, were fantastically painted with glaring peace were placed in their proper rank, and received ; 
colours. They were shy at first through fear, but soon their due recompense. 

became familiar with the Spaniards, and with trail- While improvements, so important with respect to 
sports of joy received from them hawk-bells, glass the state of society and the administration of justirc, 
beads, or other baubles ; in return for which they gradually made progress in Europe, sentiments more i 
gave such provisions as they had, and some cotton liberal and generous had begun to animate the nobles, j 
yam, the only commodity of value which they could These were inspired by the spirit of chivalry, which, 
produce. Towards evening, Columbus returned to his though considered commonly a- a wild institution, j 
ship, accompanied by many of the islanders in their the effect of caprice, and the source of extravagance, \ 
boats, which they called canoes, and though rudely arose naturally from the state of society nt that period, ; 
formed out of the trunk of a single tree, they rowed and had a very serious influence in refinimr the man- 


formed out of the trunk of a single tree, they rowed and had a very serious influence in refinimr the man- 
them with surprising dexterity. Thus, in the first ! ners of the European nations. The feudal state was ; 
interview between the inhabitants of the old and new a state of almost perpetual war, rapine, and nnarehv ; 
worlds, everything was conducted amicably and to j during which the weak and unarmed were exposed to i 
their mutual satisfaction. The former, enlightened ! insults or injuries. The power of the sovereign was 
and ambitious, formed already vast ideas with respect j too limited to prevent these wrongs, and the admi- i 
to the advantages which they might derive from the j lustration of justice ton feeble to redress them. The I 
regions that began to open to their view. The latter, ! most effectual protection against violence and oppress- ! 


to the advantages which they might derive from the lustration of justice ton feeble to redress them. The 
regions that began to open to their view. The latter, ! most effectual protection against violence and oppres- 
simple and undisceming, had no foresight of the cal a- sion was often found to U> that which the valour and 
mities and desolation which were approaching their generosity of private persons afforded. The same 
country! spirit of entcqnise which had prompted so many ! 

gentlemen to take arm* in defence of the oppressed ; 

[Chivalry.] pilgrims in Palestine, incited others to declare them- j 

selves the patrons and avengers of injured innocence j 
Among uncivilised nations, there is but one profes- at home. When the final reduction of the IIolv Land, 11 
sion honourable—that of arms. All the ingenuity and under the dominion of infidels, put an end to these j; 
vigour of the human mind arc exerted in acquiring foreign expeditions, the latter was the only employ- }i 
military skill or address. The functions of peace are ment left for the activity and courage of adventurers. * 
few and simple, and require no particular course of To check the insolence of overgrown oppressors ; to 
education or of study as a preparation for discharging rescue the helpless from captivity ; to protect or to 
them. This was the state of Europe during several avenge women, orphans, and ecclesiastics, who could 
centuries. Every gentleman, born a soldier, scorned not bear arms in their own defence ; to redress wrongs 
any other occupation. lie was taught no science but and remove grievances ; were deemed acts of the higH- 
that of war; even his exercises and pastimes were cst prowess and merit. V a I o u r, h u mai i i ty, courtesy, 
feats of martial prowess. Nor did the judicial cha- justice, houour, were the characteristic 'qualities' of" 
racter, which persons of noble birth were alone entitled chivalry. To these were added religion, which mingled" 1 
to assume, demand any degree of knowledge beyond itself with every passion and institution during the 
that which such untutored soldiers possessed. To middle ages, and by infusing a largo proportion of 
recollect a few traditionary customs which time had enthusiastic zeal, gave them such force is carried 
confirmed and rendered respectable, to mark out the them to romantic excess. Men were trained toknight- 
lists of battle with due formality, to observe the issue hood by a long previous discipline; they wore ad- 
of the combat, and to pronounce whether it had been mitted into the order by solemnities no less devout 
conducted according to the laws of arms, included than pompous; every person of noble birth courted 
I every thing that a baron, who acted as a judge, found that honour; it was deemed a distinction superior to ' 

‘ it necessary to understand. ^ royalty; and monarch* were proud to receive it from 

But when the forms of legal proceedings were fixed, the hands of private gentlemen, 
when the rules of decision were committed to Writing This singular institution, in which valour, gallantry, 
and collected into a body, lair became a science, the and religion, were so strangely blended, was wonder* 

L_____ _ ___ . 190 





HISTORIANS. 


ENGLISH LITERATURE. 


fully adapted to the taste and genius of martial 
nobles ; and its effects were soon visible in their man¬ 
ners. War was carried on with less ferocity when 
humanity came to bo deemed the ornament of knight¬ 
hood no less than courage. More gentle and polished 
manners were introduced when courtesy was recom¬ 
mended as tho most amiablo of knightly virtues. 
Violence and oppression decreased when it was 
reckoned meritorious to check and to punish them. 
A scrupulous adherence to truth, with the most re¬ 
ligious attention to fulfil every engagement, became 
the distinguishing characteristic of a gentleman, be¬ 
cause chivalry was regarded as the school of honour, 
and inculcated the most delicate sensibility with 
respect to those points. The admiration of these qua¬ 
lities, together with the high distinctions and pre¬ 
rogatives inferred on knighthood in every part of 
Europe, inspired pe?y>ns of noble birth on some occa- 
, Kions with a species of military fanaticism, and led 
them to extravagant enterprises. Hut they deeply 
t imprinted on their minds the principles of generosity 
I ami honour. These were strengthened by every thing 
, that can at feet the senses or touch the heart. The wild 
j exploits of those romantic knights who sallied forth in 
quest of adventures* are well known, and have been j 
j treated with proper ridicule. The political and per¬ 
manent effects of the spirit of chivalry have b**t*n less j 
observed. Perhaps the humanity which accompanies 
all the operations of war, the refinements of gallantry, 
ami the point of honour—the three chief circum¬ 
stances which distinguish modern from ancient man¬ 
ner*---may be ascribed in a great measure to thin in- 
; stitution, which has appeared whiuiMcal to superficial 
observers, but by its eflects has pnm*d of great 
benefit to imudund. The Mrntimeim which chiwilrv 
inspired had a wonderful influence on manners and 
conduct during the twelfth, thirteenth, fourteenth, 
and fifteenth centuries. They were so deeply rooted, 
that they continued to operate uftcr the vigour and 
reputation of the institution itself U'gan to decline. 

j 

[Characters of Francis I. amt the, Fmjxror ('hark* V. ] 

During twenty-eight year.', an uyoyyed vivalship sub¬ 
sisted between Francis 1. and the Kmperor Charles V., 
which involved not only their own dominions, but 
the greatest part of Europe, in wars which were pro¬ 
secuted with more violent animosity, and drawn out 
to a greater length, than bad been known in any 
former period. Many circumstances contributed to 
this. Their_jyuiuiualtjr. was founded in opposition of 
i interest,iietjjlitened by porspfutT eihuTafIwn, and 
; pent ted* not <»nlyT»y mutual injuries, but by reciprocal 
1 insults. At the same time, whatever advantage one 
! see inert to possess towards gaining the ascendant, was 
wonderfully balanced by some favourable circumstance 
| peculiar to the other. 

! The emperor’s dominions were of greater extent; 
the French king’s lay more compact. Francis go¬ 
verned hi* kingdom with absolute power; that of 
j Charles was limited, but he supplied the want of 
' authority by address. The troops of the furmer were 
i more impetuous and enterprising; those of the latter 
better disciplined, and more patient of fatigue. The 
talents ami abilities of the two monarchs were as 
different as the Advantages which they possessed, and 
contributed no less to prolong the contest between 
them. Francis took his resolutions suddenly, prose¬ 
cuted them at first with warmth, and pushed them 
into execution with a most adventurous courage ; but 
being destitute of the perseverance necessary to sur¬ 
mount difficulties, he often abandoned his designs, or 
relaxed the vigour of pursuit from impatience, and 
sometimes from levity. Charles deliberated long, and 
determined with coolness; but having once fixed hi* 
plan, be adhered to it with inflexible obstinacy, and 


neither danger nor discouragement could turn him 
aside from tho execution of it. The success of theftr 
enterprises was suitable to the diversity of their cha¬ 
racters, and was uniformly influenced by it. Francis, 
by his impetuous activity, often disconcerted the 
emperor’s best laid schemes; Charles, by a more calm 
but steady prosecution of his designs, checked the 
rapidity of his rival’s career, and baffled or repulsed 
his most vigorous efforts. The former, at the opening 
of a war or of a campaign, broke in upon the enemy 
with the violence of a torrent, and carried all before 
him ; the latter, waiting until he saw the force of his 
rival beginning to abate, recovered in the end not only 
all that he had lost, but made new acquisitions. Few 
of the French monarch’s attempts towards conquest, 
whatever promising aspect they might wear at fir t, 
were conducted to a happy issue ; many of the emperor’s 
enterprises, even after they appeared desperate and im¬ 
practicable, terminated in the most prosperous manner. 

Tlie success of Hume and Robertson extended the 
demand for historical composition; and before ad* 
verting to tlmir great rival Gibbon, we may glance 
at some of the subordinate labourers in the same j 
field. In the year 1758, J>r Smollett published, in I 
j four volumes quarto, his Complete History of England, j 
i deduced from the Descent of Julius Ctesar to the Treaty 
n/Au in Chap die, 1748. In extent and complete- 
j m ss of design, this history approaches nearest to 
tTie works of the historical masters; but its exeeu- 
, lion is unequal, and it abounds in errors and ifijeofi- 
; HlSteiiecS. ft 'tv as rapidly’ composed ; and though 
1 Smollett was too fluent and practised a writer to; 

; fail in narrative, (his account of the reVtlion hi i 
! I74.V6. and his observations on the act for the re- ■ 
j lief of debtors in 17.59, are excellent specimens of hi* 

; best style and his Knevolence of character), lie] 
could not, without adequate study ami preparation,: 
i succeed ill so imjH>rtant an undertaking. Smollett i 
, afterwards continued his work to the year 176.5. 

The portion from the Revolution of 1688 to the j 
j death of George II. is usually' printed as a continua- j 
tion to Hume. 

The views which Dr Kol>ert>on had taken of the 
reign and character of Mary (>ueen of Scot*, were \ 
'combated by Wh.i.iam Tyti.ku of Woodhouselee j 
j (17 11-1782), who. in 17.58, published an Inquiry, HU- ; 

1 toriral and ('ritiral, into the Evidence against Mary j 
Queen of Scots, and an Examination of the Histories \ 
j of Dr Jlnhert.son and Mr Hume frith respect to that ] 
j Evidence. The work of Mr Tytler is acute and j 
learned ; it procured for the author the approbation ! 

! and esteem of the most eminent men of hi* times; I 
j but, judged by' the higher standards which now ! 
j exist, it must. l>e pronounced to be partial and! 
j inconclusive. Mr Tytler published the r P0Ct!CSr 
Remains of James, I., King of Scotland,* with a 
dissertation on the life and writings of the royal 
poet, honourable to hi* literary taste and research. 

A Unit the year 17 60, the London booksellers com¬ 
pleted a compilation which had, for a long period, 
employed several professional authors—a 1 Universal 
History,’ a large and valuable work, seven volumes 
being devoted to ancient and sixteen to modem 
history. The writers were Archibald Boaver 
(1686-1766), a native of Dundee, who was educated 
at the Jesuit’s College of St Omer, but afterwards 
fled to England and embraced the Protestant faith : 
he w as author of a History of the Pojks. I)r John 
Campbell (1709-1775), a soil of Campbell of Glen* 
lyon in Perthshire, wrote the Military History of the 
Duke of Marlborough and IVince Eugene, Lives of the 
Admirals , a considerable portion of the Bfogmpkia 
Britannica, a History of Europe, a Political Survey of 
Britain, &c. Campbell was a candid and intelligent 
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man acquainted with Dr Johnson and most of the but disfigured by affectation, and still more by the ; 
eminent men of his day. William Guthrie (1708- Violent prejudke j of ltBTlfidleti ve and unprindjiled j 


1770^ a native of Brechin, was an indefatigable author. 

. .. ^ rr ._ a' Ty .. _7_l „ tl'A _I rf.\. s 


writer, author of a History of England , a History of 
Scotland\ a Geographical Grammar , &e. George 


Histories of Ireland , evincing antiquarian research, 
were published, the first in 1763-7 by Dr Warner, 


Sale (1680-1736) translated the Koran, and was one and another in 1773 by Dr Lelani>, the translator 
Of the founders of a society for the encouragement of our best English version of Demosthenes. A re- 
of learning. George Psalmanazar (1679-1763), view of Celtic and Roman antiquities was in 1771-5 


a native of France, deceived the world for some time 
[ by pretending to be a native of the island of For- 
moss, to support which he invented an alphabet and 
grammar. lie afterwards became a hack author, 
was sincerely penitent, and was reverenced by .John¬ 
son for his piety. When the k Universal History’ 


presented by John Whittaker, grafted upon his 
History of Manchester ; and the same author after¬ 
wards wrote a violent and prejudiced Vindication of 
Mary Queen of Scots. The Biographical History of 
England by Granger, and Ohmks History of the 
British Transactions in Hindustan , which appeared 


was completed, Goldsmith wrote a preface to it, for at this time, are also valuable works. In 1775, 


which he received three guineas! 

In 1763 Goldsmith published a History of England , 
in a Series of Letters from a Nobleman to his Son , in 
two small volumes. The deceptive title had the 
desired attraction ; the letters were variously attri- 


Macphehson, translator of < Issian, published a His- j 
tory of Great Britain , from the Restoration to the ! 
Accession of the House of Hanott^b, accompanied by 
original papers. The object of Macpherson was to 
support the Tory party, and to detract from the 


buted to Lords Chesterfield, Orrery, and Lyttelton, purity and patriotism of those who had planned and j 
and in purity and grace of style surpassed the writ- ('fleeted the Revolution of 1688. f J he secret history { 
ings of any of the reputed authors. The success of brought to light by his original papers (which were 
this compilation afterwards led Goldsmith to compile undoubtedly genuine) certainly disclosed a degree 


a more extended history of England, and abridg¬ 
ments of Grecian and Roman history. Even in 
this subordinate walk, to which nothing but neces¬ 
sity compelled him, Goldsmith was superior to all 
his contemporaries. 

Lord Lyttelton afterwards came forward himself 
as a historian, though of but a limited period. His 
History of the Beign of Henry II., on which he had 
bestowed years of study, is a valuable repertory of 


of selfishness and intrigue for which the public were I 
not prepared. In this task, the historian (if Mho 
pher.Mm be entitled to the venerable name) bad the 
use of Carte’s collections, for which he paid £200, ! 
and he received no less that! £3000 for the copyright 
of his work. The Annals of Scotland, from Malcolm ! 
III. to Robert I., were published in 1776 by Sir 
David Dalrvmplr, Loud H um s. In 1779 the same 
author produced a continuation to the accession of 


facts, but a dry and uninteresting composition. Of the house of Stuart. These works were invaluable 
a SlrnttfiF’eTiofiicter are the Historical Memoirs and at the time, and have since formed an excellent 
Lives (Queen Elizabeth, Raleigh, Henry Prince of quarry for the historian. Lord Hailes was born In 
Wales, &e.), written by Dr Thomas Birch, one of Edinburgh in 1726. the son of Sir .fames Dalrymple 
the secretaries of the Royal Society. Birch was a of Hailes, Bart. He distinguished himself at the 


I diligent explorer of records and public papers: he Scottish bar, and was appointed one of the judges of 
threw light on history, but was devoid of taste and tin* Court of Session in 1766. He was the author 
| arrangement. These works drew attention to the of various legal and antiquarian treatises; of the 
materials that existed fora history of domestic man- Remains of Christian Antiquity. , containing trnmla- 
liers, always more interesting than state diplomacy tions from the fathers, «S.c.; and of an inquiry into 
or wars, and Dr Robert Henry (1718-1790) entered the secondary causes assigned by Gibbon the histo- 
upon a History of Great Britain, in which particular rian for the rapid growth of Christianity. Lord 
attention was to be given to this department. For Hailes was a man of great erudition, an able lawyer, 


nearly thirty years Henry laboured at bis work . 
the first volume was published in 1771, and four 
others at intervals between that time and 1787). A 
contemporary, Dr Gill»ert Stuart, a man not devoid 
of talents, but rancorous and malignant in an emi¬ 
nent degree, attempted, by a system of ceaseless 
persecution, to destroy the. character and reputation 
of Henry, but his work realised to its author the 
large sum of £3300, and was rewarded with a pen¬ 
sion from the crown of £100 per annum. Henry's 
work does not come farther down than the reign 


and upright judge. Tie dledm 1792 In 1776 
Robert Watson, professor of rhetoric and after¬ 
wards principal of one of the college s of St Andrews, 
wrote a History of Philip IL of Spain »s a continua¬ 
tion to Robertson, and left unfinished a History of 
Philip III., which was completed by Dr William 
Thomson, and published in 1783. In 1779, the two 
first volumes of u History of Moslem Europe, by Dr 
William Uussei.l (1741-1793), were published with 
distinguished success, and three others were added 
in 1784, bringing down the history to the year 1763. 


j of Henry A 7 111. In our own Mays, the plan of a Continuations to this valuable compendium have 
j history with copious information as to manners, been made by Dr Coote and others, and it continues 
j arts, and improvements—where full prominence is to he a standard work. Russell was a native uf Sol¬ 
id ven to the progress of civilisation and the domestic kirk shire, and fought his way to learning and dis- ; 
life of our ancestors—has been admirably realised in tinction in the midst of considerable difficulties. The 
the‘Pictorial History of England,’published by Mr vast number of historical works published about 
Charles Knight. Of l)r Henry, we may add that this time shows how eagerly this ppble branch of 
he was a native of St Ninians, in Stirlingshire, was study was cultivated, t*oth hv authors anlTTOl^. \ 
bred to the church, and was latterly one of the lie. ' No department of library labour seems then to 5 
ministers of Edinburgh, where he had the honour have fen soTucraJIvc, or so'suit* of leadinFtO • 

of filling the chair as Moderator of the General tiqction. Buyout greatest name yct'rtfmiOiishdBttii ! 
Assembly. 

Dr Gilbert Stuart (1742-1786), a native of 
Edinburgh (to whom we have alluded in connexion kpward gibbon. 

willi Henry), wrote various historical work., a His- The historian of the Decline and Fall <fthe Raman 
tory of Scotland, a Dusertatwn on the Unlink Coniti - Empire was by birth, education, and manner*, dis- 

gis Style is tinctivcly anfcigllah ^n^manT He wiuibarn at J- 
flond and liigh-souudior, am; -waning..» elegance, Putney, in Surrey, April 27, 1737. Hia father w*» 
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of ftn ancient family settled at Beriton, near Peters- 
field, Hampshire. Of delicate health, young: Edward 
Gibbon was privately educated, and at the age of 
fifteen he was placed at Magdalen college, Oxford. 
He was almost from infancy a close student, hut 
his imjiatxljn.liiifite appetite for hooka ; guhsidal hx 
degrees iiv. tUe htWEprlc Ite Arrived at Ox- 

■f ford,’he says, wi'fTi a stock of erudition that might 
have puzzled ‘iTPgrce of ignorance 

of whjch a schoolboy would have been ashamed. 
He spent fourteen months at college idly and un- 
profitahly, as he himself states; and, studying the 
1 works of Bossuct and Parsons the Jesuit, he became 
a convert to the Homan Catholic religion. Ho went 
to Hindoo, and at the feet of a priest, on the 8th of 
: June 1753, he ‘solemnly, though privately, abjured 
the errors of heresy.’ llis father, in order to reclaim 
j him, placSl him-Sir some years at Htusanne. in 
. Switzerland, under* the* charge of M. Pavilliard, a 
1 Calvinist clergyman, whose judicious conduct pre- 
| vailed upon his pupil to return to the bosom of the 
t Protestant church. <>n Christum* day, 17->*4, he 
1 received the sacrament in the Protestant church at 1 
j Lausanne. ‘ It was here,’ says the historian, ‘that | 
1 I susjiended my religious inquiries, acquiescing w ith 
I implicit Udief in the tenets and mysteries which 
are adopted by the general consent ot Catholics and 
' Protestants.’ At Lausanne a regular and severe 
! system of study jicrfected Gibbon in the l«atin and 



Ldwiuxl Gibbon. 


French language**, imd in a general knowledge of 


had long been meditating some historical work, and . 1 
whilst at Rome, October 15, 1764, his choice was j 
determined by an incident of a striking and romantic 
nature. ‘As I sat musing/ lie says, ‘amidst the 
ruins of the Capitol, while the barefooted friars 1 
were singing vespers in the temple of Jupiter, the 
idea of writing the decline and fall of the city first j 
started to my mind.’ Many years, however, elapsed ; 
before he realised his intentions. On returning to ; 
England in 1765, lie seems to have been fashionable 
and idle; his father died in 1770, and he then began 
to form the plan of an independent life. The estate ! 
left him by his father w as much involved in debt, ; 
and he determined on quitting the country and re¬ 
siding permanently in Jvondon. He then under¬ 
took the composition of the first volume of his hi.,- \ 

| torv. ‘ At the outset/ he remarks, ‘ail was dark i 
ami doubtful ; even the title of the work, the true j 
era of the decline and fall of the empire, the limits 
of the introduction, the division of the chapters, ‘ 
and the order of the narrative; and I was often 
tempted to rant away the labour of seven years. 
The style of an author should lie the image of j 
liis mind, but the choice and command of language, j 
is the fruit of exercise. Many experiments were 
made before I could hit the middle tone between a I 
dull tone and a rhetorical declamation : three timed | 
«TTd T compose the first chapter, and twice the second I 
and third, before I w as tolerably satisfied with their j 
effect. In the remainder of the way, I advanced 
w ith a more equal and easy pace.’ j 

In 1774 lie was returned for the borough of Lisk- 
eard, and sat in parliament eight sessions during the 
memorable contest Intween Great Britain and Ame¬ 
rica. Prudence, he says. omdumiiulhim to acquiesce 
in the huftTffle station of a mute; the great speakers 
filled him y;itk despair, flic, pne$ with. tetTor. 
Gibbon, however, supported bv his vote the adminis¬ 
tration of I/ird North, and was by this nobleman ap- , 
pointed one of the lords commissioners of trade and 
! plantations. In 1770 the first quarto volume of his ] 
history was given to the world. Its success was j 
almost unprecedented for a grave historical work : j 
‘the first impression was exhausted in a few days; ’! 
a second and third edition was scared}’ adequate to ,j 
the demand; and the bookseller’s property was ’* 
twice invatlcd by the pirates of Dublin: the book 
was on every table, and almost on every toilette/ 1 
llis brother historians, Kolxrtson and Iluine, gene- 
j roudv greeted him with warm applause. * W hethe r i 
I consider thedignity of your style/ says Hume, 

4 the depth of your matter, or the extensiveness of I 
vour l must regard the work as equally J 
the object of esteem/ There was another bond of 
sympathy between the English and the Scottish 
historian : Gibbon had insidiously, though too un- f 
equivocally, evinced his adoption of infidel prin- >1 
ciples. ‘ The various ypptles of worshinwhich !j 
vailed ip tM. Jfemiati world remarks, jl 
* considered by th e"jxx>jTfe"aa euuaflV true, by ^ ]i 
philosopher as enV iivf f v nftiTso, apq by to : I 

a» Some Hading of this kind con- j? 

i STtttltrdrfic whole of Gibbon’s religious belief: the 


literature. In 1758 he returne<l to England, and j philosophers of France had triumphed over the 
I three years afterwards appeared as an author in a j lessons of the Calvinist minister of Lausanne, and 
‘‘ slight French treatise, an Essay oh the Study of j the historian seems never to have returned to the ( 
Literature. He accepted the commission of captain faith and the humility of the Cliristian. In the 
; in the Hampshire militia; and though his studies fifteenth and sixteenth chapters of his work he gave j j 
! were interrupted, ‘ the discipline and evolutions of nn account of the growth and progress of Chris- j 
j a modem battle/ ho rnntfrks, ‘ gave hftif a’ deafer tianity, which he accounted for solely by secondary j 
notion of the phalanx and the legion* mtthc cap- causes, without reference to its divine origin. A j 
i t aina ftho Ha mpshire grenadiers was not useless to number of answers were written to these memorable j 
| tfiemstorian of tbeUdihah emplj^/ Oh the peace chapters, the only one of which that has kept pcs- j 
I orTftWrtJWboh was Wsirf from His military session of the public is the reply by Dr Watson, j 
j duties, and paid a visit to France and Italy. Ho bishop of Llandaff; entitled ‘An Apology for Chris- ; 
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tianity/ Gibbon’s method of attacking our faith has 
been well described by Lord Byron, as 

Sapping a solemn creed with solemn sneer, 

The lord of irony, that master spell. 

He nowhere openly ayows his disbelief. By tacitly 
sinking the early and astonishing spread of Chris¬ 
tianity during the time of the Apostles, and 
ing with exaggerated colouring and minuteness on 
the errors.and corfiiptiBff by^wTiieTf it afterwards 
became debased, Ihehi stortau In effect conyeys an 
impression “ that its divine origin is but a poetical 
fable, like theJjpltai age of the poets, or the mystic 
absui*d.itiesbf j Mnhn.inm qd an ism. The Christian faitH 
was a bbTd and successful innovation, and Gibbon 
hated all innovations. In his after life, lie was in 
favour of retaining even the Inquisition, with its 
tortures and its tyranny, because it was an ancient 
institution ! Besides the ‘solemn sneer’ of Gibbon, 
there is another cardinal defect in his account of the 
progress of the Christian faith, which has been thus 
ably pointed out by the Rev. II. IT. Milman:— 
* Christianity alone receives no embellishment from 
the magic of Gibbon’s language; his imagination is 
dead'4o~jporal dignity,; it is kept down by a 
general tone of jealous disparagement, or neutralised 
by (j painfully elaborate exposition of its darker and 
degenerate periods. There are occasions, indeed, 
when its^pure and exalted humanity, when its mani¬ 
festly beneficial influence can compel even him, as 
it w r ere, to fairness, and kindle his unguarded elo¬ 
quence to its usual fervour ; but in general he soon 
relapses into a frigid apathy; affects an ostenta¬ 
tiously severe itirpattiality; notes all the faults of 
CMstiaris in every age with bitter and almost 
malignant sarcasm ; reluctantly, and w ith exception 
and reservation, admits their claim to admiration. 
This inextricable bias appears even to influence his 
manner of composition. 'While all the other assail¬ 
ants of the Roman empire, w hether warlike or rc- 
ligious, the Goth, the Hun, the Arab, the Tartar, 
Alaricand Attila, Mahomet, and Zingis, and Tamer¬ 
lane, are each introduced upon the scene almost w ith 
j dramatic animation—their progress related in a full, 
i complete, and unbroken narrative—the triumph of 
| Christianity alone takes the form of a cold and 
critical disquisition. The successes of barbarous cju- 
! ergy and brute force call forth all the consummate 
sSm 1 of'composition, w hile the moral triumphs of 
Christian benevolence, the tranquil heroism of en¬ 
durance, the blameless purity, the contempt of guilty 
fame, and of honours destructive to the human race, 
which, had they assumed the proud name of philo¬ 
sophy, would have been blazoned in his brightest 
words, because they ow n religion as their principle, 
sink into narrow asceticism. The glories of Chris¬ 
tianity, in short, touch on no chord in the heart of 
the writer ; his imagination remains unkindled; his 
■words, though they maintain their stately and mea¬ 
sured march, have become cool, argumentative, and 
inanimate.’ The second and third volumes of the 
history did not appear till 1781. After their publi¬ 
cation, finding it necessary to retrench his expen¬ 
diture, and being disappointed of a lucrative place 
which he had hoped for from ministerial patron¬ 
age, he resolved to retire to Lausanne, where he 
was offered a residence by a friend of his youth, 
M. Deyverdun. Here he lived very happily for 
about four years, devoting his mornings to com- 
i position, and his evenings to the enlightened and 
polished society which had gathered in that situa¬ 
tion. The history was completed at the time and 
in the circumstances which he has thus stated:— 

4 It was on the day or rather night of the 27th of 
June 1787, between the hours of eleven and twelve, 


that I wrote the last lines of the last page in a 
summer-house in my garden. After laying down 
my pen, I took several turns in a berce&u, or covarod 



Hwddonco of Gibbon at Lausanne, 


walk of acacias, which commands a prospect of the 
country, the lake, and the mountains. The air was 
tem]ierate, the sky was serene, the silver orb of the j 
moon was reflected from the waters, and all nature ' 
was silent. I will not dissemble the first emotions j 
of joy on the recovery of my freedom, and perhaps ; 
the establishment of my fame. But my pride was J 
soon humbled, and a sober melancholy was spread 
over my mind by the idea that I had taken an ever- j 
lasting leave of an old and agreeable companion, j 
and that whatsoever might b* the fbture date of 
my history, the life of the historian must be short ! 
and precarious.** The historian adds two facts j 
which have seldom occurred in the composition of 
six or even five quartos •, his first rough manuscript, 
without an intermediate copy, was sent to the press, 
and not a sheet was seen by any person but the 
author and the printer. His lofty style, Mice that of 
Johnson, was, in fact, ‘the image of his mind.’ 

Gibbon went to London to superintend the publi¬ 
cation of his three last volumes, and afterwards 
returned to Lausanne, whore he resided till 1793. 
The French Revolution had imbittered and divided 
the society of Lausanne; some of his friends were 
dead, and he anxiously wished himself again in 
England. At this time the lady of his most intimate 
friend, Jx>rd Sheffield, died, aiid he hastened to ad¬ 
minister consolation : he arrived at Lord Sheffield’s 
house in I^ondon in June 1793. The health of the 
historian had, however, been indifferent for some 
time, owing to a ]ong-settIi?d complaint; and, eg* 
hausted by surgical operations, he died without 
pain, and apparently without any sense of his dan* 
gcr, on the 16th of January 1794. 

In most of the essential qualifications of a his* 
torian, Gibbon was equal to either Hume or Rohert* 
son. In some he was superior. He had grmtet 

* 1 The garden and rammer-house where Its composed an 
neglected, and the last utterly decay**, hut fcbeyetttl too* I* 
as hi* “ cabinet,” an* seem perfectly awem ef tUs memory.'*** 

Byron 1 $ Letter*. 
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depth and variety of learning, and a more perfect 
command of hit intellectual treasures. It was not 
merely with the main stream of Homan history that 
he was familiar. All its accessaries and tributaries 
—the art of war, philosophy, theology, jurisprudence, 
geography (down to its minutest point), every shade 
of manners, opinions, and public character, in Roman 
{ and contem])oraneou8 history, lie had studied with 
| laborious diligence and complete success. Hume 
I was elaborate, but it was only with respect to style. 

| Errors in fact and theory were perpetuated through 
i every edition, while the author was purifying his 
| periods and weeding out Scotticisms. The labour 
\ of Gibbon was directed to higher objects—to the 
i accumulation of facts, and the collation of ancient 
f authors. Ilis style, once fixed, remained unaltered. 
In erudition and comprehensiveness of intellect. 
Gibbon nray therefore be pronounced the first of 
English historians. ‘ The vast range of his subject, 
and the tone of dignity which he preserves through¬ 
out the whole of his capacious circuit, also give him 
a superiority over his illustrious rivals. In concen¬ 
trating his information, and presenting it in a clear 
and lucid order, he is no less remarkable, while his 
vivid imagination, • quickening and adorning his 
varied knowledge, is fully equal to his other powers. 
He identifies himself with whatever lie descrilx's, 
and paints local scenery, national costume or man¬ 
ners, w ith a ll tliejAri^aamlqinirnation (/f a. native 
or eye^wifncsiTTliesc solid andbngKl acfpiireinents 
of TTTFTnsh>rmn were not, however, without their 
drawbacks. His mind was more material or sen¬ 
sual than philosophical— more fond of splendour 
and display than of t-jj ic bea uty of virtue or the 
gran deur of inoftU heroism. Ills taste was vitiated 
and impure, so that Ids style i* not only deficient in 
chaste simplicity, hut is disfigured by ofleimive 
pr uriency and occasional gmsstiros. Tits lofty ornate 
diction fatigues by its uniform iM>mp and dignity, 
notwithstanding the graces and splendour of his 
animated narrative. Deficient in depth of moral 
feeling and elevation of sentiment. Gibbon seldom 
touches the leart or inspires true enthusiasm. 
The reader admires his flittering sentences, liis 
tournaments, and battle-pieces, his polished irony 
aud masterly Bketches of characterhe marvels 
at his iucxjiaustihle learning, and is fascinated 
by Ids pictures of military conquest and Asiatic 
luxury# out he* slill feels, that, as in the state of 
ancient Rome itself, the seeds of ruin are dcvehqad 
j amidst Ihittcring appearances : 1 the florid bloom 
k bqtJU cancel# t lie Altai malady which preys upon 
r the vitals.** The want of one great harmonising 
I spTHf of humanity and genuine philosophy to give 
unity to the splendid mass, becomes painfully visible 
on a ealrn review of the entire work. After one 
attentive study of Giblnin, when the mind has be¬ 
come saturated with Ids style and manner, we sel¬ 
dom recur to his pages excepting for some particu¬ 
lar fact or description. Such is the importance of 
simplicity and purity in a voluminous narrative, 
tiiat this great historian is seldom mid but as a 
study', while Hume and Robertson are always per¬ 
il used as a pleasure. 

! The work of Gibbon has been translated into 
j French, with notes by M. Guizot, the distinguished 
philosopher and statesman. The remarks of Guizot, 

; with those of Wenck, n German commentator, ami 
, numerous original illustrations and corrections, are 
■j embodied in a fine edition by Mr Milman, in twelve 
I volumes, published by Mr Murray, London, iu 1838. 
M. Guizot has thus recorded his own impressions on 
leading Gibbon's history ‘ After a first rapid 


perusal, which allowed me to feel nothing bat the ’ 
interest of a narrative, always animated, and, not¬ 
withstanding its extent and the variety of objects 
which it makes to pass before the view, always 
perspicuous, I entered upon a minute examination 
of the details of which it was composed, and the 
opinion which I then formed was, I confess, sin¬ 
gularly severe. I discovered, in certain chapters, 
errors which appeared to me sufficiently important 
and numerous to make me believe that they had 
been written with extreme negligence ; in others, I 
was struck with a certain tinge of partiality and 
prejudice, which imparted to the exposition of the 
facts that want of truth and justice which the Eng¬ 
lish express by their liappy term, misrepresentation. 
Some imperfect quotations, some passages omitt' i 
unintentionally or designedly, have cast a suspicion 
on the honesty of the author; and his violation of 
the first Law of history—increased to my eyes by j 
the prolonged attention with which I occupied j 
myself with every phrase, every note, every reflec- i 
tion—caused me to form on the whole work a judg- * 
rnent far too rigorous. After having finished my J 
labours, I allowed some time to elapse before I re- j 
viewed the whole. A second attentive and regular 1 
perusal of the entire work, of the notes of the author, j 
and of tho«e which I had thought it right to subjoin, 
showed me how much I had exaggerated the im- j 
portanee of the rerr >aches which Gibbon really 
deserved: 1 was struck with the same errors, the ■ 
same partiality on certain subjects; but I had been 
far from doing adequate justice to the immensity 
of his researches, the variety of his knowledge, ana, 
i aNtvc all. to that truly philosophical discrimination 
; (jmtesse »resprit) which judges the past as it would ; 
j judge the present ; which dot's not permit itself to 
j la* blinded by the clouds which time gathers around j 
| the dead, and which prevent us from seeing that 
j under the toga as under the modern dress, in the j 
j senate as in our councils, men were wlmt they still | 
i are, and that events took place eighteen centuries j 
ago as they take place in our days. I then felt | 


j that his hook, in spite of its faults, will always lie 
! a noble work ; and that we may correct his errors, 
ami combat his prejudices, without ceasing to admit 
that few men have combined, if we are not to say 
in so high a degree, at least in a manner so complete 
and so well regulated, the necessary qualifications 
for a writer of history.’ 

[Opinion of the Ancient Philosophers on the Immortality 
of the Soul .] 

The writing* of Cicero represent in the most lively 
colour* the ignorance, the errors, and the uncertainty 
of the ancient philosophers with regard to the immor¬ 
tality of the soul. When they are desirous of arming 
their disciples against the fear of death, they incul¬ 
cate, as an obvious though melancholy position, that 


the fatal stroke of our dissolution releases us from the 
calamities of life ; and that those can no longer suffer 
who no longer exist. Yet there were a few sages of 
(ircecc and Rome who had conceived a more exalted, 
and in some respects a justcr idea of human nature; 
though, it must be confessed, that in the sublime in¬ 
quiry', their reason had often been guided by their 
imagination, and that their imagination had been 
prompted by their vanity. When they viewed with 
complacency' the extent of their own mental powers ; 
when they exercised the various faculties of memory, 
of fancy, and of judgment, in the most profound 

r culations, or the most important labours; and when 
y reflected on the desire of fame, which transported 
them into future ages, far beyond the bounds of death 
and of the grave; they were unwilling to confound 
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themselves with the beasts of the field, or to suppose double wall was of a circular form ; and such was the 
that a being for whose dignity they entertained the rapid increase of a capital now dwindled to n provincial 
most sincere’ admiration, could be limited to a spot town, that the funeral of a popular samt might be 
of earth and to a few years of duration. With this attended by eight hundred thousand men and sixty 
favourable prepossession, they summoned to their aid thousand women of Ilagdad and the adjacent villages, 
the science or rather the language, of metaphysics. In this city of peace, amidst the riches of the east. 
They soon ’discovered, that as none of the properties the Abhassidos soon disdained the ubstinenee and 
of matter will apply to the operations of the mind, frugality of the first caliphs, and aspired to einu- 
the human soul must consequently be a substance late the magnificence of the Persian bines. After his 
distinct from the btfdy—pure, simple, and spiritual, wars and buildings, Almaiisor left behind him in gold 
incapable of dissolution, and susceptible of a much | and silver about thirty, millions sterling; and this 
higher degree of virtue and happiness after the release treasure was exhausted in a few years by the vices or 
from its corporeal prison. From these specious and virtues of his children. Ilis son Mahadi, in a single 
noble principles, the philosophers who trod in the pilgrimage to Mecca, expended six millions <>f dinars 
footsteps of Plato deduced a very unjustifiable conclu- of gold. A pious and charitable motive may sanctify 
sion, since they asserted not only the future iiumor- the foundation of cisterns and caravanserai, "Inch be 
tality, but the past eternity of the human soul, which distributed along a measured road of ^even hundred 
they were too apt to consider as a portion of the inti- miles; but his train of raiml^ In.b n •ftith “non, 
bite and self-existing spirit, which pervades and sus- could serve only to astonish the native* of Arabia, 
tains the universe. A doctrine thus removed beyond and to refresh the fruits and liquors of the m\al bun- 
the senses and the experience of mankind might serve quet. J he courtiers would surefy praise tlic 1 iboinlify 
to amuse the leisure of a philosophic mind ; or, in the of his grandson Almam<n, 'dm gave n "ay lour-filtlis 
silence of solitude, it migiit sometimes impart a ray of the income of a p‘“>'im* a 'inn o| two millions 
of comfort to desponding virtue ; but the faint impren- four hundred thousand gold dinars before he drew 
sion which had been received in the school was soon his foot from tin* stirnip. At the j.uptials <•! the same 
obliterated by the commerce and business of active prince, a thousand pear;** of tin* largest si/e were 
life. We are sufficiently acquainted with the eminent showered on tin* head of tin* bride, ami a lottery of 
persons who flourished in the age of Cicero, and of the lands ami houses di->plu; ed the mprieious bounty of 
first Caesars, with their actions, their characters, and fortune. The glories of the court were brightened 
their motives, to be assured that their conduct in this J rather than impaired in the decline of the empire, 
life was never regulated by any serious conviction of j and a (deck ambassador mi ht admire or pity the 
the rewards or punishments of a future state.*' At ! magnificence of the f. < bb Mo,*t;ob*r. ‘The caliph's 
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mrtiers would surelv praise the liberality 
on Almamon, who gave away lour-filtlis 
in* of a iiei'ino—» miiu of two millions 


his foot from tin* stinup. At the jiuptials of the same 
prim’c, a tlmwsuml pearls of the largest si/e were 
showered on tin* head of the bride, and a lottery of 
lands ami houses displu; ed the caprieioiis bounty of 
fortune. The glories of the court were bright! ned 
rather than impaired in the decline of the empire, 
and a Creek ambassador mi.dit admin* or pitv the 
magnificence of tin* foelde Mw,*t;ob*r. ‘The caliph's 


the rewards or punishments of a future state. At magmticence oi tin* i«*.*i»i<* .Mo,*t;i<n*r. tin* can pi* s 
the bar and in the senate of Borne the ablest orators whole army,* say- tin* historian A1 ultVda, ‘both horse 
were not apprehensive of giving offence to tin ir hear- and foot, was under aims, wl.i.h together made a 


| ers by exposing that doctrine as an idle a.id extra- body *>f om* humlivd ami sixty tlmuNtml men. His 
| vagant opinion, which was rejected with contempt Maie-o!fiei*r.-, tin* favourite slaw-, uood near him in 
by every man of a liberal education and under- splendid apparel, their belt** glittei in.? with gold and 
standing. gem-'. Near them hut- seven thousand eunuchs, f ur 

Since, therefore, the* most sublime efforts of philo- thousand of them white, the remainder black. The 
sophy can extend no farther than feebly to point out porters or doorkeep. r- were in number seven hundred, 
the desire, the hope, or at most the probability, of a Barges and bout*, with the moil sup**rb decorations, 
future state, there is nothing except a divine reve- were seen swimming upon tie* Tigris. Nor vvu* the 
lation that can ascertain the existence and describe plaec itself less splendid, in which wen* hung up 


the condition of the invisible country which is do- { thirty-eight thousand pieces (l} ' tapotiv, twelve thou* 
tined to receive the souls of men after their separation >and five hundred of which were of silk embroidered 
from the body. with gold. The carpets on the floor were twenty-two 

thousand. A hundred lion** wire brought out, with 
r r r, , , ir .. .. , , a keeper to each lion. Among t! a < iher M**eta.: le» »«t 

[The Cxhj of Ihtgdad—Mnrjntnrmre oj the L<ih v h*.\ rarc ulhl stupendous luxury, was a of gold and 

Almansor, the brother and successor of Saffah, laid * s il' er spreading into eighteen large luanehes, on 
the foundations of Bagdad (a.d. 7f*-), the imperial "*hieh, and oh the le-ser boughs, - it a vanity of biids 
seat of his posterity during a reign of five hundred years. mu ^ c (i * the same precious metals, us w<dl as the 
The chosen spot is on the eastern bank of the Tigris, ^ eaveH trt ‘ c * ^ bile the machinery affected 

about fifteen miles above the ruins of Modain : the spontaneous motions, the sev eral birds warble.] their 

natural harmony. Through this scene of magnificence 
* This passage of Gibbon is finely illustrated in Hall’s l * ic ! ,rct *kj ambassador was led Uy thi* visicr to the loot 
Funeral Sermon for Dr It viand :— I ^ H*e caliph s throne. In the west, the Ouimiadttfe 


made of the name precious metals, us w«,ll as the 
leaves of the tree. W hile the muchinerv affected 


* This passage of Gibbon is finely illustrated in Hall’s \ lhc ( ^evk ambassador was led by the visicr to the foot 

Funeral Sermon for Dr Kvland :— I ^ H*e caliph .s throne. In the west, the Ouimiadttfe 

‘If the mere conception of the reunion of good men in a > bpain supported, with equal pomp, the title of 
future state infused a momentary rapture into the mind of commander of the faithful. Three miles fioin ('or- 
Tully ; if an airy speculation, for there is reason to fear it had dova, in honour of hi** favourite sultana, the third and 
UtUe hold on his convictions, could inspire him with such do- greatest of the Abdalrahmuns constructed the city, 
light, what may we be expected to feci who are aspired of such palace, and gardens of Zebra. Tweuty-five years, and 

an event by the true sayings of G.kI ! How should we rejoice in above three millions sterling, were employed by the 

the prospect, the certainty rather, of sending a blissful eter- founder : his liberal taste invited the artists of' (Vm- 
nlty with those whom we lov«l on earth, of seeing then, stnntinoplc, the most skilful sculptors ami architect, 
emerge from the rums of lhc tomb, an.l the deeper ruins of ; *i. n Ulre , . i .» v r 1 . . . 

the fall, not only uninjured, hut refineil and perfected, “ with I !l‘ \ u . “. 'iT « 

erery tear wiped from their eyes," standing before the throne of ! ■ ' J u'ldn.l columns of S|>aiii.h and 

God and the Lamb. “ in white robes, and nnlms in their hnntftt f * » retand Italian marble, lhc ball of 


God and the Lamb, “ in white robes, and palms in their hands, | 
crying with a loud voice, Salvation to God that aitteth upon tlie 
throne, and to the Lamb, for ever and ever !’* What delight will 
it afford to renew the sweet counsel wo have taken together, 


uuuicnce was mcrusu-a with gold and pearls, and a 
great, bason in the centre was surrounded with the 
curious and costly figures of birds and quadrupeds. 


it afford to renew the sweet counsel w« have taken together, cun ' ,u * ft,l d costl y figures of birds and quadrupeds, 
to recount the tolls of combat and the labour of the way, and ^ I! tt k>fty pavilion of thu gardens, one of these basons 
to approach not the house but the throne of God in company, ai,< l fountains, so delightful in a sultry climate, was 
in order to join In the symphony of heavenly voices, and lose replenished not with water but with the purest quick* 
ourselves amidst the splendours and fruitions of the beatific silver. The seraglio of Al>dalrahiiian» bis wives, con- 
ri ^ on *’ cu bines, and black eunuchs, amounted to six thousand 
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throe hundred persons; and ho vu attended to the 
field by a guard of twelve thousand horse, whose belts 
and set ini tars were studded with gold. 

In a private condition, our desires are perpetually 
repressed by poverty and subordination ; but the lives 
and labours of millions arc devoted to the service of 
1 a despotic prince, whose laws are blindly obeyed, and 
1 whose wishes are instantly gratified. Our imagiua- 
I tion is dazzled by the splendid picture ; and whut- 
|; *rer may to the cool dictates of reason, there are few 
I; among us who would ototinatclv refuse a trial of the 
ji comforts and the cares of royalty. It may therefore 
j be of some use to borrow the e\|*erienc;e of the same 
j j Abdul rah man, whose magiiilic**m*e lias perhaps excited 
‘I our admiration and envy, and t-» trutiHvribr an authf-n- 
! : tic memorial which was found in the closet of the do¬ 
ji ceased caljj^h. * 1 have now reigned above fifty year- 
j, m victory or peace*? M-b»ved by my hubji-rt*, dreaded 
hy inv enemies, and re-peoied l*y my nllic.-. Riche* 
I; and honours, power and pleasure, have waited on my 
j, civil, nor does any earthly Messing appear to have 
been wantin'! to my f«!i<it\. Jn this situation I 
j, have diligently mini tiered the days of pure and genu¬ 
's ino happiness which have fallen to my lot : they 
! amount to fourteen.* n man! place tiot thy confi- 
• dence in this present world/ 

[('oio/ioj/ <>/ Jt'nunh in 1 >j tUv (’nuwb rt, i». In!)!.'.] 

1 Jerusalem has derived some reputation from the 
i number and importance of her tnetnorable sieges. It 
was rot till offer n bon: and -ib-tinate < -nv -t that 
Babylon and R»me < old prevail again-t the ob*ti- 
naev of the people, the crag.'v ground that might 
supersede the nec«--itv of f«,rtil:« utmn-, and the walls 
and towers that would have fortified the most n<vr«- 
fbhlc plain. These ob-ta<’le** were diminished in the 
age of the crusades. The bulwarks had Ms n com¬ 
pletely destroyed and imperfectly restored : the .Tews, 
their nation and worship, were tor ever banished ; but 
nature is le-s changeable than man, and the site of 
Jerusalem, though somewhat *<>ftened and somewhat 
removed, wan still strong again-t the assaults of an 
enemy. By the ex}*erienee of a recent -iege, and a 
three years* p*Hsi>ssi<»n, the Saracens ot l.gvpt had been 
taught to di-cerTi, and in some degree to remedy, the 
defects of a place which religion as well as honour ! 
forbade them to resign. Atadin or Iftikhar, the 
caliph’* lieutenant, was intrusted with the defence; 

; his |wdicy strove to restrain the native Christians by 
the dread of* their own ruin and that of the holy 
| sepulchre; to animate the Moslems by the assurance 
d of temporal and eternal rewards. His garrison is said 
to have consisted of forty thousand Turks and Ara- 
■ binns ; and if he could muster twenty thousand of 
j the inhabitants, it must be confessed that the besieged 
j were more numerous than the besieging army. Had 
h the diminished strength and numM rs of the Matins 
j, allowed them to grasp the whole circumference of 
h four thousand yards (about two Knglish miles and a 
j! half), to what useful purpose should they have de¬ 
ll scendcd into the valley of Ben Himmoti and torrent 
, of Ceilrou, or approached the precipice* of the south 
and east, from whence they had nothing either to 
hope or fear! Their siege was more reasonably 
directed against the northern and western sides of 
the city. Godfrey of Bouillon erected his standard 
on the first swell of Mount Calvary; to the left, as 
fur an St Stephen’s gate, the line of attack was con¬ 
tinued by Tanered and the two Roberts; and Count 
Raymond established his quarters from the citadel to 
the foot of Mount Sion, which was no longer included 
within the precincts of the city. On the fifth day, 
the crusaders made a general assault, in the fanatic 
hope of battering down the walls without engines, and 
of sealing them without ladder*. By the dint of 


brutal force, they burst the first bonier, but they were 
driven back with shame and slaughter to the comp; 
the influence of vision and prophecy was deadened py 
the too frequent abuse of those pious stratagems, and 
time and labour were found to be the only means of 
victory. The time of the siege was indeed fulfilled in 
forty days, but they were forty days of calamity and 
anguish. A rendition of the old complaint of famine 
may be imputed in some degree to the voracious or dis¬ 
orderly apjx-titc of the Franks, but the stony soil of 
Jerusalem is almost destitute of water; the scanty 
springs and hasty torrents were dry in the summer sea¬ 
son ; nor was the thirst of the besiegers relieved, as in 
the city, by the artificial supply of cisterns and aque- 
( duct*. The circumjacent country is equally destitute 
of trees fur the u-cs of shade or building, but some 
large beams wear discovered in a cave hy the cru- 
-•iders: a w»m- 1 near Sicl.em, the enchanted grove of. 
Tic>«, was cut down : the necessary timber was tran¬ 
sported to the- camp by the vigour and dexterity of 
Tanorcd; and the engine-were framed by some Ge¬ 
noese artists, who had fortunately landed in the har¬ 
bour of Jaffa. Two movable turrets were constructed 
at the expense and in the stations of Jle I>uke of Lor¬ 
raine and tin* Count of Tholouse, and rolled forwards 
with devout lalxmr, imt to the most accessible but 
to the most neglected parts of the fortification. Ray¬ 
mond’s tower was reduced to ashes by the fire of toe 
besieged, but lu- eo!‘ ague was more vigilant and 
successful ; the enemies were driven by his archers 
from the rampart; tin* drawbridge was let down ; and 
on u Friday, at three in the afternoon, the day and 
hour of tin- Pus-ion, Godfrey of Bouillon stood vic¬ 
torious on the walls of Jerusalem. His example was 
followed on every side by the emulation of valour; 
and about four huiulml and sixty years after the con¬ 
quest of Omar, the holy city was rescued from the 
, Mohammedan yoke. Jn the pillage of public and pri¬ 
vate wealth, the a<lventurers had agreed to respect the 
exclusive ppquTty of the first occupant ; and the 
spoils of the great nmsque—seventy lamps and raa«wy 
vases of gold and silver- rewarded the diligence and 
displayed the generosity of Tailored. A bloody sacri¬ 
fice was offered by his mistaken votaries to the God 
of the Christians: resistance might provoke, but 
neither age nor sex could mollify their implacable 
ra.ee; they indulged themselves three days in a pro¬ 
miscuous massacre, and the infection of the dead 
bodies produced an epidemical disease. After seventy 
thousand Moslems had been put to the sword, and the 
harmless Jews had been burnt in their synagogue, 
they could still reserve a multitude of captives whom 
interest or lassitude persuaded them to spare, (if 
these savage heroes oO'the cross, Tanorcd alone be¬ 
trayed some sentiments of compassion ; yet we may 
praise the more selfish lenity of Raymond, who granted 
a capitulation and safe conduct to the garrison of the 
citadel. The liolv sepulchre was now free; and the 
bloody victors prepared to accomplish their vow. 
Bareheaded and barefoot, with contrite heart*, and in 
a humble posture, they ascended the hill of Calvary 
amidst the loud anthems of the clergy; kissed the 
stone which had covered the Saviour of the world, 
and bedewed with tears of joy and penitence the 
monument of their redemption, 

[Apjtcaranct and Character of Mahomet.] 

According to the tradition of his companions, Ma¬ 
homet was distinguished by the beauty of his person —- 
an which is seldom d e* pi se$L* x _c?J> 

Thosc t j_ wh o rnTT CTiiw i b»m r §fn*S(j Before lie spoke, 
the orator engagvtTilTirirtUftlJie the affections of a pub¬ 
lic or private audience. They applauded his com* 
manding presence, his majestic asjiect, his piercing 
eye, his gracious smile, his flowing beard, his count*- 
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that painted every sensation of the soul, and 
Mm gestures that enforced each expression of the 
tongue. In the familiar offices of life he scrupulously 
adhered to the grave and ceremonious politeness of 
his country: his respectful attention to the rich and 
powerful was dignified by his condescension and affa¬ 
bility to the poorest citizens of Mecca; the frankness 
of his manner concealed the artifice of his views ; and 
the habits of courtesy were imputed to personal friend¬ 
ship or universal benevolence. His memory was capa¬ 
cious and retentive, his wit easy and social, his ima¬ 
gination sublime, his judgment clear, rapid, and 
decisive. He possessed the courage both ot thought 
I and action ; and although his designs might gradu¬ 
ally expand with his success, the first idea which he 
entertained of his divine mission bears the stamp of 
an original and superior genius. 'Hie son of Abdallah 
was educated in the bosom of the noblest race, in the 
use of the purest dialect of Arabia ; and the fluency 
of his speech was corrected and enhanced by the prac¬ 
tice of discreet and seasonable silence. With these 
powers of eloquence, Mahomet was an illiterate bar¬ 
barian ; his youth had never been instructed in the 
arts of reading and writing ; the common ignorance 
exempted him from shame or reproach, but he was 
reduced to a narrow circle of existence, and deprived 
of those faithful mirrors which retied to our mind the 
minds of sages and heroes. Yet the* book of nature 
and of man was open to his view ; and some fancy has 
been indulged in the political and philosophical ob¬ 
servations which are ascribed to the Arabian traveller. 
He compares the nations and religions of the earth ; 
discovers the weakness of the Persian and Homan 
monarchies ; beholds with pity ami indignation the 
degeneracy of the times ; and resolves to unite, under 
one God and one king, the invincible spirit and primi¬ 
tive virtues of the Arabs. Our more accurate inquiry 
will suggest, that instead of visiting the courts, the 
camps, the temples of the east, the two journeys of 
Mahomet into Syria were confined to the fairs of 
Bostra and Damascus ; that he was only thirteen years 
of age when he accompanied the caravan of hi» uncle, 
and that his duty compelled him t<> return a* soon as 
he had disposed of the merchandise of Cudijah. In 
these hasty and superficial excursions, the eye «>f 
! genius might discern some objects invisible to his 
grosser companions ; some seeds of knowledge might 
be cast upon a fruitful soil; but his ignorance of the 
Syriac language must have checked his curiosity, and 
I cannot perceive in the life or writings of Mahomet 
that his prospect was far extended beyond the limits 
of the Arabian world. From every region of that 
solitary world the pilgrims of Mecca were annually 
assembled, by the calls of devotion and commerce: 
in the free concourse of multitudes, a simple citizen, 
in his native tongue, might study the political state 
and character of the trills, the theory and practice of 
the Jews and Christians. Some useful strangers might 
be tempted or forced to implore the rites of hospi¬ 
tality ; and the enemies of Mahomet have named the 
Jew, the Persian* and the Syrian monk, whom they 
accuse of lending their secret aid to the composition 
of the Koran. Conversation enriches the understand¬ 
ing, but solitude is the school of genius ; and the uni¬ 
formity of a work denotes the hand of a single artist. 

I From hi* earliest youth Mahomet was addicted to 
religious contemplation : each year, during the month 
of Ramadan, he withdrew from the world and from 
the arms of Cadijah : in the cave of Hera, three miles 
from Mecca, he consulted the spirit of fraud or enthu- 
! siaam, whose abode is not in the heavens but in the 
i mind of the prophet. The faith which, under the 
name of Islam, he preached to his family and nation, 

| is compounded of an eternal truth and a necessaiy 
! fiction—that there is only one God, and that Mahomet 
is the apostle of God. < 


[Term of the Conquest o/* Timour, or Tamerlane; his 
Triumph at Satnarcand ; his Death on the Road to 
China (a. i). 1405); Chamder and Merits of Ttmour.] 

From the Irtish and Volga to the Persian Gulf, 
and from the Ganges to Damascus and the Archipe¬ 
lago, Asia was in the hand of Timour; his armies 
were invincible, bis ambition was boundless, and his 
zeal might aspire to conquer and convert the Chris¬ 
tian kingdoms of the west, which already trembled at 
his name. He touched the utmost verge of the land ; 
but an insuperable though narrow sea rolled between 
the two continents of Kuropc and Asia, and the lord 
of so many tomans, or myriads of horse, was not master 
of a single galley. The two passages of the Bosphorus 
ami Hellespont, of Constantinople and Gallipoli, were 
possessed, the one by the Christians, the «*her by the 
Turks. On this great occasion toey forgot the ditto 
! renee of religion, to act with union and firmness in 
i the common cause : the double straits were guarded 
with ships and fortifications ; and they separately 
withheld the transport-, which Timour demanded of 
either nation, under the pretence «.f attacking their 
etietnv. At the same time they *"«»thcd his pride 
with tributary gifts and suppliant embassies, and 
prudently tempted him to retreat with the honours of 
victory. Suliman, the son of Baja/.et, implored his 
clemency f<>r bis father and himself; accepted, by a 
red patent, the investiture of the kingdom of Komnniu, 
which he already held by the .-word ; and reiterated 
his ardent wish, of easting himself in person at the 
feet of the king of the world. The Greek emperor 
(either John or Manuel) submitted to pay the same 
tribute which he had stipulated with the Turkish 
sultan, and ratified the treaty by an oath -f allegiance, 
from which lie could absolve hi- conscience *o soon as 
the Mogul arms had retired from Anatolia. But the 
fears and fancy of nations ascribed t>> the ambitious 
Tamerlane a new design of va-t and romantic com¬ 
pass—a design of >ubduing Firypt and Africa, march¬ 
ing from the Nile to the Atluntio Ocean, entering-< 
Kurope by tin' strains of Gibraltar, and, after im¬ 
posing his yoke on the kingdoms of Christendom, of 
returning home by tin* deserts of Russia and Tortarv. 
This remote and perhaps imaginary danger was averted 
by the submission of the sultan of Kgvpt ; the honours 
of the prayer and the coin attested ut Cairo the *u- 
premacy of Timour; and a rare gilt id' a giraffe, or 
camelopard, and nine ostriches, represented at Iraniar- . 
earn! the tribute of the African world. Our imagina¬ 
tion is not less astonished by the portrait of a Mogul 
who, in his camp before Smyrna, meditates and al- 1 
ino.-t accomplishes the invasion of the Chine#* empire. \ 
Timour was urged to this enterprise bv national * 
honour and religious zeal. The torrents which he had ; 
shed of Mussulman blood could be expiated only by ! 
an equal destruction of the infidels ; and as he now 
stood at the gates of paradise, he might lawt secure 
his glorious entrance by demolishing the idols of China, 
founding mosques in every city, and establishing the 
profession of faith in one God and his prophet Ma¬ 
homet. The recent expulsion of the house of Zingis 
was an insult on the Mogul name; and the disorders 
of the empire afforded the fairest opportunity for re¬ 
venge. The illustrious Hongvou, founder of the 
dynasty of Ming, died four years before the battle of 
Angora; and his grandson, a weak and unfortunate 
youth, wits burnt in his palace, after a million of 
Chinese had perished in the civil war. Before he 
evacuated Anatolia, Timour despatched beyond the 
Sihoon a numerous army, or rather colony, of his old 
and new subjects, to open the road, to subdue the 
pagan Calmuck* and Mungals, and to found cities 
and magazines in the desert; and by the diligence of 
his lieutenant, he soon received a perfect map and 
description of the unknown regions, from the source 
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of th# Irtish to the wall of China. During these pre¬ 
parations, the emperor achieved the final conquest of 
Goorgia, pasted the winter on the banks of the 
Araxee, appeased the troubles of Persia, and slowly 
returned to his capital, after a campaign of four years 
and nine months. 

On the throne of Samarcand, he displayed in a 
abort repose his magnificence and power; listened to 
the complaints of the people, distributed a just mea¬ 
sure of rewards and punishments, employed his riches 
In the architecture of palaces and temples, and gave 
audience to the* ambassadors of Kgypt, Arabia, India, 
Tartary, Uu**ia, and Spain, the last of whom pre¬ 
sented a suit of tapestry which eclipsed the pencil of 
the oriental art UK The marriage of mx of the em¬ 
peror’s grandson* was esteemed an act of religion as 
well ns ofjmternal tenderness ; and the pomp of the 
ancient cfliphs was relived in their nuptial*. They 
were celebrated in the gardens of Canighul, decorated I 
with innumerable tent* and pavilions, which displayed 
the luxury of a great city and the spoils of a victo¬ 
rious camp. Whole forests were »nit down to supply 
fuel for the kitchen- ; the plain wa« spread with pyra¬ 
mids of meat and of every liquor, to which 

thousands of guesSs were courteously invited ; the 
orders of the state, and the nations of *he earth, were 
marshalled at the royal banquet ; not were the am¬ 
bassadors of Kuropf* (Mays the haughty lVr-ian) ex¬ 
cluded from the feast ; since v%en the cuj the j 
smallest of fish, find their place in the ocean. The | 
public joy was testified by illuminations and cue- j 
q ucrude* ; the trades of Samarcand passefl in revitw; j 
and every trade was emulous t<« execute some quaint 
device, borne marvellous pageant, with the materials | 
of their peculiar art. After the marriage-contracts ! 
had been ratified by the < adhi«, the bridegr<H*ms ami 
their brides retired to the nuptial ehamlier* ; nine 
times, according t-« the Asiatic fashion, they were 
dressed and uiid reused ; and at each change irf apparel, 
pearls and rubies wf*re showered on their head*, and 
contemptuously abandoned to their attendants. A 
general indulgence was proclaimed ; every law wa- 
relaxed, every pleasure was allowed ; the jxmple were 
free, the sovereign was idle ; and the historian of 
Timour may remark, that, alter de\oting fifty years 
to the attainment of empire, the only happy period j 
of his life was the two months in which he ceased to 
exercise his power. Hut he was soon awakened to 
the cares of government and war. The standard 
was unfurled for the invasion ,»f ('hina; the emirs 
made their report of two hundred thousand, the select 
and veteran soldiers of Iran and Tournn ; their bag¬ 
gage and provisions were tran«q>ortcd by five hundred 
great wagons, and an immense train of horses and 
camels ; and the troops might prepare fi>r a long 
absence, since more than six month* were employed 
in the tranquil journey of a caravan from Samarcand 
to Pekin. Neither age nor the severity of the winter 
could retard the impatience of Timour; he mounted 
00 horseback, panned the S*hoon on the ice, marched 
•eventy-six parasang* (three hundred miles) from his 
capital, and pitched his last camp in the neighbour¬ 
hood of Otrar, where he was exacted by the angel of 
death. Fati guc, and the indiscreet use of iced water, 
accelerated the progress of his fever; and the con¬ 
queror of Asia expired in the seventieth year of his 
age, thirty-five years after ho had ascended the throne 
at Zagatai. His designs were lost; his armies were 
disbanded ; China was saved ; and fourteen Years 
after his decease, the most powerful of his chiidrcu 
Mat au embassy of friendship and commerce to the 
court of Pekin. 

The fame of Timour has pervaded the cast and 
west; his posterity is still invested with the imperial 
title; and the admiration of his subjects, who revered 
him almost as a deity, may be justified in some de¬ 


gree by the praise or confession of his bitterest enemies. 
Although he was lame of a hand and foot, his form 
and stature were not unworthy of his rank; and his 
vigorous health, so essential to himself and to the 
world, was corroborated by temperance and exercise. 
In his familiar discourse he was grave and modest, 
and if he was ignorant of the Arabic language, he 
spoke with fluency and elegance the Persian and 
Turkish idioms. It was Ihh delight to converse with 
the learned on topics of history and science; and the 
amusement of his leisure hours was the game of chest, 
which he improved or corrupted with new refinements. 
In his religion he was a zealous, though not perhaps 
an orthodox, Mussulman ; but his stund understand¬ 
ing may tempt us to believe that a superstitious rever¬ 
ence for omens and prophesies, for saints and astro¬ 
logers, was only aflected as an instrument of policy, 
in the government of a vast empire he stood alone 
and absolute, without a rebel to oppose his power, a 
favourite to seduce his affections, or a minister to 
mislead his judgment. It was bin fin nest maxim, 
that, whatever might be the consequence, the word of 
the prince should never be disputed or recalled ; but 
his foes haw* maliciously observed, t.»at the commands 
of anger and destruction were more strictly executed 
than those of beneficence and favour. His sons and 
grandsons, of whom Timour left six-and-thirty at his 
decease, were his first and most submissive subjects; 
and whenever they deviated from their duty, they 
were corrected, according to the laws of Zingis, with 
the bastonnade, and afterwards restored to honour and 
command. Perhaps his heart was not devoid of the 
M.teiul virtues; ;>erhap* he was not incapable of loving 
his friend* and pardoning his enemies ; but the rules 
of morality are founded on the public interest; and 
it may K sufficient to applaud the wisdom of a 
monarch for the liberality by which he is not im¬ 
poverished, and for the justice bv which he is 
strengthened and enriched. To maintain the har¬ 
mony of authority and obedience, to chastise the 
proud, to protect the weak, to reward the deserving, 
to banish vice and idleness from his dominions, to 
secure the traveller and merchant, to restrain the 
depredations of tile soldier, to cherish the labours of 
the husbandman, to encourage industry and learning, 
and, by an equal and moderate assessment, to in- 
creuse the revenue without increasing the taxes, are 
indeed the duties of a prince ; but, in the discharge 
of these duties, he finds an ample and immediate re¬ 
compense. Timour might boast that, at his accession 
[ to the throne, Asia was the prey of anarchy and 
I rapine, whilst under his prosperous monarchy a child, 

| fearless and unhurt, might carry a purse of gold from 
the east to the west. Such was his confidence of 
merit, that from this reformation he derived an 
excuse for his victories, and a title to universal 
dominion. The four following observations will 
serve to appreciate his claim to the public gratitude; 
and perhaps we shall conclude, that the Mogul em- 
i peror was rather the scourge than the benefactor of 
i mankind. 1. If some partial disorders, some local 
oppressions, were healed by the sword of Timour, the 
remedy was far more pernicious than the disease. By 
their rapine, cruelty, and discord, the petty tyrants 
of Persia might afflict their subjects; but whole 
nations were crushed under the footsteps of the re¬ 
former. The ground which had been occupied by 
flourishing cities was often marked by his abominable 
trophies—by columns or pyramids of human heads. 
Astracan, Carizme, Delhi, Ispahan, Bagdad, Aleppo, 
Damascus, Bourse, Smyrna, and a thousand others, 
were sacked, or burned, or utterly destroyed in his 
presence, and by his troops ; and perhaps his con¬ 
science would have been startled if a priest or philo¬ 
sopher had dared to number the millions of victims 
whom he had sacrificed to the establishment of pssoo 
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Mid order. 2. His most destructive wars were rather 
Inroads than conquests. He invaded Turkestan, 
Kipzak, Russia, Hindustan, Syria, Anatolia, Armenia, 
and Georgia, without a hope or a desire of preserv¬ 
ing those distant provinces. From thence he departed 
laden with spoil; hut he left behind him neithor 
troops to awe the contumacious, nor magistrates to 
protect the obedient natives. When ho had broken 
the fabric of their ancient government, he abandoned 
them to the evils which his invasion had aggravated 
or caused; nor were these evils compensated by any 
present or possible benefits. lb The kingdoms of 
I Transoxiana and Persia were the proper field which 
! he laboured to cultivate and adorn, as the perpetual 
! inheritance of his family. Hut his peaceful labours 
{ were often interrupted, and sometimes blasted, by the 
! absence of the conqueror. While he triumphed on 
the Volga or the Ganges, his servants, and even his 
sons, forgot their master and their duty. The public 
and private injuries were poorly redressed by the 
tardy rigour of inquiry and punishment : and we must 
be content to praise the institutions of 1 imour as the 
specious idea of a perfect monarchy. 4. What'oevcr 
might be the blessings of his administration, they 
evaporated with his life. To reign, rather than to 
} govern, was the ambition of his children and grand- 
children, the enemies of each other and of the people, 
j A fragment of the empire was upheld with some glory 
by Sharokh, bis youngest son ; but after his decease, 
the scene was again involved in darkness and blood ; 

I and before the end of a century, Transoxiana and 
! Persia were trampled by the Gzhcrks from the north, 
j and the Turkmans of the black and white sheep. The 
I race of Timour would have been extinct, i 4 ' a hero, 
his descendant in the fifth degree, hud not fled before 
the Uzbek arms to the conquest of Hindustan. His 
( successors (the great Moguls) extended their sway 
j from the mountains of Ca-hmir to Cape Comorin, and 
j from Candahar to the Gulf of Bengal. Since the reign 
! of Aurungzebe, their empire has been dissolved ; their 
treasures of ]>elhi have been rifled by a Persian 
robber; and the richest of their kingdoms is now 
possessed by a company of Christian merchants, of a 
; remote island in the northern ocean. 

i 

j [Invention and l sc of (bunjionhi.] 

j The only hope of salvation for the Greek empire 
and the adjacent kingdoms, would have been some 
| more powerful weapon, some discovery in the art of 
j war, that should give them a decisive superiority over 
j their Turkish foes. Such a weapon was in their 
J hands ; such a discovery had been made in the criti- 
| cal moment of their fate. The chemists of China or 
I Europe had found, by casual or elaborate experiments, 
that a mixture of saltpetre, sulphur, and charcoal, 
produces, with a spark of fire, a tremendous explosion. 
It was soon observed, that if the expansive force were 
compressed in a strong tube, a hall of stone or iron 
| might be expelled with irresistible and destructive 
velocity. The precise era of the invention and appli¬ 
cation of gunpowder is involved in doubtful traditions 
and equivocal language; yet we may clearly discern 
that it was known before the middle of the fourteenth 
century ; and that before the end of the same, the use 
of artillery in battles and sieges, by sea and land, M as 
familiar to the states of Germany, Italy, Spain, 

| France, and England. The priority of nations is of 
small account; none could derive any exclusive bene¬ 
fit from their previous or superior knowledge ; and in 
the common improvement, they stood on the same 
level of relative power and military science. Nor was 
it possible to circumscribe the secret within the pale 
of the church ; it was disclosed to the Turks by the 
treachery of apostates and the selfish policy of rivals ; 
j and the sultans had sense to adopt, and wealth to 


reward, the talents of a Christian engineer. I he 
I Genoese, who transported Amurath into Europe, must 
be accused as his preceptors ; and it was probably by 
their hands that his cannon was cast and directed at 
the siege of Constantinople. The first attempt was i 
indeed unsuccessful ; but in the general warfare of 
the age, the advantage was on their side who were 
most commonly the assailants ; fur a while the pro¬ 
portion of the attack and defence was suspended ; and 
this thundering artillery was pointed against the walls 
and towers which had been erected only to resist the 
less potent engines of antiquity. By the Venetians, 
the use of gunpowder was communicated M'ithout 
reproach to the sultans of Egypt and Persia, their 
allies against the Ottoman power; the secret was soon 
propagated to the extremities of A*ia ; and the advan¬ 
tage of tin* European Mas confined to easy vic¬ 
tories over the savages of the ne\v*Morld. If we con¬ 
trast the rapid progress of this mischievous-discovery 
m ith the slow and laborious ad\ uncos of reason, science, 
and the arts of peace, a philosopher, according to his 
temper, M ill laugh or Moep at the folly of mankind. 


[fatter of (iihb'tn t> Mrs Port<n *;t truant of Us Mode 
of Life at Lama nne.] 

December 27, 171& 

The unfortunate are loud and 1, qnacious in their 
complaint' 1 , but real happiness iso ntent with its own 
silent enjoyment ; and if that happiness is of a quiet 
uniform kind, we sutler days and weeks to elapse 
M'ithout eormnunieating our sen-ation* to a distant. 


Bv von, then f<>ro, 


er and under¬ 


standing have e\tiacted frmn human life, on every 
occasion, the best and most cmutbrtaMe ingredients, 
my silence will always be interpreted as an evidence 
of content, and ymi would only be alarmed (the danger 
is not at hand) by the t<*<» frequent repetition of my 
letters. Perhaps I should haw continued to slumber, 

I don’t know how long, had 1 not been awakened by 
the anxiety which von express in your last letter. * * 
From this base subject I descend to one which more 
seriously and strongly enguges your thoughts- the 
consideration of my health and happiness. And you 
Mill give me credit when I assure you, Mith sincerity, 
that 1 have not repented a single moment of the step 
M'hich I have taken, and that I only regret the not 
having executed the same design two, or five, or even 
ten years ago. By this time I might have returned 
independent and rich to my native country ; I should 
have escaped many disagreeable events that have 
happened in the meanwhile, and 1 should have avoided 
the parliamentary life, which experience has proved 
to be neither suitable to my temper nor conducive to 
my fortune. In speaking of the happiness which I , 
enjoy, you will agree M'ith me in giving the preference 
to a sincere and sensible friend ; and though you > 
cannot discern the full extent of his merit, you will j 
easily believe that Devvordun is the man. Perhaps , 
two persons so perfectly fitted to live together were i 
never formed by nature ami education. We have ! 
both read and seen a great variety of objects ; the j 
lights and shades of our different characters are hap- ! 
pily blended ; and a friendship of thirty years has j 
taught us to enjoy our mutual advantages, and to ! 
support our unavoidable imperfections, in lore and i 
marriage some harsh sounds will sometimes interrupt j 
the harmony, and in the course of time, like our J 
neighbours, we must expect some disagreeable mo¬ 
ments ; but confidence and freedom are the two pillars 
of our union, and I ain much mistaken if the building 
be not solid and comfortable. * * In this season 
I rise (not at four in the morning, but) a little before 
eight ; at nine I am called from my study to break¬ 
fast, which 1 always perform alono, in the English 
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style ; and, with the aid of Caplin,* 1 perceive no dif¬ 
ference between Lausanne and Ilentinck Street. Our 
mornings are u*ually passed in separate studies; we 
never approach each other’* door without a previous 
message, or thrice knocking, and my apartment is 
already sacred and formidable* to strangers. I dress 
at half past one, and at two (an early hour, to which 
1 am not perfectly reconciled) we hit down to dinner. 
We have hired a female cook, well skilled in her pro¬ 
fession, and accustomed to the taste of every nation; 
on, for instance, wo had excellent mince-pies yester¬ 
day. Alter dinn; r and the departure of our company— 
one, two, or three friends -• we l ead together some amus¬ 
ing book, or play lit cla ss, or retire to our rooms, or 
make visits, or #0 to the coffee-house. Between six 
and seven the assemblies begin, and 1 am oppressed 
only with their number and variety. Whi^t, at shil¬ 
lings or iitii -crowi**, is the game 1 generally play, and J 
I play three rubbers with pleasure. Between nine and 
ten we withdraw to our bread and cheo-c, and friendly 
converse, which sends 11 - to bed at eleven ; but these 
sober hours are t.»< ul'tui interrupted by priwito or 
numerous suppei*, which I have not the louraee to 
resist, though 1 practise a laudable abstinence at the 
best furnished tables. >ucli is the skeh ton of my 
life ; it is impossible t.> co»nmunical< a perfect idea 
of the vital and substantial parts, me charact'Ts of 
the men and women with ’a bom I haxe \erv ea-ily 
connected my-elf m b« -»r and cb>***r bonds, accord¬ 
ing to their inclination and my own. It I do not 
decciw m\»(df, and if Dcyxcrdun does not Hatter me, 

1 am already a general taxourite ; and as our liking- 
and di-likes me fi.:nm>'nU mutual, I am ctjually 
satisfied with the fived- in and i ■IciMinv of manners, 
and (after proper allowance ■, and exceptions) with the 
worthy and amiable •.ualitie- of many imli; iduals. 
The autumn has b*< n biautiful, and the winter 
hitherto mild, but in l.muary we mu-t expect -.me 
severe frost. In-lead <f s<‘litn r ' in a coacii, I walk 
the streets, wrapped up in a fur cloak ; but this exer¬ 
cise is wholesome, and, except an accidental lit ot the 
gout of a few days, 1 n<\er-enjoyed latter health. 1 
am no longer in Pavilliard’s house, whom 1 was 
almost starved with cold and hunger, and you may 
be assured that 1 now enj*>y exery hem lit of comfort, 
plenty, and even decent luxury. You wish me 
happy ; acknowledge that -uch a life is more con¬ 
ducive to happine-s than five nights in the week 
paused in the House of Common-, <-r live mornings j 
►pent at the Cu-inm-hmt-c. 

| lit nUt i k'i OH /d odO/ jf/.l 

fTh«*e remarks form the jirofiwv t > a wHos of memoranda 
U*ptin by (iibtMin in 17<<!, under the tith* of Ahstract o/ my 
Ilfadino *.) 

‘ Heading is to the mind,’ said the Duke of Vivonne 
to Louis XIV., ‘ w hat your partridges art' to my chops.* 
It is, in fact, the nourishment of the mind ; for by 
reading we know our Creator, hi* works, ourselves 
chiefly, and our follow-creature*. But this nourish¬ 
ment is easily converted into poison. Salmasius had 
read an much as drotius, perhaps more ; but their 
dilferent modes of reading made tin* one an en¬ 
lightened philosopher, and the other, to speak 
plainly, a pedant, puffed up with a useless eru¬ 
dition. 

Lot us read with method, and propose to ourselves 
an end to which all our studies may point. Through 
neglect of this rule, gross ignorance often disgraces 
great readers; who, by skipping hastily and irregu¬ 
larly from one subject to another, render themselves 
incapable of combining their ideas. 80 many de¬ 
tached parcels of knowledge cannot form a whole. 

♦ Ills English valet de chain bre. 


This inconstancy weakens th e energ ies of thj^jtnind; 
creates in it a dislikcT 6 ^ppTf<mtTonC&T hT even robe it 
of the advantages of natural good sense. 

Yet let us avoid the contrary extreme, and respect j 
jut*thod, without rtiiditf ing ournel res i ts slaves . While j 
we propose an end in our re&dihg, let not this end be | 
too remote; and when once we bare attained it, let 
our attention be directed to a different subject. Jn- 
l^nstaney w eakens the uildcndanding ; a long aftdj3_X- 
lo a singjjtJEigpefc h*™i»U^ui3 
*t- <)ur *‘b as no longer change easily into 
& dnTeFWrtThannel, and tlie course of reading to which 
we have too long uncustomed ourselves is the only one 
that we can pursue with pleasure. 

We ought, besides, to be careful not to make the 
order of our thoughts subservient to that of mr 
subjects; this would be to sacrifice the principal to j 
the accessory. The use of our reading is to aid j 
us in thinking. The perusal of a particular work J 
gives birth, perhaps to ideas unconnected with the 
subject of which it treats. I wish to pursue these ; 
ideas; they withdraw rue from 1113 ' proposed plan of 1 
reading, and throw me into n new track, and from , 
thence, perhaps, into a second and a third. At ; 
length 1 begin to perceive whither my researches • 
tend. Their result, perhaps, may he profitable; it j 
is worth while to try ; whereas, had J followed the 
high road, I should not have been able, at the end 
of mv long journey, to retrace the progress of my 
thoughts. 

This plan of reading is not applicable to our early 
studio-, since the severest method is scarcely sufficient ; 
to make u- conceive objects altogether new. Neither \ 
can it be adopted by tho-o who read in order to write, 
and who ought to dwell on their subject till they 
have sounded its depths. These reflections, however, 

I do not uh-<duiely warrant. On the supposition that 
they arc ju-t, they mav be so, perhaps, for myself 
only. The constitution of mindailiilera like that of 
bodies ; the same regimen will not suit all. Each 
individual ought to study his own. 

To ixail yyjjJx a 11 e»iti oj 1 , exactly to define the ex- 
p ressionY oV our jiutb#^neVdrtO''fdimf "a ^ncTuslo n“ j 

>\TtTmTiTT*HfitpreLeiidiijg; Ifs , rvitidu. oRcirttr psaxsc,,rc- 

Hect, and interrogate ourselves, these are ho many 
ad\ ices which It is easy to give, but difitcult to follow. > 
The same may lie said of that almost evangelical 
maxim of forgetting friends, country, religion, of 
giving merit its due praise, and embracing truth ; 
wherever it is to be found. 

But what ought we to read! Each individual , 
must answer thi* question for himself, agreeably to 
the object of his studies. The only general precept 
that I would venture to give, is that of Pliny, * to re ad 
much, rather * binge j* to make a careful 

j HeT?ftTi»n of the best works, ami to render them fami- 
' liar to us by attentive and repeated perusal*. Without ’ 

| expatiating on the authors so generally known and 
I approved, 1 would simply observe, that in matters of 
reasoning, the best are those w ho have augmented the t 
number of useful truths; who have discovered truths, ; 
of whatever nature they may be; in one word, those ! 
bold spirits who, quitting the beaten track, prefer being ; 
iu Jlhe wrong alone, to being in the right with the j 
multitude. 8 uch authors increase tW number of our 
ideas, and even their mistakes are useful to their sue- . 
cesKors. W ith all the respect due to Mr Locke, I 
would not, however, neglect the works of those aca¬ 
demicians who destroy errors without hoping to sub¬ 
stitute truth in their stead. In works of fancy, 
invention ought to bear away the palm ; chiefly that 
invention which creates a new kind of writing; and; 
next, that which displays the charms of novelty in 
its subject, characters, situation, pictures, thought*, 
and sentiments. Yet this invention will mist its 
effect, unless it be accompanied with a genius doable 
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of adapting itself to every variety of the subject—suc¬ 
cessively ..sublime, pathetic* floweiy, majestic, fORT" 
and with a judgment which ftTlthitS TttOtnHrg 
mdecorous, and a style which expresses well what¬ 
ever ought to be said. As to compilations which are 
intended merely to treasure up the thoughts of others, 
I ask whether they are written with perspicuitv, 
whether superfluities are lopped off, and dispersed ob¬ 
servations skilfully collected; and agreeably to my 
answers to those questions, I estimate the merit of 
such performances. 


METAPHYSICAL WRITERS. 

The public taste has been almost wholly withdrawn 
from metaphysical pursuits, which at this time con¬ 
stituted a favourite study with men of letters. Am pie 
scope was given for ingenious speculation in the in¬ 
ductive philosophy of the mind; and the example of 
& few great names, each connected with some parti¬ 
cular theory of moral science, kept alive a zeal for 
such minute and often fanciful inquiries. In the 
higher branch of ethics, honourable service was ren¬ 
dered by' Bishop Butler, but it was in Scotland that 
speculative philosophy obtained most anil 

celebrity. ' After a long interval of a century'and 
alradfTlTR Francis Hutcheson (1094-1747) intro¬ 
duced into Scotland a taste for metaphysics, which, 
in the sixteenth century, had prevailed to a great 
extent in the northern universities. Hutcheson was 
a native of Ireland, but studied in the university of 
Glasgow for six years, after which he returned to 
his native country, and kept an academy in Dublin. 
About the year i7*26 ho published his Inquiry into 
Beauty and Virtue , and his reputation w as so high 
that he was called to be professor of moral j»hilo- 
sophy in Glasgow in the year 1729. His great work, 
a System of Moral Philosophy , did not appear till after 
his death, when it was published in two volumes, 
quarto, by his son. The rudiments of his philosophy 
were borrowed from Shaftesbury', but he introduced 
a new term, the moral sense , into the metaphysical 
vocabulary, and assigned to it a sphere of consider¬ 
able importance. With him the moral sense was a 
capacity of perceiving moral qualities in action, 
which excite what he called ideas of those qualities, 
in the same manner as external things give us not 
merely pain or pleasure, but notions or ideas of hard 
ness, form, and colour. We agree with Dr Brown 
in considering this a great error; a moral sense con¬ 
sidered strictly and truly a sense, as much so as any 
of those which are the source of our direct external 
perceptions, and not a state or act of the understand¬ 
ing, seems a purely fanciful hypothesis. The an¬ 
cient doctrine, that virtue consists in benevolence, 
was supported by Hutcheson with much acuteness ; 
but when he asserts that even the approbation of 
our ow’n conscience diminishes the merit of a bene¬ 
volent action, we instinctively' reject his theory as 
unnatural and_vjjaiouarj. On account of these para¬ 
doxes, Sir dames Mackintosh charges Hutcheson 
with confounding the theo ry of mor al s entimnn f-p* 
jlttth4h£Lgf Iten grr6f TfVor al ac tionsTbut bears testi¬ 
mony to fhe'rngehUlty'of his view's, and the elegant 
simplicity of his language. 

DAVID HUME. 

The system of Idealism, promulgated by Berke¬ 
ley and the writings of Hutcheson, led to the first 
literary production of David HuaiE— his Treatise 
on Human Nature, published in 1738. The leading 
! doctrine of Hume is, that all the objects of our 
l knowledge are divided in two classes—impressions 


and ideas. From the structure of our minds he con¬ 
tended that we must for ever dwell in ignorance; and 
thus, ‘ by perplexing the relations of cause and effect, 
he boldly aimed to introduce a universal scepticism, 
and to pour a moru-tUan EgyiitiaudftrkncBs into the 
whol 6 're$i 6 h ofThprSE? The ” 1 TreatiVe'ofT“H\lTninT' 
Mature* Wfts afterwards re-cast and re-published 
under the title of An Inquiry concerning the Human 
Understanding ; but it still failed to attract attention, 
lie w'us now', however, known as a philosophical 
w riter by his Essays, Moral , Political , and Literary , 
published in 1742 ; a miscellany of thoughts at once 
original, and calculated for jwpularity. The other 
metaphysical works of Hume are, an Inquiry con - 
cerniny the. Principles of Morals, the Natural History ; 
of Religion, and Dialogues on Natural Religion, which 
were not published till after his jleath. die moral 
system of Hume, that the virtue of actions depends 
wholly upon their utility, has been often combated, 
and is generally held to lie successfully refuted by 
Brown. In bis own day. Dr Adam Smith thus * 
ridiculed the doctrine. *lt seems inqiosiuble,’ he 
says, ‘ that the approbation of virtue should be a 
sentiment of the same kind with that by which w'e 
approve of a convenient and well-contrived build¬ 
ing ; or that we should have no other reason for 
praising a man than for that for which we commend 
a chest of drawers !’ Mr Ilume’s theory as to 
miracles, that there was more probability in the 
error or bad faith of the reporter than in any in¬ 
terference with the ordinary laws of naturalHiTddh 
the observations of scientific men show to he un¬ 
swerving, was met, to the entire satisfaction of the 
public, by the able disquisition of Dr George Camp¬ 
bell, whose leading argument in reply was. that we 
have equally to trust to human testimony for an 
account of those laws, as for a history of the trans¬ 
actions which are considered to Ik: an exception 
from them. Jn drawing his metaphysical theories 
and distinctions, Hume seems to have been unmoved 
by any consideration of consequences. He saw that ; 
they led to universal scepticism—* to doubt* that- 
would not only shake all inductive science to pieces, 
but would put a sb»p to the whole business of life’— , 
to tbe absur d _ eo nin term*, * a 
tAUJuUdid ’—but his love of theory and 
pSfadgx, hi* philosophical acuteuu# and subtlety*, 
mTtlicihhim in tin* maze of' acupticiMii, and he was 
content to be for ever in doubt. It is at the same 
time to be admitted, in favour of this remarkable man, 
that a genuine love of letters and of philosophy,* 
and an honourable desire of distinction in these ; 
walks—which had l>een hispreduuiinating sentiment 
and motive from bis earliest years, to flic exclusion 
of more vulgar though dazzling ambitions— bad pro- f 
bably a large concern in misleading him. In matters f 
strictly philosophical, bis thought* were qri ghn^ j 
apdprofouml, and to him it might not be difficult to : 
trace the origin of several ideas which have since j 
been more fully elaborated, and exercised no small ? 
influence on human affairs. j 

[On Delicacy of Taste. ] 

[From IlmnoV, ‘Fanny*. r J 

Nothing is so improving to the temper a* the study 
of the beauties either of poetry, eloquence, music* or 
painting. They give a certain elegance of sentiment 
to which the rest of mankind arc* strangers. The 

* Of this ruling passion of Hume we have the following out¬ 
burst in hi» account of the reign of Janies l.* Such a rape- . 
rfority do tin) pursuit* of literature posse** above sverv other J 
occupation, that even he who attain* but a mediocrity in ’ f 

merit* the pre-eminence above those that exori the most in the { 

common and vulgar professions.* I 
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emotions which they excite are soft and tender. They 
draw off the mind from the hurry of business and in¬ 
ternet ; cherish reflection ; dispose to tranquillity; and 
produce arTogreeablc melancholy, which, of All dispo¬ 
sitions of the mind, is the best suited to love And 
friendship. In the second place, a delicacy of taste 
is favourable Iriei jcImIi 3f>, by confining our 

choice to few people, and making uh indifferent to the 
company and conversation of the greater part of men. 
You will seldom find that mere men of the world, 
whatever strong sense they may be endowed with, are 
very nice in distinguishing characters, or in marking 
those insensible differences and gradations which make 
one man preferable to another. Any one that has 
competent sense is sufficient for their entertain¬ 
ment :.they talk to him of their pleasure and affairs 
with the mime frailness that they would to another ; 
and finding many who are fit to supply his place, they 
never feel any vacancy or want in his absence. But, 
to make use of the allusion of a celebrated French 
author, the judgment may be compared to a dock or 
watch where the most ordinary machine is sufficient 
to tell the hours, but the most elaborate alone can 
point out the minutes and seconds, and distinguish 
the smallest differences of time, (he that ha* well 
| digested his knowledge, both of bouKs and men, has 
■ little enjoyment but in the company of a few select 
companions, lie feels too sensibly how much all the 
j rest of mankind full -dmrt of the notions which he has 
entertained ; and lus affections being thus confined 
within a narrow circle, no wonder h«* carries them 
further tlmn if they were more gem rul and undistin¬ 
guished. The gaiety and frolic of a battle companion 
improve* wilh him into a solid friendship ; and the 
ardours of a youthful appetite become an elegant 
passion. 


[(>« Sit a pi inti/ and Rrfinanmt.] 

[From the same.] 

It is a certain rule that wit and passion are entirely 
incompatible. When the affections are moved, there 
is no place for the imagination. The mind of man 
being naturally limited, it i* impossible that all its 
faculties cun operate at once ; and the more any one 
predominate*, the less room is there for the others to 
exert their vigour. For this reason a greater degree 
of simplicity i* required in all compositions where 
men, and actions, and passions are painted, than in 
such as consist of reflectiun*» ami observations. And, 
ns the former species of writing is the more engaging 
and beautiful, one may safely, upon this account, give 
; the preference to the extreme of simplicity above that 
| of refinement. 

' We may also observe, that those composition* 

| which we read the oftene*t, and which every limn of 
j taste has got by heart, have the recommendation of 
simplicity, and have nothing surprising in the thought 
when divested of that elegance of expression and har¬ 
mony of number* with which it is clothed. If the merit 
of the composition lie in a point iff wit, it may strike 
At first; but the mind anticipate* the thought in the 
second perusal, and is no longer affected by it. When 
I read an epigram of Martial, the first line recalls the 
whole; and I have no pleasure in relating to myself 
what I know already, llut each line, each word in 
Catullus, has its merit; and I am never tired with the 
perusal of him. It is sufficient to run over Cowley 
once; but Parnell, after the fiftieth reading, is as fresh 
M the first. Uesidesjitjs with books aa vyith women , 

where a certain plainness of manner anti 

. 

ch may daxz le the Cycbiit reaches 

JBctSj jib Twfftilii modest and beauty, 

ttPfnom we grant every thing, because he assumes 


nothing; and whose purity and nature make a durable 
though not a violent impression on us. 


* [Estimate of the Effecte of Luxury.] 

[From the same.] 

Since luxury may be considered either as innocent 
or blameable, one may be surprised at those prepos¬ 
terous opinions which have been entertained concern¬ 
ing it; while men of libertine principles bestow'praises 
even on vicious luxury, and represent it os highly 
advantageous to society ; and, on the other hand, men 
of severe morals blame even the most innocent luxury, 
and represent it as the source of all the corruptions, 
disorders, and factions incident to civil govemmmt. 
Wo shall here endeavour to correct both these ex¬ 
tremes, by proving, first, that the ages of refinement are 
both the happiest and most virtuous ; secondly, that 
wherever luxury cease* to be innocent, it also ceases 
to be beneficial; and when carried a degree too far, 
is a quality pernicious, though perhaps not the most 
pernicious, to political society. 

To prove the first point, wc need but consider the 
effects of refinement both on private and on public 
life. Human happiness, according to the most re¬ 
ceived nations, seems to consist in three ingredients; 
action, pleasure, and indolence. And though these 
ingredients ought to be mixed in different proportions, 
according to the particular disposition of the person, 
yet no one ingredient can be entirely wanting without 
destroying in some measure the relish of the whole 
composition. Indolence or repot*, indeed, seems not 
of itself t«* contribute much to our enjoyment, but, 
like sleep, i* requisite as an indulgence to the weak¬ 
ness of human nature, which cannot support an unin¬ 
terrupted course of business or pleasure. That quick 
march of the spirits which takes a man from himself, 
and chiefly give* satisfaction, does in the end exhaust 
the mind, and requires -oiue intervals of repose, which, 
though agreeable fi-r a moment, yet, if prolonged, 
beget a languor and lethargy that destroy all enjoy¬ 
ment. Kduoation, custom, and example, have a 
mighty influence in turning the mind to any of those 
pursuits; and it must be owned that, where they 
promote a relish lbr action and pleasure, they are bo 
far favourable to human happiness. In times when in¬ 
dustry and the art - flourish, men are kept in ]>erpctual 
occupation, and enjoy as their reward the occupation 
itself, a* well as those pleasure* which are the fruit of 
their labour. The mind acquires new vigour, en¬ 
larges its powers and faculties, and, by an assiduity 
in honest industry, both satisfies its natural appetites 
and prevents the growth of unnatural ones, which 
commonly spring up when nourished by ease and 
idleness. Ilanish those arts from society, you deprive 
men both of action and of pleasure; and leaving 
nothing but imlulomt? in their place, you even destroy 
the relish of indolence, which never is agreeable but 
when it >ucct*cds to labour, and recruits the spirits 
exhausted by too much application and fatigue. 

Another advantage of industry and of refinements 
in the mechanical ai is is, that they commonly produce 
some refinements in the liberal; nor can one l>e carried 
to perfection without being accompanied in some 
degree with the other. The same age which produces 
great philosophers and politicians, renowned generals 
ami piH?ts, usually abounds with skilful weaver* and 
ship-carpenters. We cannot reasonably ex poet that 
a piece of woollen cloth will be brought to perfection 
in a nation which is ignorant of astronomy, or where 
ethics arc neglected. The spirit of the age affect* all 
the arts, and the minds of men being once roused 
from their lethargy and put into a fermentation, turn 
themselves on all sides, and cany .improvements into 
every art and science. Profound ignorance is totally 
banished, and men enjoy the privilege of rational 
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creatures, to think as well as to act, to cultivate the 
pleasures of the rnimi as well as those of the body. 

The more these refined arts advance, the more 
sociable men become. Nor is it possible, that when 
enriched with science, and possessed of a fund of con¬ 
versation, they should be contented to remain in soli¬ 
tude, or live with their fellow-citizens in that distant 
manner which is peculiar to ignorant and barbarous 
nations. They flock into cities ; love to receive and 
communicate knowledge; to show their wit or their 
breeding; their taste in conversation or living, in 
clothes or furniture. Curiosity allures the wise; 
vanity the foolish ; and pleasure both. Particular 
clubs and societies are everywhere formed; both 
sexes meet in an easy and sociable manner; and the 
tempers of men, as well as their behaviour, refine 
apace. So that, beside the improvements which they 
receive from knowledge and the liberal arts, it is im¬ 
possible but they must feel an increase of humanity, 
from the very habit of conversing together, and con¬ 
tributing to each other’s pleasure and entertainment. 
Thus industry, knowledge, and liunuinity, are linked 
together by an indissoluble chain, and are found, from 
experience as well as reason, to be peculiar to the 
more polished, and what are commonly denominated 
the more luxurious ages. 

[After some farther arguments] Knowledge in the 
arts of government naturally begets mildness and 
moderation, by instructing men in the advantages of 
humane maxims above rigour and severity, which 
drive subjects into rebellion, and make the return to 
submission impracticable, by cutting otf all hopes of 
pardon. When the tempers of men are softened, as 
well as their knowledge improved, this humanity 
appears still more conspicuous, and i* the chief cha¬ 
racteristic winch distinguishes a civilised age from 
times of barbarity and ignorance. Factions are then 
less inveterate, revolutions less tragical, authority 
less severe, and seditions lc*s frequent. Even foreign 
j wars abate of their cruelty ; and after the field of 
j battle, where honour and interest steel men against 
I compassion as well as fear, the combatants divest 
; themselves of the brute, and resume the man. 

Nor need we fear that men, by losing their ferocity, 
i will lose their martial spirit, or become less un- 
| daunted and vigorous in defence of their country or 
I their liberty. The arts have no such effect in ener- 
jj vating either the mind or body. On the contrary, 
j industry, their inseparable attendant, adds new force 
| j to both. And if anger, which is said to be the whet- 
• stone of courage, loses somewhat of its asperity by 
j politeness and refinement, a sense of honour, which is 
a stronger, more constant, and more governable prin¬ 
ciple, acquires fresh vigour by that elevation of genius 
which arises from knowledge and a good education. 
Add to this, that courage can neither have any dura¬ 
tion, nor be of any use, when not accompanied with 
j discipline and martial skill, which are seldom found 
I among a barbarous people. The ancients remarked 
that I)atames was the only barbarian that ever knew' 
the art of war. And Pyrrhus, seeing the Homans 
marshal their army with some art and skill, said with 
surprise, These barbarians have nothing barbarous in 
their discipline! It is observable that, as the old 
Romans, by applying themselves solely to war, were 
almost the only uncivilised people that ever possessed 
military discipline, so the modem Italians arc the 
only civilised people, among Europeans, that ever 
wanted courage and a martial spirit. Those who 
would ascribe this effeminacy of the Italians to 
their luxury, or politeness, or application to the arts, 
need but consider the French and English, whose 
bravery is as incontestable as their love for the arts 
and their assiduity in commerce. The Italian his¬ 
torians give us a more satisfactory reason for this 
degeneracy of their countrymen. They show us how 


the sword was dropped at once by all the Italian 
sovereigns; while the Venetian aristocracy was jealous 
of its subjects, the Florentine democracy applied 
itself entirely to commerce; Homo was governed by 
priests, and Naples by women. War then became 
the business of soldiers of fortune, who spared one 
another, and, to the astonishment of the world, could 
engage a whole day in what they called a battle, and 
return at night to their camp without the least blood¬ 
shed. 

What has chiefly induced severe moralists to de¬ 
claim against refinement in the arts, is the example j 
of ancient Home, which, joining to its poverty and 
rusticity virtue and public spirit, rose to such a sur- i 
prising height of grandeur and liberty ; but, having j ! 
learned from its conquered provinces the Asiatic i 
luxury, fell into every kind of cornipiioifrl *vhence ! 
arose sedition and civil wars, attended at last with j 
the total loss of liberty. All the Latin classics whom 
we peruse in our infancy are full of these sentiments, 1 
mid universally aseriln* the ruin of their state to the 
arts and riches imported from the East ; insomuch , 
that Sallust i« presents a taste fin painting as a vice, 
no les> than loudness and drinking. And so popular 
were the.-e sentiments during the latter ages of the 
republic, that this author abounds in praises of the : 
old rigid Homan virtue, though himself the most ' 
egregious instance of mod tin luxury and corruption ; 
speaks contemptuously of the (ireeian eloquence, < 
though the most elegant writer in the world; nay, 
emplovs preposterous digression* and declamations to 
this purpose, though a model of taste and correctness. 

Hut it would he ea*v to prove that these writers 
mistook the cause of the disorder.- in the Homan 
state, and ascribed to luxury amf the arts what really 
proceeded from an ill-modelled go*eminent, and the 
unlimited extent of conquests. Hi fila ment on the 
pleasures and conveniences of life has no natural 
tendency to beget venality and corruption. The 
value which all men put upon any parrieular plea¬ 
sure depends on <•< mpari-"ji and < Npenenoe ; nor is a 
porter less greedy of money which he spends on bacon 
and brandy, than u eouriier who purchase* champagne 
aii 1 ortolans. Hiches are valuable at all time-*, and 
ti» ail men, because th**y always purelm*e pleasures ■ 
such as men are accw-tomed to and desire : nor can 
anything re-train or regulate the love of money but 
a sense of honour and virtue ; which, if it be not s 
nearly equal at all time-, will naturally abound most 
in ages of knowledge and refinement. * * 

To declaim again-t present times, and magnify the j 
virtue of remote ancestors, is a propensity almost in- - 
herent in human nature: and as the sentiments and ; 
opinions of civilised ages alone are transmitted to 1 
posterity, hence it i* that we meet with so many 
severe judgment* pronounced against luxury, and ' 
even science; and hence it is that at present we give , 
so ready an assent to them. Hut the fallacy is easily j 
perceived by comparing differ* nt nations that are con¬ 
temporaries ; where we both judge more impartially, 
and can better set in opposition those manners with 
which we are sufficiently acquainted. Treachery and 
cruelty, the most pernicious and most odious of all 
vices, seem neculiar to uncivilised ages, and by the 
refined Greeks and Homans were ascribed to all the 
barbarous nations which surrounded them. They 
might justly, therefore, have presumed that their own 
ancestors, ho highly celebrated, possessed no greater 
virtue, and were as much inferior to their posterity in j 
honour and humanity as in taste and science. An 
ancient Frank or Saxon may be highly extolled : but 
l believe every man would think his life or fortune 
much less secure in the hands of a Moor or Tartar 
than those of a French or English gentlemen, the 
rank of men the most civilised in the most civilised 
nations. 
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Wc come now to the second position which we pro¬ 
posed to illustrate, to wit, that as innocent luxury 
or a refinement in the arts and conveniences of life is 
advantageous to the public, so wherever luxury ceases 
to be innocent, it also ceases to be beneficial; and 
when carried a degree farther, begins to be a quality 
pernicious, though perhaps not the most pernicious, to 
political society. 

Let us consider what we call vicious luxury. No 
gratification, however sensual, can of itself be esteemed 
vicious. A gratification is only vicious when it en¬ 
grosses all a man’s expense, and leaves no ability for 
; such acts of duty and generosity as are required by 
1 his situation and fortune. Suppose that he correct 
| the vice, and employ part of his expense in the cdu- 
' cation of his children, in the support of his friends, 
obeying the poor, would any prejudice result 
I to societjR On the contrary, the same consumption 
j would arise; and that labour which at present is 
employed only in producing a slender gratification to 
one man, would relieve the necessitous, and bestow 
satisfaction on hundreds. The same care and toil that 
raise u dish of pease at Christmas, would give bread 
to a whole family (hiring six months. To say that 
without a vicious Ijjxurv the labour would not have , 
been employed at nil, Nonly t<> say that there is some 
other defect in human nature, sm li as indolence, ; 
selfishness, inatt'Uition to others, for which luxury' 
in some measure provides a remedy; as one poison 
may be an antidote to another. Hut virtue, like 
wholesome food, is better than poison-, however cor¬ 
rected. 

Suppose the same number of men that are at pre¬ 
sent m I ircat Britain with the name soil and climate ; 

I ask, is it mu possible for them to be happier, by the 
most perfect wav of life that can be imagined, ami by 
the greatest reformation that omnipotence itself could 
work in their temper and disposition 1 T" assert that 
tliey cannot, appears evidently Mdiculous. As the 
land i** able to maintain no te than all its present in¬ 
habitants, they could never, m su it a l topian state, 
feel any other ills than tho*>e which nri-c from bodih 
niekness, and these are not the half of human miseries. 
All other ills spring from sr.nje vice, either in our¬ 
selves or others; and even many of our diseases pro¬ 
ceed from the same origin. Keuinvo the v ice-, and 
the ills follow. You mii't only take care to remove 
all the vices. If y»u remove part, you may render 
, the matter worse. By banishing vicious luxury, 
i without curing sloth and an indifference to others, 
you only diminish industry in the state, and add no¬ 
thing to men’s charity or their generosity. Let us, 

; therefore, rest contented with asserting that two op- 
• posite vices in a state may be more advantageous than 
I either of them alone ; but let us never pronounce vice 
| in itself advantageous. Is it not very inconsistent for 
i an author to assert in one page that moral distinctions 
j are inventions of politicians for public interest, and 
j in the next page maintain that vice is advantageous 
to the public! And indeed it seems, upon any 
system of morality, little less than a contradiction in 
terms to talk of a vice which is in general beneficial 
to society. 

1 thought this reasoning necessary, in order to give 
some light to a philosophical question which has been 
much disputed m England. I cull it a philosophical 
Question, not a political one ; for whatever may be 
the consequence of such a miraculous transformation 
of mankind as would endow them with every species 
of virtue, and free them from every species of vice, 
this concerns not the magistrate who aims only at 
possibilities. He cannot cure every vice by substi¬ 
tuting a virtue in its place. Very often he can only 
cure one vice by another, and in that case he ought 
to prefer what is least pernicious to society. Luxury, 
when excessive, is the source of many ills, but is in 


general preferable to sloth and idleness, which would j 
commonly succeed in its place, and are more hurtful ! 
both to private persons and to the public. When i 
sloth reigns, a mean uncultivated way of life prevails ; 
amongst individuals, without society, without enjoy- j 
ment. And if the sovereign, in such a situation, ! 
demands the service of his subjects, the labour of the 
state suffices only to furnish the necessaries of life to : 
the labourer, and can afford nothing to those who | 
are employed in the public service. 

Of the Micldlc Statiwi of Life . i 

The moral of the following fable will easily discover ! 
itself without my explaining it. One rivulet meet- ! 
ing another, with whojui he had been long unite* in 
Htrictc*t amity, with noisy haughtiness and disdain 
thus bopoke him: - ‘ What,brother! still in the same 
state ! Still low and creeping! Are you not ashamed 
when you behold me, who, though lately in a like 
condition with you, am now become a great river, 
and shall shortly be aide to rival the Danube or the 
Rhine, provided those friendly rains continue which 
have favoured my banks, but neglected yours V 1 Very 
true,’ replies the humble rivulet, 4 you are now, in¬ 
deed, swollen to a great size ; but methinks you are 
become withal somewhat turbulent and muddy. I 
am contented with my low condition and my purity.* 

Instead of common ling upon this fable, I shall take 
occa-ion from it to compare the different stations of 
life, and to persuade such of my readers as are placed 
in the middle station to 1 satisfied with it, as the 
urnst eligible of all other*. These form the most 
numerous rank of men that can be supposed suscep¬ 
tible of philosophy, and therefore all discourses of 
morality ought principally to be addressed to them, 
'flic great are t<*o much immersed in pleasure, and 
the ]M*>r too much occupied in providing for the 
necessities of life, to hearken to the calm voice of 
reason. The middle station, a- it is most happy in 
many respect*, so particularly in this, that a man 
placed in it can, with the greatest leisure, consider 
his own happino**, aim reap a new enjoyment, from 
comparing his situation with that of persons above or 
below* him. 

Agur’s prayer is sufficiently noted— 4 Two thing* 
have I required of thee ; deny me them not before I 
die; remove far from me vanity and lies; give me 
neither poverty nor riches; feed me with food con¬ 
venient for me, lest 1 be full and deny thee, and say, 
who is the Lord \ or lest I be poor, and steal, and 
take the name of my (»od in vain.* The middle sta¬ 
tion is here justly recommended, as affording the 
fullest security for virtue; and 1 may also add, that 
it gives opportunity for the most ample exercise of 
it, and furnishes employment for every good quality 
which we can possibly be possessed of. Those who are 
placed among the lowrer ranks of men have little oppor¬ 
tunity of exerting any other virtue besides those of 
patience, resignation, industry, and integrity. Those 
who are advanced into the higher stations, have full 
employment for their generosity, humanity, affability, 
and charily. When a man tics betwixt these two 
extremes, he can exert the former virtues towards his 
superiors, and the latter towards his inferiors. Every 
moral quality which the human soul is susceptible 
of, may have its turn, and be called up to action ; 
and a man may, after this manner, be much more 
certain of his progress in virtue, than where his good 
qualities lie dormant and without employment. 

But there is another virtue that seems principally 
to lie among equals, and is, for that reason, chiefly 
calculated for the middle station of life. This virtue 
is friendship. I believe most men of generous tem¬ 
pers are apt to envy the great, when they consider the 
large opportunities such persons have of doing good 
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to their fellow-creatures, and of acquiring the friend¬ 
ship and esteem of men of merit. They make no 
advances in vain, and are not obliged to associate 
with those whom they have little kindness for, like 
people of inferior stations, who are subject to have 
their proffers of friendship rejected even where they 
would be most fond of placing their affections. But 
though the great have more facility in acquiring 
friendships, they cannot be so certain of the sincerity 
of them as men of a lower rank, since the favours 
they bestow may acquire them flattery, instead of 
good will and kindness. It has been Tery judiciously 
remarked, that we attach ourselves more by the .ser¬ 
vices we perform than by those we receive, and that 
a man is in danger of losing his friends by obliging 
them too far. 1 should therefore choose to lie in 
the middle way, and to have my commerce with my 
friend varied both by obligations given and rewived. 
I have too much pride to be willing that all the 
obligations should lie on my side, and should be 
afraid that, if they all lay on his, he would also have 
too much pride to be entirely easy under them, or 
have a perfect complacency in my company. 

We may also remark of the middle station of life, 
that it is more favourable to the acquiring ol wisdom 
and ability, as well as of virtue, and that a man so 
situate has a better chance for attaining a knowledge 
both of men and things, than those of a more elevated 
station. lie enters with more familiarity into human 
life, and everything appears in its natural colours be¬ 
fore him : he has more leisure to form observations ; 
and has, besides, the motive of ambition to push him 
on in his attainments, being certain that lie can never 
rise to any distinction or eminence in the world with¬ 
out his own industry. And here J cannot forbear 
communicating a remark, which may apjwar some¬ 
what extraordinary, namely, that it is widely ordained 
by Providence that the middle station should be the 
most favourable to the improving our natural abilities, 
since there js really more capacity requisite to per¬ 
form the duties of that station, than is requisite to 
act in the higher spheres of life. There are more 
natural parts, and a stronger genius requisite to make 
a good lawyer or physician, than to make a great 
monarch. For, let us take any race or succession of 
! kings, where birth alone gives a title to the crown ; 
the English kings, for instance, who have not been 
esteemed the most shining in history. From the Con¬ 
quest to the succession of his present majesty, we may 
reckon twenty-eight sovereigns, omitting those who 
died minors. Of these, eight are esteemed princes of 
great capacity, namely, the Conqueror, Harry II., 
Edward I., Edward III., Harry V. and VII., Eliza¬ 
beth, and the late King William. Now, I believe 
every one will allow, that, in the common run of 
mankind, there are not eight out of twenty-eight 
who are fitted by nature to make a figure either on 
the bench or at the bar. Since Charles VII., ten 
monarchs have reigned in France, omitting Francis 
II. Five of those have been esteemed princes of 
capacity, namely, Louis XL, XIL, and XIV., Francis 
I., and Harry IV. In short, the governing of man¬ 
kind well requires a great deal of virtue, justice, and 
humanity, but not a surprising capacity. A certain 
Pope, whose name I have forgot, used to say, ‘ Let us 
divert ourselves, my friends ; the world governs itself.’ 

I There are, indeed, some critical times, such as those 
in which Harry IV. lived, that call for the utmost 
vigour; and a less courage and capacity than what 
appeared in that great monarch must have sunk un¬ 
der the weight. But such circumstances are rare ; 
and even then fortune does at least one half of the 
business. 

Since the common professions, such as law or phy¬ 
sic, require equal, if not superior capacity, to what are 
exerted in the higher spheres of life, it is evident that 


the soul must be made of still a finer mould, to shine 
in philosophy or poetry, or in any of the higher parts 
of learning. Courage and resolution are chiefly re¬ 
quisite in a commander, justice and humanity in a 
statesman, but genius aud capacity in a scholar. 
Great generals and great politicians are found in all 
ages and countries of the world, and frequently start 
up at once, even amongst tho greatest barbarians. 
Sweden was sunk in ignorance when it produced 
(iustavus Kricson and Gustavua Adolphus; Muscovy 
when the Czar appeared ; and perhaps Carthage when 
it gave birth to Hannibal. But England must pass 
through a long gradation of its Spensers, Johnsons, 
Wallers, Drydens, before it arise at an Addison or a 
Pope. A happy talent for the liberal arts and 
sciences is a kind of prodigy among men. Nature 
must afford the richest genius that comes from V 
hands ; education and example must cultivS.e it from 
the earliest infancy: and industry must concur to 
carry it to any degree of perfection. * No man needs 
he surprised to see Kouli-Kan among the Persians ; 
but Homer, in so early an age among the Greeks, is 
certainly matter of the highest wonder. 

A man cannot show a genius for war who is not so 
fortunate as to l>e trusted with command ; and it sel¬ 
dom happens, in any state or kingdom, that several 
at once are placed in that situation. How many 
Marlborough* were there in the confederate army, who 
never rose no much as to the command of a regiment ? 
But I am persuaded there has been but one Mil- 
ton in England within these hundred years, because 
every one may exert the talents <*f poetry who is pos¬ 
sessed of them ; and no one could exert them under 
greater disadvantages than that divine poet. If no 
man were allowed to write verses but the person who 
was beforehand named to be laureate, could we expect 
a poet in ten thousand years? 

Were wc to distinguish the ranks of men by their 
genius and capacity, more than by their virtue and 
usefulness to the public, great philosophers would cer¬ 
tainly challenge the first rank, and must Ik; placed at 
the top of mankind. So rare is this character, that 
perhaps there has not as yet been above two in the 
world who can lay a just claim to it. At leant Gali¬ 
leo and Newton seem to me ho far to excel all the 
rest, that I cannot admit any other into the same 
class with them. 

Great poets may challenge the second place; and 
this s]»ecies of genius, though rare, is yet much more 
frequent than the former. Of the Greek poets that 
remain, Homer alone seems to merit this character : 
«»f the. Homans, Virgil, Horace, and Lucretius: of the 
English, Milton and Pope : Corneille, Racine, Boileau, 
and Voltaire of the French: and 'l asso and Ariosto 
of the Italians. 

Great orators and historians are perhaps more rare 
than great poets; but os the opportunities for exert- 
ii»g the talents requisite for eloquence, or acquiring 
the knowledge requisite for writing history, depend in 
some measure upon fortune, we cannot pronounce 
these productions of genius to be more extraordinary 
than the former. 

I should now return from this digression, and show i 
that the middle station of life is more favourable to 
happiness, as well as to virtue and wisdom ; but an 
the arguments that prove this seem pretty obvious, I 
shall here forbear insisting on them. 

The Ilartleian theory at this lime found ad¬ 
mirers and followers iri England. Dn David Hast* 
lky, an English physician (1705-1757), having Im¬ 
bibed from Locke the principles of logic and meta¬ 
physics, and from a hint of Newton the doctrine 
that there w ere vibrations in tho substance of the 
brain that might throw new light on the phenomena 
of the mind, formed a system which he developed 
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in his elaborate work, published in 1749, under the 
title of Observations on Man , hit Frame , hit Duty , 
and Aa Expectations. Hartley, besides his theory of 
the vibrations in the brain, refers all the operations 
of the intellect to the association of ideas, and repre¬ 
sents that association as reducible to the single law, 
that ideas which A mUX-Hu* mind at the fiaoie time 
aq gulre a ~Tgfi5cncy to call jiff each other, wlilcTk Is 
in^T^T ro l M)r ^ ot1l ^ y tlic £rw|nenoy of their having 
together. Ilis theory of vibrations has a 
tendency tomaterialism, but was not designed by its 
ingenious author to produce such an effect. 


I DR ADAM SMITH. 

| 

j A dam Smith, after an interval of a few years, 

J sucS?!!^<4to Hutcheson as professor of moral philo- 
i sophy in Glasgow, and not only inherited his love 
of metaphysics, but adopted some of his theories, 
which lie blended with his own views of moral 
science. Smith was born in Kirkaldy in Fifes hi re 
in 1723. His father held the situation of comp¬ 
troller of customs, but died before the birth of his 



Dr Adam Smith. 


son. At Glasgow university. Smith distinguished 
himself by his acquirements, and obtained a nomi¬ 
nation to llaliol college. < >xford, where he continued 
for seven years. His friends had designed him for 
the church, but he preferred trusting to literature 
aud science, lie gave a course of lectures in Edin¬ 
burgh on rhetoric and belles lettres, which, in 
1751, recommended him to the vacant chair of pro¬ 
fessor of logic in Glasgow, and this situation he 
' next vear exchanged for the more congenial one of 
j moral philosophy professor. In 1759 he published 
his Theory of Moral identiments, and in 17(»4 he was 
prevailed upon to accompany the young Duke of 
buccleuch as travelling tutor on the continent 
They were absent two years, and on his return, 
Smith retired to his native town, and pursued a 
severe system of study, which resulted in the publi¬ 
cation, in 1770, of his great work on political eco¬ 
nomy, Am Inquiry into the Nature and Causes qf the 
Wealth of Nations. Two years afterwards he was 
made one of the commissioners of customs, and his 
i latter days were spent in ease and opulence. He 
died in 1790. 


The philosophical doctrines of Smith are vastly ! 
inferior in value to the language and illustrations he 
employs in enforcing them. He has been styled 
the most eloquent of modern moralists; and his work 
is embellished with such a variety of examples, with 
such true pictures of the passions, and of life and 
manners, that it may be read with pleasure and ad¬ 
vantage by those who, like Gray the poet, £ftm»ot j 
see iu the darkness of metaphysics. His leading" j 
doctrine, that sympathy'must necessarily precede our 
moral approbation or disapprobation, has been gene¬ 
rally abandoned. ‘ To derive our moral sentiments/ 
says Brown, * which are as universal as the actions 
of mankind that come under our review, from the 
occasional sympathies that warm or sadden us with 
joys, and griefs, and resentments which arc not our 
own, seems to me very nearly the same sort of error 
as it would be to derive the waters of an overflow¬ 
ing stream from the sunshine or shade which may 
occasionally gleam over it.' Mackintosh has also 
pointed out the error of representing the sympathies j 
in their primitive state, without undergoing any j 
transformation, as continuing exclusively to consti- ! 
tute the inoral sentiments—an error which he hap- ! 
pily compares to that of the geologist who should 
tell us that the layers of this planet had always been 
in the same state, shutting his eyes to transition 
states and secondary formations. As a specimen of 
the flowing style and moral illustrations of Smith, 
we give an extract on 

[77^ Jiffvtu t of Misdirected and Guilty A mbition.] 

To at tain to this envied situation, the candidates 
for fortune too frequently abandon the paths of vir¬ 
tue; for unhappily, the road which leads to the one, 
and that which leads to the other, lie sometimes in 
very opposite directions. But the ambitious man flat¬ 
ters himself that, in the splendid situation to which 
he advances, he will have so many means of command¬ 
ing the respect and admiration of mankind, and will 
be enabled to act with such superior propriety and 
grace, that the lustre <*f his future conduct will en¬ 
tirely cover or efface the foulness of the steps by which 
he arrived at that elevation. In many governments 
the candidates for the highest stations are above the 
law, and if they can attain the object of their am- : 
bit ion, they have no fear of being called to account ! 
for the means by which they acquired it. They often 
endeavour, therefore, not only by fraud and falsehood, 5 
tho ordinary and vulgar arts of intrigue and cabal, | 
but sometimes by the perpetration of the most enor¬ 
mous crimes, by murder and assassination, by rebel¬ 
lion and civil war, to supplant and destroy those who 
opjxwe or stand in the way of their greatness. They 
more frequently miscarry than succeed, and com¬ 
monly gain nothing but the disgraceful punishment 
which is due to their crimes. But though they should j 
be ho lucky ah to attain that wished-for greatness, they ! 
arc always most miserably disappointed in the happt- ]! 
ness which they expect to enjoy in it. It is not ease 
or pleasure, but always honour, of one kind or another, 
though frequently an honour very ill understood, that 
the ambitious man really pursues. But the honour 
of his exalted station appears, both in bis own eyes 
and in those of other people, polluted and defiled by 
the baseness of the means through which he rose to 
it. Though by the profusion of every liberal expense, 
though by excessive indulgence in every profligate 
pleasure—the wretched but usual resource of ruined 
characters ; though by the hurry of public business, 
or by the prouder and more dariling tumult of war, 
he may endeavour to efface, both from his own memory 
and from that of other people, the remembrance of 
what he has done, that remembrance never fails to 
pursue him. He invokes in vain the dark and dismal 
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powers of forgetfulness and oblivion. He remembers 
himself what he has done, and that remembrance tells 
him that other people must likewise remember it. 
Amidst all the gaudy pomp of the most ostentatious 
greatness, amidst the venal and vile adulation of the 
great and of the learned, amidst the more innocent 
though more foolish acclamations of the common 
people, amidst all the pride of conquest and the 
triumph of successful war, he is still secretly pursued 
j by the avenging furies of shame and remorse ; and 
W'hile glory seems to surround him on all sides, he 
himself, in his own imagination, sees black and foul 
[ infamy fast pursuing him, and every moment ready 
to overtake him from behind. Even the great Osar, 
though he had the magnanimity to dismiss his guards, 
could not dismiss his suspicions. The remembrance 
of Pharsalia still haunted and pursued him. When, 
at the request of the senate, he had the generosity to 
pardon Marcellus, he told that assembly that lie was 
not unaware of the designs which were carrying on 
against his life ; but that, as he had lived long enough 
both for nature and for glory, he was contented to die, 
and therefore despised all conspiracies. lie had, per- 
| haps, lived long enough for nature ; but the man who 
i felt himself the olrject of such deadly resentment, 

I from those whose favour he wished to gain, and whom 
| he still wished to consider as his friends, had certainly 
i lived too long for real glory, or for all the happiness 
| which he could ever hope to enjoy in the love and 
esteem of his equals. 

r>K heid. 

Dr Held*8 Inquiry into the Human Mind, published 
in 1764, was an attack on the ideal theory, and on 
| the sceptical conclusions which Hume deduced from 
j it. The author lmd the candour to submit it to 
j Hume before publication, and the latter, with his 
usual complacency and good nature, acknowledged 
! the merit of the treatise. In 1785 Reid published 
I his Essays on the Intellectual Powers of Man, and in 
I 1788 those on the Active Powers. The merit of 
j Keid as a correct reasoner and original thinker on 
! moral science, free from the jargon of the schools, 
i and basing his speculations on inductive reasoning, 

; has been generally admitted. The ideal theory which 
i he combated, taught that ‘nothing is perceived but 
! what is in the mind which perceives it; that we 
i really do not perceive things that are external, but 
; only certain images and pictures of them imprinted 
j upon the mind, which are called impressions and 
j ideas.’ This doctrine Reid had himself believed, 
j till, finding it led to important consequences, he 
; asked himself the question, ‘ What evidence have J 
j for this doctrine, that all the objects of my know- 
I ledge are ideas in my own mind ?’ He set about an 
| inquiry, but could find no evidence for the principle, 
he says, excepting the authority of philosophers, 
j Dugald Stewart says of Reid, that it is by the logi- 
i cal rigour of his method of investigating metaphy- 
j sical subjects (imperfectly understood even by the 
disciples of Locke), still more thau by the impor¬ 
tance of his particular conclusions, that he stands 
go conspicuously distinguished among those who 
have hitherto prosecuted analytically the study of 
! man. In the dedication of Ids * Inquiry,’ Reid in- 
! cidentally makes a definition which strikes us as 
! very happy:—‘ The productions of imagination,’ lie 
gays, 4 require a genius which soars above the com- 
| mon rank; but the treasures of knowledge are com¬ 
monly buried deep, and may be reached by those 
i drudges who can dig witli labour and patience, 

! though they have not wings to fly.’ Dr Reid was 
I a native of Strachan, in Kincardineshire, where he 
was born <m the 26th of April 1710. He was bred 


to 1780, 


to the church, and obtained the living of New 
Machar, Aberdeenshire. In 1752 he was appointed 
professor of moral philosophy in King's college, 
Aberdeen, which he quitted in 1763 for the chair 
of moral philosophy in Glasgow'. lie died on the 
7th of October 1796. 

LORD KAMES. 

IIknry Home (1696-1782), a Scottish lawyer and 
judge, in which latter capacity he took, according to 
a custom of his country, the designation of Lord 
Karnes, was a conspicuous member of the literary 



Hoiw.- of Lord Kiitm-*, < anom;;ik\ Edinburgh, 
and philosophical society assembled in Edinburgh 
during the latter part of the eighteenth century. 
During the earlier part of his life he devoted the 
whole powers of an acute and reflective mind, and 
with an industry calling for the greatest praise, to 
his profession, und compilations and treatises con¬ 
nected with it. Hut the natural bent of bis faculties 
towards philosophical disquisition—the glory if not 
the vice of his age and country—at length Took the 
mastery, and, after reaching the touch in 1752, he 
gave his leisure alAuwt exclusively to metaphvsi- 1 
cal and ethical subjects. His first work of this 
kind, Essays on the Principles of Morality and Natu¬ 
ral Religion , combats those theories of human nature 
which deduce all actions from some single principle, - 
and attempts to establish several principles of ae- j 
tion. He here maintained philosophical necessity, j 
but in a connection with the duties of morality and 
religion, which lie hoped might save him from the 1 
obloquy bestowed on other defenders of that doc- j 
trine; an expectation in which he was partially 
disappointed, as he narrowly escaped a citation be- j 
fore the General Assembly of his native church, on j 
account of this book. I 

The Introduction to the Art of Thinking , published j 
in 1761, w r as a small and subordinate work, consist- ' 
ing mainly of a series of detached maxims and gene- ! 
ral observations on human conduct, illustrated by ! 
anecdotes drawn from the stores of history and j 
biography. In the ensuing year appeared a larger 
work, perhaps the tost of all his compositions — The 
Elements of Criticism , three volumes, a bold and 
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original performance, which, discarding all arbitrary ing, touching, and smelling; for the latter feelings, 
rules of literary criticism derived from authority, seeming to exist externally at the organ of sense, are 
i seeks for a proper set of rules in the fundamental conceived to be merely corporeal. 

; principles of human nature itself. Dugald Stewart The pleasures of the eye and the ear being thus 
1 admits this to he the first systematic attempt to elevated above those of the other external senses, ac- 
iuvestigate the metaphysical principles of the fine quire so much dignity, as to become a laudable enter- 
arts. tuinincnt. They arc not, however, set on a level with 

j Lord Karnes had, for many years, kept a common- the purely intellectual, being no less inferior in dig- 
| place book, into which he transcribed all anecdotes nity to intellectual pleasures, than superior to the 
of man, in his various nations and degrees of eivili- organic or corporeal : they indeed resemble the latter, 
sation, which occurred in the course id* his reading, being, like them, produced hy external objects; but 
or api>eared in the fugitive publications of the day. they also resemble the former, being, like them, pro- 
Wlien advanced to near eighty years of age, he* ; duced without any sensible organic impression. Their 
threw these together in a work entitled Sketches of j mixed nature and middle place between organic and 
the History of Mutt (two vols., 4to., 177.1), which intellectual pleasures qualify them to associate with 
' his usual ingenuity and acuteness, mul pro- both; beauty heightens all the organic feelings, as 

simt.sATV’rwy curious disquisitions on society, but is \ "* |1 the intellectual ; harmony, though it aspires 
: materially reduced in value by the absence of a ; t«* inflame devutb.n, disdains not to improve the relish 
proper authentication to many of tin* statements j ft banquet. 

presented in it as illustrations. A volume, entitled . Th <* pleasures of the { . y( . Sl „d the ear have other 
Loose J lints on Education, published in 17*1, and in J valuable properties* W-ido those of dignity and elcva- 
which he anticipates some of the doctrines on that I u,tU .> being -weet and moderately exhilarating, they 


subject which have since been in vogue, completes 
tin 1 list of his philosophical works. 

Lord Karnes was also distinguished as an amateur 
agriculturist and improver of laud, and some opera¬ 
tions, devised by him lbr clearing away a supi-riii- 


are in their tone equally distant from the turbulence 
of pa.'Mon and the languor of indolence ; and by that 
turn* are perfectly well qualified not only to revive 
the spirit- 1 when sunk by sensual gratification, but also 
to relax them when overstrained in any violent pur- 


ctnnhent moss from his estate bv means of water ■ hUlL [ lcTI ' ,K a n ’7 e<1 . v provided fur many distresses; 
rained from a m^-htxmr.i^ river,'help to mark the ! »< >t< -ahitary cflcct«, it will be 

originality ami Ih, Uncss of his conceptions. Tins "' tr ll "‘ f V 1 1, " wlI ‘e ! ,a , nicul:as - Or- . 

taste Id to his producing, in 177:. a volume entith I r:u ‘,"' l“T‘T’ , T' ra ‘ l - v 1 ft short duration ; when 
Ur (inttlnmm Fanner, which he has himself stitli- they low their relish ; when indulged to 

eicntly dm-riU-d as ‘an attempt to improve agrienl- , th " v **** SKt f>' ‘^ US V aud to 1 rc,to , rC 
tore hv suhieetim: it to the test of rational prio- “ «■» mmd, i.oth.t.s can I* more happily 

1 contrived than the exhilarating pleasures of the eye 

t mi e ini , 4 „ f ,• . and ear. On the other hand, anv intense exercise of 

Kurd Karnes was a man of commanding aspect , . > . , , . . 

is* i . , .. ... ii 1 . intellectual power* become* painful hv overstraining 

ami figure, but ease and lamihar manners. Ho uai 1 ,, , 1 

♦ i , .* i i > . . , the nuinl ; relation lrom such oxcro-e gives not in- 

thc lile aud soul of every private company, and it , . r . • ,, rlI , .„, 

........u i r i A \ 5 i, stunt relict ; u is nece>-iarv that the void be filled with 

was remarked of him tliat no subject seemed hm , , *. • , . . 

i- i . i i » r t * **ome amusement, gentlv relaxing the spirits; organic 

£ r l'7, | T . ,, :‘ 1ltr, , V V, 1 ht ’ lr f ,u : r ! which hath relish-hut while we are in 

nurks upon it. 1 lie taste and tli-.iinht ot his ]>liil .- | ,; j, m ,„ r oHice; but the finer 

sophieal w orks have now placed them out ot tasbioii, ,, , , 1 . • , , • , ,, ..* 

, . , . * * ,. .. pleasures of sciii-e, which '«.vupv, without cxhaustmir, 

“ft. Iuy ‘i U1 “ ll . m “! 1U, - V VK 7, a 1 ml r ' IU . vl “"' s <n "" tlic mind, are tineiv .pialitivd f . restore its usual tone 
wlmh modern ui.ju.rm mipht derive advantage. : . lfu . r al ,, (lk .; ai ! m or business, as well 

' a* lifter satiety from sensual gratification. 

( Pleasures of the /.>’ and the />,*.) j Gur first perceptions are of external objects, and j 

I our first attachments arc to them. Organic pleasures ' 
Thut nothing external is perceiied till first it make take the lead ; but the mind gradually rijnening, re- 
an impression upon the organ ot sense, i* an observa- lisheth niuic and m»»re the pleasures of the eye and 
tion that holds equally in every one of the external ear, which approach the purely mental without ex- 


'I hr (icntlrmun Fanner, which lie has himself sulli- 
ciently deseriU'd a.s ‘an attempt to improve agricul¬ 
ture by subjecting it to the test of ratiuiial prin¬ 
ciples.’ 


the life and soul of every private company, and it 
was remarked of him that no subject seemed 
great or too frivolous to derive lustre from his re¬ 
marks ujx>n it. The taste and thought of his philo¬ 
sophical w orks have now placed them out of fashion, 
but they contain many vh ws ami reflections from 
which modern inquirers might derive advantage. 

( Pleasures of the ]’>/• aud the l.o; .\ 

That nothing external is perceived till first it make 
an iuipressioii upon the organ of sense, i^ an observa- 


sciikoh. Hut there is a difference as to our knowledge 
of that impression ; in touching, tasting, and smelling, 
we are sensible of the impression ; that, tor example, 
whhrh is made upon the hand by a stone, upon the 
palate by an apricot, and upon the nostrils by a rose. 


haunting the spirits, and exceed the purely sensual 
without danger of satiety. The pleasures of the eye 
and ear have accordingly a natural aptitude to draw 
us from the immoderate gratification of sensual appe¬ 
tite ; and the mind, once accustomed to enjoy a variety 


It is otherwise in seeing and hearing; for I am not , of external objects without being sensible of the organic 
sensible of the impression made upon my eye when 1 , impression, i* ]»repared for enjoying internal objects 
behold a tree, nor of the impression made ujnm my j where there cannot be an organic impression. Thus 
ear when 1 listen to a song. That ditlerence in the j the Author of nature, bv qualifying the human mind 
manner ot perceiving external objects, di*tinguisheth j fi.r a succession of enjoyments from low to high, leads 
remarkably hearing and seeing from the other senses; j it by gentle steps from the most grovelling corporeal 

and l am ready to show' that it distinguisheth still pleasures, for which only it is fitted in the beginning 

i more remarkably the feelings of the former from that of life, to those refined and sublime pleasures that are 

| of the latter; every feeling, pleasant or painful, must* suited to its- maturity. 

be in the mind ; and yet, because in tasting, touching, Hut we are not bound down to this succession by 
f and smelling, we are sensible of the impression made any law of necessity: the God of nature offers it to 
upon the organ, we are led to place there also the us'in order to advance our happiness ; and it is sufii- 
pleasant or painful feeling caused by that impression ; cicnt that he hath enabled us to carry it on in a 
! but, with respect to seeing and hearing, being insen- natural course. Nor has he made our task either 
| sible of tho organic impression, we are not misled to disagreeable or difficult: on the contrary, the trarni- 
awign a wrong place to the pleasant or painful feel- tion is sweet and easy from corporeal pleasures to the 
| tugs caused by that impression ; and therefore we more refined pleasures of sense; and no less so from 
j naturally place them in the mind, where thev really these to the exalted pleasures of morality and reli- 
are; upon that account they are conceived to be more gion. Wc stand therefore engaged in honour as well 
refined and spiritual than what are derived from tost- as interest, to second the purposes of nature by culti- 
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vating the pleasures of the eye aiul ear, those espe¬ 
cially that require extraordinary culture, such as 
arise from poetry, painting, sculpture, music, garden¬ 
ing, and architecture. This especially is the duty of 
the opulent, who have leisure to improve their minds 
and their feelings. The fine arts are contrived to give 
pleasure to the eye and the car, disregarding the in¬ 
ferior senses. A taste for these arts is a plant that 
grows naturally in many soils; but without culture, 
scarce to perfection in any soil: it is susceptible of 
much refinement, and is by proper care greatly im¬ 
proved. In this respect a taste in the fine arts goes 
hand in hand with the moral sense, to which indeed 
it is nearly allied: both of them discover what is right 
and what is wrong: fashion, temper, and education, 
have an influence to vitiate both, or to preserve them 
pure and untainted: neither of them are arbitrary 
nor local, being rooted in human nature, and govern¬ 
ed by principles common to all men. The design of 
the present undertaking, which aspires not to morality, 
is to examine the sensitive branch of human nature, 
to trace the objects that aro naturally agreeable, us 
well as those that are naturally disagreeable ; and by 
these means to discover, if we can, what are the genuine 
principles of the fine arts. The man who aspires to 
be a critic in these arts must pierce still deeper ; he 
must acquire a clear perception of what object" arc 
lofty, what low, what proper or improper, what manly, 
and what mean or trivial ; hence a foundation fur 
reasoning upon the taste of any individual, and for 
passing a sentence upon it : where it is conformable 
to principles, we can pronounce with certainty that it 
is correct; otherwise, that it is incorrect and perhaps 
whimsical. Thus the line arts, like morals, become a 
rational science; and, like morals, may be cultivated 
to a high degree of refinement. 

Manifold are the advantages of criticism when thu- 
studied as a rational science. In the first place, a 
j thorough acquaintance with the principles of the line 
j arts redoubles the pleasure we derive from them. To 
| the man who resigns himself to feeling, without inter- 
I posing any judgment, poetry, music, painting, are 
| mere pastime, in the prime of life, indeed, they are 
j’ delightful, being supported by the force of novelty and 
the heat of imagination ; but in time they lo<e their 
relish, arul are generally neglected in the maturity of 
j life, which disposes to more serious and more import- 
i ant occupations. To those who deal in critiei.Mii as a 
: regular science governed by ju^t principles,and giving 
scope to judgment as well as to fancy, the fine arts are 
a favourite entertainment, and in old age maintain 
that relish which they produce in the morning of life. 


JDK BEATTIE. 

Among the answerers of Hume was Dr Beattie 
the poet, who. in 1770, published his Essay on the 
Nature and Immutability of Truth , in opposition to 
j Sophistry and Scepticism . Inferior to most of the 
metaphysicians in logical precision, equanimity of 
temper, or patient research, Beattie brought great 
zeal and fervour to his task, a respectable share of 
philosophical knowledge, and a better command of 
popular language and imaginative illustration than 
most of his fellow-labourers in that dry and dusty 
field. These qualities, joined to the pious and bene- 
| ficial tendency of his work, enabled him to produce 
; a highly popular treatise. No work of the kind was 
j ever so successful. It has fallen into equal neglect 
i with other metaphysical treatises of the age, and is 
I now considered unworthy the talents of its author. 

It has neither the dignity nor the acumen of the 
I original philosopher, and is unsuited to the ordinary 
: religious reader. The best of Beattie’s prose works 
j are his Dissertations , Moral and Critical , and liis 


Essays on Poetry , Music , fcc. He also published a 
digest of his college lectures, under the title of Ele¬ 
ments of Moral Sciaice. In these works, though not 
profoundly philosophical, the author’s 4 lively relish 
for the sublime and beautiful, his clear and elegant 
style,’ and his happy quotations and critical exam¬ 
ples, must strike every reader. 

[On the Love of Nature.] 

[From * Beattie's Essays.*] 

Ilomer’s beautiful description of the heavens and 
earth, as they appear in a calm evening by the light of 
the moon and stars, concludes with this circumstance 
—‘ And the heart of the shepherd is glad.’ Madame 
Daeicr, from the turn she gives to the passage in her 
version, seems to think, and Pope, in ordeso/ .Taps 
to make out his couplet, insinuates, that tnc gladness 
of the shepherd is owing to his sense of the utility of 
those luminaries. Ami this may in part be the case ; 
but this is not in Homer ; nor is it a necessary consi¬ 
deration. It is true that, in contemplating the ma¬ 
terial universe, they who discern the causes and effect# , 
of things must be more rapturously entertained than 
those who perceive nothing but shape and size, colour . 
and motion. Vet, in the mere outside of nature's 
works (if I may so express myself), there is a splen¬ 
dour and a magnificence to which even untutored minds 
cannot abend without great delight. 

Not that all peasant- or all philosophers are equally 
susceptible <»f these charming impressions. It is strange 
to observe the callousness of some men, before whom 
all the glories of heaven and earth pas*, in daily Mir* 
ces-i.in, without touching their hearts, elevating tluir 
fancy, or leaving any durable remembrance, l.veu of 
tho-e who pretend to sensibility, how many are there 
to whom the lustre of the rising or setting sun, the ' 
sparkling concave of the midnight sky, the mountain 
forest tossing and roaring to the storm, or warbling 
with all tin melodies <,f a summer evening ; the svve-t 

interchange of hill arid dab*, shad** ami sunshine, 
grove, lawn, and water, which an extensive landscape 
offers to the view ; the -ornery of the ocean, so lovely, 
maje-tie, and h.. tremendous, and the many pleas- 
in.; varieti*'. of the animal and vegetable Kingdom, 
could never afford so mm h real satisfaction as the 
steam- and noise of a ball-room, the insipid fiddling 
and squeaking of an opera, or the vexations and 
wrangling* of a card-table! 

But xiiiio minds there are of a different make, who, 
even in the early part of life, receive from the con¬ 
templation of nature a species of delight which they - 
would hardly exchange for anv other ; and who, ns 
avarice and ambition arc not the infirmities of that 
period, would, with equal sincerity and rapture, ex¬ 
claim ■- 

* I care not. Fortune, what you no* deny ; 

You cannot rob mo of free Mature ‘m grace ; 

You cannot shut the w inflows of tic s|,v, ; 

Through which Aurora shows her bright* nin£ fuco ; 

You cannot bar my constant feet to trace 

The woods ami lawns by living stream at eve.' ; 

Such minds have always in them the seeds of true 1 
taste, and frequently of imitative genius. At least, 
though their enthusiastic or visionary turn of mind, ; 
as the man of the world would call it, should not 
always incline them to practise poetry or painting, wo j 
need not scruple to affirm that, without some portion J 
of this enthusiasm, no person ever became a true poet j 
or painter. For he who would imitate the work* of j 
nature, must first accurately observe them, and accu- j 
rate observation is to l>e expected from those only who 
take great pleasure in it. j 

To a mind thus disposed, no part of creation is in¬ 
different. In the crowded city and howling wilder- j 
ness, in the cultivated province and solitary isle, in i 
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tho flowery lawn and craggy mountain, in the mur¬ 
mur of the rivulet and in the uproar of the ocean, in 
the radiance of Hummer and gloom of winter, in the 
thunder of heaven and in the whisper of the breeze, 
ho still finds something to rouse or to soothe his 
imagination, to draw forth his affections, or to employ 
his understanding. And from every mental energy 
that is not attended with pain, and even from some of 
those that are, as moderate terror and pity, a sound 
mind derives satisfaction ; exercise being equally ne¬ 
cessary to the body and the soul, and to both equally 
productive of health and pleasure. 

This happy sensibility to the beauties of nature 
should be cherished in young persons. It engages 
them to contemplate the Creator in his wonderful 
works ; it purifies and harmonics the soul, and pre- 
\ :-? 4 Lf° r uioral and intellectual discipline; it sup- 

f dies a j^ver-failing source of amusement ; it contri¬ 
butes even to bodily health ; and, as a strict analogy 
subsists between material and moral beauty, it bads 
the heart by an easy transition from the one to the 
other, and thus recommends \ irtue f«>r its transcen¬ 
dent loveliness, and makes vie.; appear the object »»t 
contempt and abomination. An Ultimate acquaint¬ 
ance with the best descriptive j.offs—Spenser, Milton, 
and Thom son, but above all with i.,e divme f icorgic— 
joined to some pra<*tu'<* in the ait of drawing, will 
promote thC amiable sen.-ibility in early vt-ar-; for 
then the fan <>( nature has jeiwlty *'Up«-rudded to its 
other charm*', lie* j»;i .-i• *ii*- are i.«*t pir-on'.'itgcd, the 
heart is free imm care, and the imagination warm an J 
romantic. 

Hut not to in e-t im.gej- *,ji tie «c ard":.i emotb-h- 
that arc peculiar to tin- enthusiastic di-<inb* of 


that arc peculiar t.< tin* 
nature, may it not i : a;.; 
exception, or at bv.-t ..f al 
mankind, that they are grai 
of tilings natural ih *>pp>,j 
strolls sights plea't* but lm- 
at all ; for they dent c their 
ama/.eincnt, wliieh is o ni» i. 


r«T *.ji tu. .«• ur<m:u enmte-h- 
.lie e: thu*<ia*Uio dbcipb* of 
i .um* d of ail nu n without 
a.i tiie eijiigiit- in d part <f 
rat dud by the eontomplatmn 
• p.j-cd t> unnatural f M«*n- 
tor a uo-metit, if they please 
elr charm l’i 4 v m the beholder’- 
ib.ll .0.;-. I ha;,* lead, Ul- 


fthhes sporting iri the woods, and elephants walking 
on tho sea. Could such figures and combinations give 
pleasure, or merit the appellation of sublime or beau¬ 
tiful! Should we hesitate to pronounce their author 
mad ? And are the absurdities of madmen proper 
subjects cither of amusement or of imitation to rea¬ 
sonable beings { 

[ On Scottish Music .] 

[From the name.] 

There is a certain style of melody peculiar to each 
musical country, which the people of that country are 
apt to prefer to every other style. That they should 
prefer their own, is not surprising; and that*the me¬ 
lody of one people should differ from that of another, 
is not more surprising, perhaps, than that th<* language 
of one people should differ from that of another. But 
there is something not unworthy of notice in the par¬ 
ticular expression and style that characterise the music 
of one nation or pro\ ince, and distinguish it from every 
other sort of music. Of this diversity Scotland sup¬ 
plies a striking example. The native melody of the 
Highlands and Western Isles is as different from that 
<•!' the southern part of the kingdom as the Irish or 
Er.-e language is different from the English or Scotch. 
In the conciu-ion of a diseour.-** on music, as it relates 
to the mind, it will not perhaps be impertinent to 
ofb-r a omo-nure on the cause of the-e peculiarities; 
which, though it should not—and indeed 1 am satis¬ 
fied tliat it will not—fully uo-ount for any one of 
them, may, however, imTine the reader to think that 
they are m«t unaccountable, ami may afro throw sunn- 
faint light on this part of philosophy'. 

Every thought that partake- of tin* nature of passion 
has a correspondent expression in the look and g< s- 
ture ; and so strict 1- the union between the pa-sion 
arid its outward sign, that, when* the former is not in 
imme degree felt, the latter can never be perfectly 
natural, but if a»>unu.d, becomes awkward mimicry, 
instead of that genuine imitation of nature which 


j deed, a m.ui of rank in "drily v. ho eh-'"W- to adorn ! 
j hi- vill;* w if ii j bet ures ami statue'i of jm—t unnatural j 
1 deformity; but it is a singular instance ; and one | 
i would not be much im re -uron-cd to hear <T;i pctsoii ' 
I li'ifig without t.H.d, of rrowinc fat by the use of 
i poison, do *ay of anvtthing that it is r.-utrary to 
j nature, d< note- i*i i.-uiv and di-ju-t t>n tb- pait *>f the | 
speaker; as the ejdt’ml natural intimate- an agree- ; 
able quality , and seems for the i:m-t part to implv . 
that a tilin'.* is h- it oncht t < be, suitable t<> • ur own : 
J taste, and congenial w'tii oar own Constitution. Think ; 
I with what sentiment- v«c druid peruse a p<om in 
f which nature was t"? u Ilv mbivprt'i-ented, and prin- 
j ci pics of thought and of , perattou suppo-ed to take 
place repugnant to every thug we had -«*t n < r heard 
of ; in whb-h, for example, aiuib.v and <'Mm***s ware 
ascribed to youth, and nr*»dijuhty and passionate 
attachment t<» the old : in which n.en m if made t 


draw- fortli the sympathy of tin* beholder. If there- j 
fore there be, in the circumstances of particular !; 
nations or persons, any thing that gives a peculiarity j 
to their passions and thoughts, it seems reasonable to ; j 
< xpe**t that they will also have something peculiar in b 
the expre-sion of their eounttnance* and even in the j 
form of their features. t'aius Marius, .Tugurtha, [I 
Tamerlane, and some other great warriurs, are cede- (j 
brated lbr a peculiar ferocity of aspect, which they j 
had ho doubt contracted from a perpetual and mire- • 
strained exertion of fortitude, contempt, and other 
rodent emotions. Thc-e produced in the face their 
correspondent expressions, which. Wing jiten repeated, 
b» came at last as habitual to the features as the sen¬ 
timents they arose from were to the hunrt. Nirages, 
whose thoughts arc little inured to control, have more* b 
of this significancy of look than those men who, being j 
born and bred in civilised nations, arc accustomed b 


net at random, nometimes according to chat act or, 
j nnd sometimes contrary (o it; in which cruelty and 
envy were productive of love, and beneficence and 
kind nlloctioh of hut red ; in which l«cauty was in¬ 
variably the object of dislike, and ugliness of dosin'; 
in which society was rendered happy bv atheism and 
the promiscuous perpetration of crimes, and justice 
and fortitude were held in universal contempt. Ur 
think how wq should relish a painting where no 
regard was had to the proportions, colours, or anv of 
the physical laws of nature; where the ears and eyes 
of animals were placed in their shoulders ; where the 
sky was green, and the grass crimson; where trees 
grew* with their branches in the earth, and their roots 
in the air ; whore men wen* seen fighting after their 
; head* were cut off, shins nailing on tho land, lions on- 
| tangled in cobwebs, sheep preying on dead carcases, 


from their childhood to Mipprvss every emotion that i. 
tends t ' interrupt the peace of society. And while 
the bloom <>f youth lasts, and the smoothness of fea¬ 
ture peculiar to thut period, the human face is less 
marked with any string character than in old age. 

A peevish or surly stripling may elude the eye of the 
physiognomist; but a wicked old man, whose visage 1 
ibH’s imt betray the evil temperature of his heart, must j 
have more cunning than it would be prudent f>r him 
to acknowledge. Even by the trade or profession the ; 
human countenance may be characterised. They who 1 
employ themselves in the nicer mechanic arts, that ] 
require the earnest attention of the artist, do gene- j 
rally contract a fixedness of feature suited to that one \ 
uniform sentiment which engrosses them while at j 
work. Whereas other artists, whose work requires i 
less attention, and who jnav ply their trade and ! I 
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amuse themselves with conversation at the same time, ing with the full of torrents ; a soil so rugged, and a 
have, for the most part, smoother and more unmeaning climate so dreary, as in many parts to admit neither 
faces: their thoughts are more miscellaneous, and the amusements of pasturage nor the labours of agri- 
therefore their features art* less fixed in one uuiform culture; the mournful dashing of waves along the 
configuration. A keen penetrating look indicates firths and lakes that intersect the country ; the por- 
thoughtfulness and spirit: a dull torpid countenance tentous noises which every change of the wind and 
is not often accompanied with great sagacity. every increase and diminution of the waters is apt to 

This, though there may be many an exception, is raise in a lonely region, full of echoes, and locks, and 
in general true of the visible signs of our passions; caverns; the grotesque and ghastly appearance of 
and it is no less true of the audible. A man habitu- ( such a landscape by the light of the moon. Objects 
ally peevish, or passionate, or querulous, or imperious, J like these diffuse a gloom over the fancy, which may 
maybe known by the sound of liis voice, as well as ; be compatible enough with occasional and social 
by his physiognomy. May we not go a step farther, j merriment, but cannot fail to tincture the thoughts j 
and say that if a man, under the influence of any of a native in the hour of silence and solitude. If 
passion, were to compose a discourse, or a poem, or a these people, notwithstanding their reformation in re- j 
tune, his work would in some measure exhibit an ligion, and more frequent intercourse with strangers, 
image of his mind ? I could not easily be persuaded ! do still retain many of their old superstitiot ivjm *U \ 
that Swift and Juvenal were men of sweet tempers; not doubt but in former times they must mne been j 
or that Thomson, Arbuthnot, and Prior, were ill- more enslaved to the horrors of imagination, when be- j 
I natured. The airs of Felton are so uniformly mourn- set with the bugbears of pojwrv and the darkness of j 
| ful, that I cannot suppose him to have been a merry j paganism. Most of their superstitions are of a me- j 
or even a cheerful man. If a musician, in deep 1 iancholy east. That second sight wherewith some i 
affliction, were to attempt to compose a lively air, I of them arc still supposed to be haunted, is considered 
believe he would not succeed : though I confess Id** by themselves as a misfortune, on account of the many i 
not well understand the nature of the connection that dreadful images it is said to obtrude upon the fancy, j 
• may take place between a mournful mind and a me- I have been told that the inhabitants <<f some of the ; 
j Iancholy tune. It is easy to conceive h<*w a poet or Alpine regions do likew ise lay claim t<> a sort of second . 

! an orator should transfuse liis passions into lus work ; sight. Nor is it wonderful that person* of lively ; 
j for every passion suggests ideas congenial to its own imagination, immured in deep solitude, arid sur- i 
j nature; and the composition of the poet or of the rounded with the stupendous scenery of cloud-, pro- ; 
j orator must necessarily consist of those ideas that cipices, and torrents, should dream, even when thov 
I occur at the time he is composing. But musical J think th‘m*el\o* awake, of those few striking ideas 
! sounds are not the signs of ideas ; rarely are they even I with which their lonely lives are diversified; of 
j the imitations of natural sounds ; so that 1 am at a ! corpse*, funeral procession*, and other object* of tor- 
loss to conceive how it should happen that a musician, i tor ; or of marriage* and the arrival of stranger*, and 
J overwhelmed with sorrow, for example, should put | *ueh like matters of more agreeable curiosity. I.et it j 
j together a series of notes whose expression i* contrary j be observed, also, that the ancient Highlanders of Scot- 
| to that of another series which lie had put together land had hardly any other wav of supportin'./ them- ) 

J when elevated with joy. But of the fact I am not j selves than by hunting, fishing, or war, profession* that 
J doubtful; though I have not sagacity or knowledge ! arc centinuullvexposed to fatal Occidents. And hence, 

| of music enough to be able to explain it. And my no doubt, additional horrors would often haunt their j 
; opinion in this matter is warranted bv that of a more solitude, and a deeper gloom overshadow the imagi- ! 
j competent judge, who says, speaking of church volun- ! nation even of the hardiest native. / 
taries, that if the organist ‘do not fee! in himself the What then would it be reasonable to expect from 
! divine energy of devotion, he will lalwmr in vain to the fanciful trihe, from the imtMcian < and poet*, of 
raise it in others. Nor can he hope to throw out those such a region { Strains expressive of jov, tranquil- ' 
j happy instantaneous thoughts which sometimes far lity, or the softer passions ? No: their stvle must have 
exceed the best concerted compositions, and which the ‘ been better suited to their circumstance*. And so j 
■ enraptured performer would gladly secure to his future we find in fact that their music is. The wildest inv- 
use and pleasure, did they not a* fleetly escape a* gularitv apjiears in its composition : the expression is ■ 
they rise/ A man who has made music the study of warlike and melancholy, and approaches eun to the , 
his life, and is well acquainted with all the best ex- terrible. And that their poetry is almost uniformly 
j amples ot style and expression that are to be found in mournful, and their views of nature ‘lark and dreary, 

| the works of former masters, may, by memory and will be allowed by all who admit of the authenticity ! 
j much practice, attain a sort of mechanical dexterity of Ossian ; and not doubted bv any w ho IkTicvo those 
: in contriving' music suitable to any given passion; fragments of Highland poetry to be genuine, which , 
but such music would, I presume, be \ ulgar and many old people, now alive, of that country, remem- j 
j spiritless compared to what an artist of genius throws ber to have heard in their youth, and were then taught I! 
out when under the power of any ardent emotion. It to refer to a pretty high antiquity. j i 

is recorded of Lulli, that once when his imagination Some of the southern province* of Scotland present j! 

i was all on fire with some verses descriptive of terrible a very different prospect. Smooth and lofty hills 

j which he had been reading in a French tragedy, covered with verdure ; ch ar streams winding through 1 

he ran to his harpsichord, and struck off such a com- long and beautiful valleys; trees produced without ? 
bination of sounds that the company felt their hair culture, here straggling or single, ami there crowding 

! «tand on end with honor. into little groves and bowers, with other circtmi- 

Let us therefore suppose it proved, or, if you please, stances peculiar to the district* I allude to, render j 

Itake it for granted, that different sentiments in the them fit for pasturage, and favourable to romantic ! 

mind of the musician will give different and peculiar leisure and tender passions. Several of the old Scotch i 
|expressions to his music ; and upon this principle it songs take their names from the rivulets, villages, and 
will not perhaps be impossible to account for some of hills adjoining to the Tweed near Melrose; a region 
the phenomena of a natmna 1 ear. distinguished by many charming varieties of rural < 

Ihe Highlands of Scotland are a picturesque, but scenery, and which, whether we consider the face of j 
m general a melancholy country. Long tracts of the country or the genius of ihe people, may properly ! 
mountainous desert, covered with dark heath and enough be termed the Arcadia of* Scotland. And all I 
often obscured by misty weather; narrow valleys, these songs are sweetly and powerfully expressive of ! 
tlnnly inhabited, and bounded by precipices resound- love and tenderness, and other emotions suited to the j 
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tranquillity of naxtoral life. * * I believe it [the 

Scottish iminicj took it# rise among men who were 
real shepherd#, and who actually felt the sentiments 
and affection# whereof it is #o very expressive. 

DR RICHARD PRICK—A HR A HAM TUCKER—DR JOSEPH 
PRIESTLEY. 

I>n Richard Trick (1723 1791), a nonconfor¬ 
mist divine, published, in 1758, A Review of the 
Rtinrijral Questions and DtjJirulftrs in Morals, which J 
attracted attention a# ‘an attempt to revive the in¬ 
tellectual theory of moral obligation, which seemed to 
have fallen under the attacks of Butler, Hutcheson, 
and IItune, even lieforc Smith/ Price, after Cud- 
<*rorth, supports the doctrine that moral distinctions 
Ik.* nig" 'j^feeived by reason, <*r the understanding, 
are equally immutable with all other kinds of truth. 

4 On the other side, it is argued that reason is but a 
principle of our mental frame, like the principle 
which is the source of moral emotion, and has no 
peculiar claim to remain unaltered in the supposed 1 
general alteration of our mental constitution. Trice ! 
was an able w riter on finance ami political economy, i 
and took an active part in the political questions j 
of the day at the time of the Trench Revolution: he ; 
was a republican in principle, and is attacked by ! 
i Burke in bis Reflection* on the Revolution. \ 

j Adhahym Tucker (17o;> 1 774) was an English ! 

I squire, who, instead of pursuing the pleasures of the 
! chase, studied metaphysics at his cmmtry-scat, and 
J published, under the fictitious name of Edward 
; Search, a work, entitled The Light of Xatme J*ur- 
| sued, which Talcy said contained more original think- 
! ing and observation than any other work of the kind. 

| Tucker, like Adam Smith, excelled in illustration, 

! ami he did not disdain the most homely subject# for 
; example#. Mackintosh says he excels in mixed, not 
j in pure philosophy, ami that his intellectual views; 

| are of the Hartleian school. Huw truly, ami at the 
| same time how beautifully, has 'I ucker characterised 
in one short sentence his own favourite metaphysical 
studies! ‘The Bounce of abstruse learning.’ he 
; says, * when completely attained, is like Achilles’s ; 

; spear, that healed the wounds it had made before, j 
j It casts no additional light upon the paths of life, j 
| but <lis]i rse* the clouds with which it had over- 
j spread them ; it advances not the traveller one step j 
! on his journey, but conducts him hack again to the 
| upot from whence he had wandered.’ j 

j In 1777* Du Joseph Priestley published an ex- ! 
; animation of the principles of Dr Keid and others. ’ 
designed as a refutation of the iWtrine of common 
sense, said to l*e employed as the test of truth by ; 
the Scottish metaphysicians. The doctrines of ■ 
Priestley are of the school of Hartley. In 1777 
he published a scries of disquisitions on Mutter 
and Spirit, in which he openly supported the mate- 
j rial system, lie also wrote in support of another 
I unpopular doctrine -that of necessity. He settled 
in Birmingham in 1780, and officiated as minister 
of a dissenting congregation. His religious opinions 
were originally Calvinistic, but afterwards lieeame 
decidedly anti-Trinitarian. His works excited so 
much opposition, that he ever after found it necessary, 
a# he states, to write a pamphlet annually in their 
defence! Priestley was also an active and distin¬ 
guished chemist, and wrote a history of discoveries 
relative to light and colours, a history of electricity, 
Ac. At the period of the French Revolution m 
1791, a mob of outrageous and brutal loyalists set 
fire to his house in Birmingham, and destroyed his 
library, apparatus, and specimens. Three years 
afterwards lie emigrated to America, where he con¬ 
tinued his studies in science and theology, and died 


at Northumberland, Pennsylvania, in 1804. As an !j 
experimental philosopher, Priestley was of a supe- j 
rior class; but as a metaphysical or ethical writer, i 
he can only be considered subordinate. He was a 
man of intrepid Spirit and of unceasing industry, j 
One of his critics (in the Edinburgh Review) draws j 
from hi# writings a lively picture of * that inde- j 
fat i gable activity, that bigotted vanity, that pre- j 
cipitation, cheerfulness, and sincerity, which made j 
up the character of this restless philosopher.’ I 

RoU*rt Hall, whose feelings as a dissenter, and ! 
an enemy to all n ligious intolerance and persecution, j 
were enlisted on the side of Priestley, has thus eulo- j 
gised him in one of his most eloquent sentences :— 

* The religious tenets of Dr Priestley appear to me 
erroneous in the extreme : hut I should be sorry to 
suffer any difference of sentiment to diminish my 
sensibility to virtue, or my admiration of genius. 

11 is enlightened and active mind, his unwearied 
assiduity, the extent of his researches, the light he I 
has poured into almost every department of science, 
will be the admiration of tb it period, when the ; 
greater part of those who have favoured, or those * 
who haic opposed him, will be alike forgotten, j 
Distinguished merit will ever rise suj>erior to op- j 
pression, ami w ill draw lustre from reproach. The 
vapours which either round the rising sun, and 1 
follow in its course, seldom fail at the close of it to j 
form a magnificent theatre for its reception, and to j 
invest with variegated tints, and with a softened j 
eff ulgence, the luminary which they cannot hide.* J 

■ i 

WHITER* IN DIVINITY. j 

Without much originality (excepting in one me- j 
ntoruble instance), there was great acuteness, eon- < 
troversial ability, and learning displayed in the de- j 
partment of theology. The higher dignitaries of i 
the church of England are generally well fitted, by j 
education, talents, and the leisure they enjoy, for 
vindicating revealed religion from the attacks of all 
assailants ; and even when the standard of duty was 
low among the inferior clergy, there has seldom been 
any want of sound i>olemical divines. It seems to 
l>e admitted that there was a decay of piety and zeal ■ 
in the church at the time of which we are now* treat- \ 
ing. To animate this drooping spirit, and to place 
revelation uj>on the imperishable foundations of true ;1 
philosophy. 1>r Joseph Butler published bis great I 
work on the Anah*j*j of Religion to the Course, of i 
JV*ifwre, which appeared in 173b. Without entering 
on the question of the miracles and prophecies, I)r > 
Butler rested his evidence on the analogies of nature : j 

* he reasons from that part of the divine proceedings j 
which comes under our view in the daily business \ 
of life, to that larger and more comprehensive part ; 
of these proceedings which is beyond our view, and | 

j which religion reveals.’ Ilis argument for a future j 
j life, from the changes which the human body under- ! 
I goes at birth, and in its different stages of maturity ; ; 
I and from the instances of the same law of nature, ; 
| in the change of worms into butterflies, and birds 
and insects bursting the shell, and entering into a 
new world, furnished with new powers, is one of 
the most conclusive pieces of reasoning in the lan¬ 
guage. The same train of argument, in support of 
the immortality of the soul, has been followed up in 
two admirable lectures in Dr T. Brown’s Philosophy. : 
The work of Butler, however, extends over a wide 
field--over the whole of the leading points, both in 
natural and revealed religion. The germ of his 
treatise is contained in a passage in Origen (one of j 
the most eminent of the lathers, who died at Tyre 
in the year 254), which Butler quotes in his intro¬ 
duction. It is to the effect that he who believes 
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the Scripture to have proceeded from the author of 
nature, may well believe that the same difficulties 
exist in it as in the constitution of nature. lienee, 
Butler infers that he who denies the Scripture to 
have come from God, on account 5f difficulties found 
iti it, may, for the same reason, deny the world to 
have* been formed by Ilim. Inexplicable difficulties 
are found in the course of nature; no sound tlieist 
can therefore be surprised to find similar difficulties 
in the Christian religion. If both proceed from the 
same author, the wonder would rather be, that, even 
on this inferior ground of difficulty and adaptation 
to the comprehension of man, there should not he 
found the impress of the same hand, whose trot hs we 
can trace hut a very little way, and whose tcvrd 
equally transcends on some points the feeble efforts 
of unassisted reason. All Butler’s arguments on 
[; natural and revealed religion are marked by pro- 
11 found thought ami sagacity. In a volume of ser¬ 
if mons published by him, he shines equally us an 
jl ethical philosopher. In the three first, on human 
j! nature, lie has laid the science of morals on a surer 
foundation than any previous writer. After show- 
ing that our social affections are disinterested, he 
1 ; proceeds to vindicate the supremacy of the moral 
sentiments. Man is, in his view, a law to himself: 
but the intimations of this law are not to be deduced 
from the strength or temporary predominance of 
i ! any single appetite or passion. Tiny are to be de¬ 
li dueed from tbe dictates of one principle, which is 
j 1 evidently intended to rule over the other parts of 
i our nature, and which issues its mandates with 
I authority. This master principle is conscience. 
j 1 which rests upon rectitude as its object, as disinte¬ 
restedly as the social affections rest upon their :ip- 
! propriate objects, and as naturally as the appetite of 
|! hunger is satistied with food. The ethical system 


profession, and at the same town, hut soon saw fit j 
to abandon a pursuit in which it was evident he j 
could have no success. A passion for reading led j 
Warburton in his twenty-fifth year to adopt the , 



J. h W .iil-i! 


I clerical profession. He took deanu/s < rdtrs, and bv 


a dedication to a Mnnll and ohsi are \*>himc of 


j lations published in 172.'», obtained a presentation to 
a small vicarage. He now threw himsclt amidst the 


| j of Butler has been adopted by Keid. Stewart, and 
j! Brown. Sir-Tames Mackintosh (who acknowledged 
; that Bishop Butler was his father in philosophy') 

: made an addition to it: he took the principle of 
utility as a test or criterion of the rectitude or vir¬ 
tue which, with Butler, lie maintained to lie the pro- 
1 per object of our moral affections. The life of this 
eminent prelate affords a pleasing instance of talent 
winning its way to distinction in the midst of diffi¬ 
culties. He was horn in 1692, the son of a shop¬ 
keeper at Wantage, in Berkshire. His father was 
j a Presbyterian, and intended his son to be a minister 
i: of the same persuasion, but tbe latter conformed to 
: the establishment, took orders, and was successively 
preacher at the Rolls chapel, prebendary of Ro¬ 
chester, clerk of the closet to the queen, bishop of 
Bristol, and bishop of Durham. He owed much to 
Queen Caroline, who had a philosophical taste, and 
‘ valued his talents and virtues. Butler died on the 
16th of June 17n2. 

BIS HOP wA K D V 11 TON T . 

No literary man of this period engrossed in his 
own time a larger share of the attention of the 
learned world, not to speak of the public at large, 
than did William Warburton, bishop of Glou¬ 
cester (1698-1779). Prodigious powers of study 
and of expression, a bold and original way of think- 
1 ing, and indomitable self-will and arrogance, were 
j the leading characteristics of this extraordinary 
i man, who unfortunately was too eager to astonish 
j and arrest the attention of mankind, to care for any 
I more beneficial result from his literary exertions; 
and whose writings have, accordingly, after passing 
like a splendid meteor across the horizon of his ow n 
age, sunk into all but oblivion. He was the son of 
an attorney at Newark, and entered lite in the same 



inferior literary society of the metropolis, and sought 
for subsistence and advancement by his pen. On 
obtaining from a patron the r«**tory of Brand 
Broughton, in Lincolnshire, he retired thither, and 
devoted himx If for a long series of years to reading. 
His first work of any note published in I7'56, 
under the title of Alliance he Orem (Amtch and Stale, 
which, though scarcely calculated to please either 
party in the church, was < xten-ivc|y read, and 
brought the author into notice. In the next. The 
Divine legation of JSfosrs, of which the first, volume 
appeared in and the remaining four in the 

course of several years thereafter, the gigantic 
scholarship of Warburton shone out in ail its vast- 
ness. It had often been objected to tin* pretensions 
of the Jewish religion, that it presented nowhere 
any acknowledgment of the principle of a future 
state of rewards and punishment*. Warburton, who 
delighted in paradox, instead of attempting to deny 
this or explain it away, at onee acknowledged it, but 


»i 


asserted that therein lay the strongest argument for iS 


the divine mission of Moses. To establish this point, - j 
he ransacked the whole domains of pagan antiquity, ' 
and reared such a mass of curious and confounding j 
argument, that mankind might be said to lie awed M 


bv it into a partial concession to tbe author’s views. 


Ho never completed the work ; he lieearne, indeed, 


weary of it; and perhaps the fallacy of the hypo¬ 
thesis was first secretly acknowledged by himself. 

If it had been consecrated to truth, instead of jmra- 
dox, it would have been l»y fur the most illustrious j 
book of its age. As it is, we only look into it to * 
wonder at its endless learning and misspent inge- j 
nuity. * 

The merits of the author, or his worldly wisdom, 
brought him preferment in the church: he rose 
through the grades Off prebend of Gloucester, pre¬ 
bend of Durham, and dean of Bristol, to be (1759) 
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bishop of Gloucester—a remarkable transition for 
the Newark attorney. 

It would be tedious to detail the other literary 
adventures of this arrogant prelate. The only one 
which falls particularly in our way is his edition of 
Tope’s works, for the publication of which he hail 
obtained a patent right in consequence of the poet’s 
bequest. The annotations of Warburton upon Tope, 
perverting the author’s meaning in numberless in¬ 
stances, and full of malignity against half the learned 
men of the age, were a disgrace to contemporary 
literature. Yet for many years the works of Tope 
could not he possessed without this monstrous in¬ 
cumbrance. The latter years of Warburton were 
spent, in a melancholy state of mental weakness, 
partly occasioned by grief for the loss of a son ; for, 
tiKi vft a butcher animals, this man, ruthless to all 
others, had kind feelings towards his own kindred. 
Ten years after his death, his great work is spoken 
of by Gibbon as already a brilliant ruin. It is now 
I rarely referred to, its learning being felt as no at- 
J traction where the solid qualities of truth are want- 
i ing. Warburton is indeed as perfect a proof of tkt* 

| futility of talent without moral direction, as could 
i Ik* produced from*the meanest walks of literature. 

He gave; all to a bad ambition, m wliieh the chief 
\ object seems to have tnen to make bis fellow eiva- 
j tures wonder at and stand in awe of him. Such 
! feelings as be excited an* doomed to Ik* transient, 
j They have passed away; and Warburton, having] 
j never conferred any solid lienefid on bis kind, is 
| already lift)** else than a name. 

j /’/o' '/,v 'Urn }J ••'/*/ - Ti>> Vti e»lM J.i'i'it,; in •> \ . h 

i' y-u 

' fhr • I.oraHon.' ’ 

litre m.vter* resird : nnd tin* vulgar faith seem** to ! 
have remained a long time undisturbed. Hut as the j 
age grew refined, and tie* Greeks became inquisitive 
and learned, the citiiniwii mythology began t> give 
offence. 'flu* speculative and more dclieut** were 
shocked at the ahMtrd and immoral «t< i ries of tlnir 
gods, and scandalised t" find such things make an 
authentic pan of their st «ry. It may, indeed, he ! 
thought matter of wonder lmw such tales, takeii up in j 
a barbarous agt», came not t*> sink into oblivion as tin* j 
age grew more knowing, from mere ablmrreneo of their 
indecencies and shame of their absurdities. Without ' 
doubt this had been their fortune, but Gr an unlucky 
circumstance. The great poets of Greece, who had 
moat contributed to refine the public taste and man¬ 
ners, and were n-ov grown into a kind <>f sacred 
authority, had sanctified those silly legends bv their 
writings, which time had n-ov consigned to immor¬ 
tality. 

Vulgar paganism, therefore, in such an age a< this, 
lying open to the attacks of curious and inquisitive 
men, would net, we may well think, 1«* long at rest. 
It is true, freethinking then lay under great difficul¬ 
ties and discouragement*. To insult the religion of 
one’s country, which is now the mark of learned dis¬ 
tinction, was branded in the ancient world with public 
infamy. Yet freethinkers there were, who, as is their 
wont, together with the public worship of their country, 
threw on all reverence for religion in general. Amongst 
these was Euhemerus, the Messeninn, and, by what we 
can learn, the most distinguished of this trit>c. This 
man, in mere wantonness of heart, began his attacks 
on religion by divulging the secret of the mysteries. 
But as it was capital to do this directly and pro¬ 
fessedly, he contrived to cover his perfidy and malice 
by the intervention of a kind of Utopian romance. 
He pretended, 4 that in a certain city, which he came 
to in his travels, he found this grand secret, that the 


gods were dead men deified, preserved in their sacred j 
writings, and confirmed by monumental records in- j 
scribed to the gods themselves, who were there said to ! 
he interred.* So far was not amiss ; hut then, in the j 
genuine spirit of his class, who never cultivate a truth 
but in order to graft a lie upon it, he pretended * that 1 
dead mortals were the first gods, and that an ima¬ 
ginary divinity in these early heroes and conquerors ! 
created the idea of a superior power, and introduced 
the practice of religious worship amongst men/ The 
learned reader scei below [note in Greek emitted] 
that our freethinker is true to his cause, and en¬ 
deavours to verify the fundamental principle of his 
sect, that fear first made gods, even in that very in¬ 
stance where the contrary passion seems to lu e been 
at it^ height, the time when men made gods of their 
deceased benefactor*. A little matter of address hides ! 
the shame of so perver-e a piece of malice, lie repre- : 
sent* those founders of society and fathers of their i 
country under the idea of destructive conquerors, who 
by mere force and fear had brought men into subjec¬ 
tion and slavery. On this account it was thnt indig- ; 
mint antiquity concurred in giving Euhemerus the 
proper name of atheist, which, however, he would ( 
hardly have escaped, though lie had done no more j 
than divulee the secret of the mysteries, and had not i 
poisoned his discovery with this impious and foreign | 
addition, so com, ; rv to tlie true spirit of that secret, i 
Thi* demotion had been Iong- dreaded by the j 
orthodox proteeror.** of pagan worship; and they were j 
provided *d a temporary defence in their intricate and 
properly perplexed system «'f symbolic adoration. 
Hut this >v»iubl do only to <t**p a breach for the pre¬ 
sent, till a better could be provided, and was too 
weak to stand alone against m» violent an attack. 
The philosopher*, therefore, m»w took up the defence 
of piurunisin where the priest* had left it, and to the 
others’ ryinb«»li add* d their own allegories, for a 
Hec-uid c<»v»*r to the absurdities of the ancient mytho¬ 
logy ; for ail the genuine sects* of philosophy, as we 
have observed, wore steady patriots, legislation making 
• mo es*thtiul pan of their philosophy ; and to legis- ; 
late without the foundation of a national religion, 
was, in their opinion, building cattle* in the air. Si 
that we arc not to wonder they took the alarm, and 
opposed the.-e insultcrs of the public worship with all 
their vigour. But a*; they never lost sight of their 
proper character, they so contrived that the defence 
of the national religion should terminate in a recom¬ 
mendation of their philosophic speculations. Hence, 
their support of the public worship, and their evasion 
of r.uhcmeru-s’s charge, turned upon this proposition, 
‘That the whole ancient mythology was no other 
than the vehicle of physical, moral, and divine know¬ 
ledge/ And to this it is that the learned Eusebius 
refers, where he says, * That a new race of men refined 
thoir old gro*s theology, and gave it an honeater look, 
and brought it nearer to the truth of things/ 

Ilowovor, this proved a troublesome work, and, 
after all, ineffectual for the security of men’s private 
morals, which the example of the licentious story 
according to the letter would not fail to influence, 
h<ov well soever the allegoric interpretation was cal¬ 
culated to cover the public honour of religion ; i><* 
that the more ethical of the philosophers grew peevish 
with what gave them so much trouble, and answered 
so little to the interior of religious practice. This 
made them break out, from time to time, into hasty j 
resentments against their capital poets ; unsuitable, 
one would think, to the dignity of the author* of such 
noble recondite truth# a* they would persuade us to 
believe were treasured up in their writings. Hence 
it was that Plato banished Homer from his republic, 
and that Pythagoras, in one of his extramundaue ad¬ 
ventures, saw both Ilomor and Hesiod doing penance 
in hell, and hung up there for examples, to be bleached 
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and purified from the crossness and pollution of their to the former), were both designed to advance the 
f<j ea £ # interests of religion, and are well adapted to the , 

The first of these allcgorisers, as we learn from purpose. Various theological treatises were also i 
Laertius, was Anaxagoras, ^who, with his friend Me- written by Watts. 

trodorus turned Homer’s mythology into a system of Dr Hu man llunn (1720 1808), a fViend and 
ethics. Next came Henvlides Politicos, ami of the disciple of Warburton, was author of an Introduction 
same fables made as good a system of physics ; which, to the Study of the Prophecies, being the substance of 
to show us with what kind of spirit it was composed, twelve discourses delivered at Cambridge. Ilurd 
he entitled Antinxsis ton lut union [Ilnmcroii] Idas- was a man of taste and learning, author of a com* 
phemesan'on. And last of all, when the necessity mentary on Horace, and editor of Cowley's works, 
became more pressing, Prod us undertook to show that He rose to enjoy high church preferment, and died 
all Homer’s fables were m» other than physical, ethical, bishop of Worcester, after having declined the arehi- 


and moral allegories. * * 

DR ROBERT LOWTH —DR C. MIDDLETON —RRV. W. l.AW 
—DR ISAAC WATTS —DU RU'UARD III Kl>— PRO. 
HORNE—DU JOHN J OUT IN. 


episcopal see of Canterbury. 

Dr Gkokoe IIorm: (17110-1792) was another 
divine whose talents and learning raised him to the 
l>ench of bishops, lie wrote various works, the 
most important of which is a ('omnicnturujynt*:?* 
Ro*\k of Psalms, which appeared in lrTnin two 
volumes quarto. It is still a text-hook with theolo¬ 
gical students and divines, and unites extensive 


Dr Kobe rt Lowth, second son of Dr William volumes quarto. It is still j 

Lowth, was born at Buriton, in Hampshire, in 17 in. gieal students and divines 
He entered the church, and became successively erudition with ft rvent piety, 
bishop of St David’s, Oxford, ami London; lie died Da .Ions .loans (Pol¬ 


and learning. They consist of Prelections on it of one ' scholar, and an 
Poetry, a Life of William of Wyhehnm, a Short In- j various dissertati 
traduction to English ( rnnnmar, and a 7 ranslahon <t ton/, a Life of A 
Isaiah . The last is the greatest of his productions, j of his strictures 
The spirit of eastern poetry is rendered with tidelity, clergy. (if a sin 
elegance, and sublimity ; and the work is an ines- I his tenets, w as 1 


timable contribution to biblical criticism and h am- ! siderahlc preferment in the church, which he 


g, as well as to the exalted strains of the divine 


to W'riteon theoTogV, and published The Rights of the j oil the Theory of Jh lotion, and his Reflections on the 
Christian Church Asserted , and Chhristunuty a.s Old a* j Lfe and < 'huraettr of Christ, arc all works of sfan- 
the Creation, The latter had a deeidcil deistical i danl excellence. The labours of Dr Kennicof, in 
tendency, and was answered by several divines, as : the collection of various manuscripts of the Hebrew 
Dr Conybeare, I)r Foster, and Dr Wateriand. I Bible, are also worthy of being bi n mentioned as 


Middleton now joined in the argument, and wrote* 
remarks on Dr Watcrland’s manner of vindicating 
Scripture against Tindal, which only increased the 
confusion by adding to the elements of discord. He j 
also published A Free Inquiry into the Miraculous 


an eminent service to sat red literatim 


(.KOROL Wimr.MILD JOHN W1«0,LV. 
(’onncctcd with tie* Lntrlish cstabli hnici.f, vet 


a preU iulary of 


1787. The works of Lowth display both genius I ^ Paul’s and archdeacon of London, w as an eminent 
id learning. They consist of Prelections on Hebrew ■ scholar, and an independent theologian, lie wrote 
octn/, n Life of William of Wyheham, a Short In- ; various dissertations, Remarks on, Ccclesiastical His - 
iduetion to Enqlish Oram mar, and a Translation <f toy, a Life of Erasmus, \c. The freedom o f some 


of ins strictures gave oth nee t<> the high church 
clergy. < If a similar character, but less ort hod> ix in 
bis temt<. was 1 >r John debb, who obtained con¬ 


signed on imbibing Socinian opinions. i hi quitting 
the church. Jebb studied and practised as a phy.-i- 


Dr Conyers Middli:ton, distinguished for his ! cian lie died in 17 v, i. aged fifty. His works on 
admirable Life of Cicero, mixed freely ami eagerly in i theology and other subjects form three volumes, 
the religious controversies of the times. One writer, | Of the other theological and devotional prudue- 
Dr Matthew' Tindal. served as a lirebrand to the i tions of the established clergy of this age, tin re i> 
clergyn Tindal had embrace 1 popery' in the reign J only room to notice a few of the last. The disscr* 
of James II., but afterwards renounced it. Being : tati ins of Bishop Newton on various parts cf the 
thus, as Drummond the poet said of Ben Johnson, j Bible; the Lecture* on the English Church ('ateelnan, 
4 of either religion, as versed in both,’ he set himself j by Archbishop Seeker; Bishop haw's C*msi*h rations 
to W'riteon theology', and published The Rights of (he j oil the Theory of lit lotion, ami his Reflections on the 
Christian Church Asserted , and ( y hristunuty a* Old a v j Idfe and ( 'hornet* r of ( hrtst, are all works of stall- 


Powers of the Church, which was answered by'sevc-i ultimately separating from it, were those two re- 
ral of the high church clergy. These treatises have j markable men, Whitcflcld and We.dcv. Both w ere 1 
now' fallen into oblivion. They were perhaps useful j highly useful in their dav and generation, and th< v 1 
in preventing religious truths from stagnating in i enjoyed a popularity rarely attained by divines, 
that lukewarm age; but in adverting to them, we Gkorok Wiutkfiki.d was horn in Gloucester in i 
are reminded of the fine saying of Hall—* While 1714. lie took orders, and preached in London with 
; Protestants attended more to the points on which astonishing success, lie made several voyages to j 
; they difibred than those on which they agreed, while America, w here he was equally popular. Whitcflcld j 
i more zeal was employed in settling ceremonies and adopted the Calvinistie doctrines, and preached * 
j defending subtleties than in enforcing plain revealed them w ith incessant activity, and an eloquence im- ; 

! truths, the lovely fruits of peace and charity perished paralleled in its effects. As a popular orator he ’> 
| under the storms of controversy.’ was passionate and vehement, wielding his audiences ; 

j. A permanent service was rendered to the cause of almost at will, and so fascinating in his sty le and 
j Christianity by the writings of the Kkv. William manner, that Hume the historian said he was worth j 
Law (1686-17H1), author of a still popular work, travelling twenty miles to hear. He died in New- ' 
| A Serious Call to a Holy Life, which, happening to bury, New England, in 177a His w ritings are tame I 
! fall into the hands of Dr Johnson at college, gave and commonplace, and his admirers regretted that 
that eminent person 4 the first occasion of thinking he should have injured his fame bv resorting to ! 
in earnest of religion after he became capable of publication. ' * 

; rational inquiry/ Law was a Jacobite nonconfor- John Wesley was more learned, and in nil re- j 
* mist: .he was tutor to the father of Gibbon the sports better fitted to become the leader and founder [ 

; historian. of a sect. His father was rector of Kpworth, in Ltn- j 

j The two elementary works of Dn Isaac AY atts — colnshire, where John was born in 1703. lie was j 
his Logic , or the Right Use of Reason, published in educated at Oxford, where he and his brother Charles, 
1724, and his Improvement of the Mind (a supplement and a few other students, lived in a regular system of 
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pious study and discipline', whence they were deno¬ 
minated Methodists. After officiating a short time 
ns curate to his father, the young enthusiast set 
ofi as a missionary to Georgia, where he remained 
about two years. Shortly after his return in 1738, 
he commeneed field-preaching, occasionally travel¬ 
ling through every part of Great Britain and Ireland, 
where he established congregations of Methodists. 
Thousands flocked to his standard. The grand doc¬ 
trine of Wesley was universal redemption, as con¬ 
tradistinguished from the Calvinistio doctrine of 
particular redemption, and his proselytes were, by 
the act of conversion, made regenerate men. The 
Methodists also received lay converts as preachers, 
win*, by their itinerant ministrations and unquench¬ 
able enthusiasm, contributed materially to the ex- 
tenska^f their societies. Wcslcv continued writ¬ 
ing, preaching, and travelling, til! lie was eights- 
eight )ears of age; his nj*o*t<>iic earnestness and 
venerable appearance procured for him everywhere 
profound resjKct. lie had preached alwmt forty 
thousand sermons, and travelled three hundred 
thousand miles. His highly useful and lalmriofts 
career was terminated on the :M of March 1791. 
His body lay in a kind of stat* in his chapel at 
r.ondon the day prc\ ions to his interment, dressed 
in his c h rical hai»;t, with gown, cassock, and hand; 
the old clerical cap <>n hi.*, head, a IJible in one hand, 
and a white handkerchief in the other. The funeral 
service was read by one of his old preachers. ‘ When 
he came to that part of the service, " forasmuch as 
it hath pleased G**d to take unto himself the sold of 
our dear /«<» tJur,” hi* Mii.-e clmnged, mid he substi¬ 
tuted tht‘ word father ; an l the feeling with which 
he did this w ns sm h. that the congregation, who 
wi re sheddin:; silent tears, hurst at once into loud 
weeping.’ * At the time of Wcsle\ s diath, the 
tmmher of Mc?h<* lists m LurqM*. America, and tin* 
West India islands, was Ht,ooo ; they are now above 
a million -thru- hundred thousand of which ar in 
Great Britain and In land. The writings ami jour¬ 
nals of Wesley are very voluminous, hut he cannot 
be said to base produced any one \aluahle work in 
divinitv or general literatim*. 


! N ATM A v I! I, I. A III* Ml II— IH'l.ll ! WIM1.R 1>R JAMES 
lOSli.U JOHN 1.1.1,A N 1*. 

'l he English dissenters now Ugan to evince their 
regard f r learning ami their ardour in study. Di; 
Natiiamki. Eakdmk {!?»*I-17GS) produced some 
treatises of the highest importance to the theological 
| student. His works fill eh\en ix-taio volumes. 
Tim chief is ins ('reddulity of tin * Go \fttl History , 
published In twccn 1730 and 1757, in fifteen volumes, 
and in which proofs arc brought from innumerable 
| sources in the religious history and literature of the 
t first five centuries in favour of the truth of Chris¬ 
tianity. Another voluminous work,entitled .I Large 
' Collection of Ancient Jewish awl Heathen Testimonies 
to the Truth of tin ( hristian Jteliginn , appeared near 
the close of the author’s life, and completed a design, 
which, making allowance for the interruptions occa- 
; sinned by other studies and writings of less impor- 
, tana*, occupied his attention for forty-three years, 
i IIvgii Farmer (1714-1787), a pupil of Dr Dod- 
dridge. was author of several religious treatises, the 
1 most important of which is his Dissertation on 
Miracles, a work of close reasoning and profound 
thought This dissertation was published in 1771, 
I and still maintains its place as one of the bulwarks 
: of revealed religion. 

I Dr James Foster (1097-1752) is worthy of no- 


* Southey’s Life of Worley. 


ticc among the dissenting divines, as having obtained ! 
the poetical praise of Pope. He was originally an 
Independent, but afterwards joined the Baptists, and j 
w as one of the most popular preachers in London, j 
He wrote Tracts on Heresy, Discourses on Natural ! 
Religion and Social Virtue, and other theological 
works. 

John Lelasd (1G91-170G) was pastor of a con¬ 
gregation of Protestant dissenters in Dublin. lie 
wrote A I tew of the. Deistical Writers in Hngland, 
and an elaborate work on the Advantage and Neces¬ 
sity of the Christ tun Revelation. The former is a solid 
and valuable treatise, and is still regarded as one of 
the best confutations of infidelity. 

mi m en m.Ain. 

r l lm S- ottidi church at this time also contained j 
Miim able and accomplished divines. The equality 
of livings in the northern establishment, and the 
greater amount of pastoral labour devolved upon its 
ministers, are unfavourable 1' ■ studious researcher 
profound erudition. The Edinburgh clergy, how¬ 
ever, are generally men of talents and attainments, 
and the universities occasionally receive some of the 
U st divines as professors. One of the most popular 
and influential of the Scottish clergy was 1>r IIroil 
Blur, born in Edinburgh in 1718. He was at first 
minister of a country church in Fifeshire. but, being 
celebrated for his pulpit eloquence, lie was succes¬ 
sively preferred to the (’anongate. Lady Tester's, 
j and the High Church in Edinburgh, in 1759 he 
I commeneed a course of lectures on rhetoric and 
ladle* left res, which extended his literary reputation; 
and in 17ti3 lie published his I lister tat ion un the 
Poems i f ( fssian, a production evincing both critical 
taste and learning. In 1 777 appeared the first vo¬ 
lume of hi* Sermon >, w hich was so w*cll received that 
the author published three other volumes, and a 
fifth which he had prepared, was printed after his 
death. A royal fusion of 4*200 per annum further 
rewarded its author. Blair next published his Rhc- i 
tor ical Lectures, and they also met w ith a favourable 
reception. Though somew hat hard and dry in style : 
and manner, this work forms a useful guide to the 
young student: it is carefully arranged, contains 
abundance of examples in every department of lite¬ 
rary composition, and has also detailed criticisms on 
ancient and modern authors. The sermons, how- 
; ever, art* the most valuable of Blair's work?. They 
j are written w ith taste and elegance, and by incul- 
| eating Christian morality w ithout any allusion to 
I controversial topics, are suited to all classes of Chris- 
■ tiaus. Profound thought, or reasoning, or impas- 
j sinned eloquence, they certainly do not possess, and 
! in this resjxct they must lx* considered inferior to 
the i*ostlmmous sermons of I.ogan the poet, which, 
if occasionally irregular, or faulty in style, have 
more of devotional ardour ami vivid description. In 
society Dr Blair w as cheerful and polite, the friend 
of literature as w ell as of virtue. His predominant 
weakness seems to have been vanity, which was 
soon discovered by Bunts, in his memorable resi¬ 
dence in Edinburgh in 1787. Blair died on the 27th 
of December ISdo. 

[(hi the Cultivation of Taste.] 

[From * Blair** Lectures.’) 

Such studies have this peculiar advantage, that they 
exercise our reason without fatiguing it. They lead 
to inquiries acute, but not painful; profound, but not 
dry or abstruse, Thev strew flowers in the path of 
science, and while they keep the mind bent in some j 
degree and active, they relieve it at the same^time 
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from that more toilsome labour to which it must sub¬ 
mit in the acquisition of necessary erudition or the 
investigation of abstract truth. 

The cultivation of taste is further recommended by 
the happy effects which it naturally tends to produce 
on human life. The most busy man in the most 
active sphere cannot be always occupied by business, 
i Men of serious professions cannot always be on the 
| stretch of serious thought. Neither can the most gay 
: and flourishing situations of fortune afford any man the 
powerof filling all his hours with pleasure. Life must 
always languish in the hands of the idle. It will 
frequently languish even in the hands of the busy, if 
they have not some employment subsidiary to that 
which forms their main pursuit. How then shall 
these vacant spaces, those unemployed intervals, 
which more or less occur in the life of every one, l>e 
filled up? I low can we contrive to dispose of them 
in any way that shall be more agreeable in itself, or 
more consonant to the dignity of the human mind, 
than in tho entertainments of taste, and the study of 
polite literature? He who is so happy as to have 
acquired a relish for these, has always at hand an in¬ 
nocent and irreproachable amusement for his leisure 
hours, to save him from the danger of many a perni- 
j ciotts passion. He is not in hazard of being a burden 
i to himself. lie is not obliged to fly to low company, j 
| or to court the riot of loose pleasures, in order to cure 
j the tediousness of existence. 

j I Providence seems plainly to have pointed out this 
useful purpose to which the pleasures of taste may 
be applied, by interposing them in a middle station 
between the pleasures of sense and those of pure 
intellect. We were not designed to grovel always 
among objects so low as Hie former; nor are we cap¬ 
able of dwelling constantly in so high a region a* the 
latter. The pleasures of taste refresh the mind after 
the toils of the intellect and the labours of abstract 
study ; and they gradually raise it above the attach¬ 
ments of sense, and prepare it for the enjoyments of 
virtue. 

i So consonant is this to experience, that, in tho <*du- 
| cation of youth, no object has in every age appeared 
; more important to wise men than to tincture them 
! early with a relish for the entertainments of taste. 

The transition is commonly made with ease from thc>c 
j to the discharge of the higher and more important 
j duties of life. Good hopes may be entertained of 
j those whose minds have this liberal and elegant turn, 
j It is favourable to many virtues. Whereas, to he 
; entirely devoid of relish for eloquence, poetry, or any of 
' the fine arts, is justly construed to be an unpromising 
j symptom of youth ; and raises suspicions of their 
being prone to low gratifications, or destined to 
! drudge in the more vulgar and illiberal pursuits of 
| life. 

i There are indeed few good dispositions of any kind 
! with which the improvement of taste is not more or 
; less connected. A cultivated taste increases sensibi¬ 
lity to all the tender and humane passions, by giving 
j them frequent exercise; while it tends to weaken the 
more violent and fierce emotions. 

Ingenuas didicisse fideliter artes 

Emollifc mores, nec sinit esse ferns.* 

The elevated sentiments and high examples which 
poetry, eloquence, and history are often bringing under 
! our view, naturally tend to nourish in our minds 
public spirit, the love of glory, contempt of external 
fortune, and the admiration of what is truly illus¬ 
trious and great. 

I will not go so far as to say that the improvement 
of taste and of virtue is the same, or that they may 

* Those polished arts have humanised mankind, 

Softened the rude, and oalmed tho boisterous mind. 


always be expected to coexist in an equal degree. 
More powerful correctives than taste can apply are 
necessary for reforming the corrupt propensities which 
too frequently prevail among mankind. Elegant 
speculations are sometimes found to float on the sur¬ 
face of the mind, while bad passions possess the inte¬ 
rior regions of the heart. At the same time this 
cannot but be admitted, that the exercise of taste is, 
in its native tendency, moral and purifying. From 
reading the most admired productions of genius, 
whether in poetry or prose, almost every one rises 
with some good impressions left on his mind; and 
though these may not always be durable, they are at 
least to be ranked among the means of disposing the 
heart to virtue. One thing is certain, that with- ! 
mit possessing tho virtuous affections in a strong** 
degree, no man can attain eminence in the*ublinie j 
parts of eloquence. He must feel what a good man ji 
feels, if he expects jjxcatly to move or to interest man- ! i. 
kind. They are the ardent sentiments of honour, j 
virtue, magnanimity, and public spirit, that only can ‘ 
kindle that fire of genius, and call up into the mind , 
those high ideas, which attract the admiration of ages ; j; 
and if this spirit be necessary to produce the most ! 
distinguished effort** of eloquence’, it must be neces- j 
sarv also to our relishing them with proper taste and 
feeling. j 

1 bifprnv'c brfnroi Tastr and Gent f/s.j 

[from the same.] 

Ta**te and genius are two words frequently joined ! 
together, and therefore, by inaccurate thinkers, eon- , 
founded. They signify, however, two quite different 
; things. The difference between them can he clearly j 
pointed out, and it is of importance to remember it. 
Taste consists in the power of judging; genius in the 
power of executing. < hie may have a considerable 
degree of taste in poetry, eloquence, or any of the lino 
arts, who has little or hardly any genius for com¬ 
position or execution in any of these arts ; hut genius 
cannot he found without including taste ulso. Genius, 
therefore, deserves t<. be considered as a higher power 
of the iniiid than taste. Genius always imports some¬ 
thing inventive or creative, which does not rest in ! 
mere sensibility to beauty where it is perceived, hut ; 
which can, moreover, produce new beauties, and ex¬ 
hibit them in such a manner as strongly to impress U 
the minds of others. Helmed taste forms a good 1 
critic; but genius is further necessary to form the ; 
poet or the orator. 

It is proper also to observe, that genius is a word 
which, in common acceptation, extends much further 
than to the objects of taste. It is used to signify that ! 'j 
talent or aptitude which we receive from nature for 
excelling in any one thing whatever. Thus, we speak j 
of a genius for mathematics, as well as a genius for > 
poetry--of a genius for war, for politics, or for any ; 
mechanical employment. j 

This talent or aptitude for excelling in some one !t 
particular is, I have said, what we receive from nature, j ■ 
Hy art and study, no doubt, it may be greatly im- ! 
proved, but by them alone it cannot be acquired. An j' 
genius is a higher faculty than taste, it is ever, ac- } j 
cording to the usual frugality of nature, more limited i | 
in the sphere of its operations. It is not uncommon j 
to meet with persons who have an excellent taste in 
several of the polite arts, such as music, poetry, paint- 
ing, and eloquence, all together; but to find one who 
is an excellent performer in all these arts, is much 
more rare, or rather, indeed, such a one is not to be 
looked for. A sort of universal genius, or one who is 
equally and indifferently turned towards several diffe¬ 
rent professions and arts, is not likely to excel in any; 
although there may be some few exceptions, yet in 
general it holds, that when the bent of the mind is 
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wholly directed towards some one object, exclusive in 
a manner of others, there is the fairest prospect of 
eminence in that, whatever it be. The rays must 
converge to a point, in order to glow intensely. 

[On Sublimity .] 
i ' [From the sonic.] 

It is not easy to describe in words the precise iin- 
! pression which great and sublime objects make upon 
i us when we behold them ; but every one has a con¬ 
ception of it. It produces n sort of internal elevation 
i and expansion ; it raises the mind much above its 
!' ordinary state, and tills it with a degree of wonder 
11 and astonishment which it cannot well express. The 
ft emotion is certainly delightful, but it is altogether of 
j the serif is kind ; a degree of awfulness and solemnity, 
j even approaching l<» severity, commonly attends it 
when at its height, very distinguishable from the more 
gay and brisk emotion raised by beautiful objects. 

I The simplest form of external grandeur appears in 
the vast and boundless prospects presented to ns by 
i nature; such as wide extended plains, to which the 
: eye can see no limits, the firmament of heaven, or 
the boundless expanse of the orrin. All vastness 
produces the impression of sublimity. Jt is to be 
remarked, however, that space, extended in length, 
makes not so strong an impression a-* height <>r depth. 
Tlmuirh a boundless plain be a grand object, yet a 
high mountain, to which we look up, or an awful pre- 
( cipire or tower, whence we look down on the object- 
which lie below, i> still more so. The excessive gran¬ 
deur of the firmament urines from its height, joined to 
| its boundless extent ; and that of the ocean not front 
j its extent alone, but from the perpetual motion and 
j irresistible force of that m;i.o of waters. Wherever 
j space is concerned, it D clear that amplitude or great- 

I ness of extent in one dimension or other i> necessary 
to grandeur. Remove nil bounds fiom any object, 
ami you presently render it ■sublime. Hence inlmite 
j space, endless numbers, and eternal duration, fill the 
mi ml with great ideas. 

I from this some have imagined that vastness or 
amplitude of extent is the foundation of all sub¬ 
limity. Hut I cannot bo of this opinion, because | 
many objects appear sublime which have no relation i 
to space at all. Mich, for instance, is great loudness ! 
of sound. The burst of thunder or of cannon, tlie 


For the further illustration of this subject, it is 
proper to remark, that all ideas of the solemn and 
awful kind, and even bordering on the terrible, tend 
greatly to assist the sublime ; such as darkness, soli¬ 
tude, and silence. What are the scenes of nature that 
elevate the mind in the highest degree, and produce 
the sublime sensation ? Not the gay landscape, the 
flowery field, or the flourishing city ; but the hoary 
mountains, and the solitary lake, the aged forest, and 
the torrent falling over the rock. Hence, too, night 
scenes are commonly the most sublime. The firma¬ 
ment, when filled with stars, scattered in such vast 
numbers, and with such magnificent profusion, strikes 
the imagination with a more awful grandeur than 
when we view it enlightened with all the sp 1 ndour 
of the sun. The deep sound of a great Wll, or the 
striking of a great clock, are at any time grand, but, 
when heard amid the silence and stillness of the night, 
they become doubly so. Darkness is very' commonly 
applied for adding sublimity to all our ideas of the 
Deity : 4 He maketh darkness his pavilion, he dwelleth 
in the thick cloud.* So Milton 

If< .v nfr, ninidit 

Thick t nn<l 'lark, floe-, heaven's all rubn" fvro 

t'hoose t > re-i<le, his i?h>ry unob**rure<l, 

An-1 with the jnajf-ty of darkness, round 
('ircles his throne. 

Observe with lmw much art Virgil has introduced 
all those idea* of silence, x acuity, and darkness, when 
be is going to introduce his hero to the infernal re¬ 
gions, and to dDolose the secrets of the great deep:— 

Ye ‘•uhternmeanv,h M -e awful sway 
TTi-• uiidins trho-ts and silent t-luck** ; 

oh, < linos, h.-nr ! and l’hh io*thon profound ! 

X\ h »v solemn rntpir*' ■■t ret dies vv id.e around ! 

(iive nie. \e great tremendous jwowors, to t<_ 11 
' of - ftI5 d wonders in the dopth of hell ; 

o.vc m»*. your m: ;hty secrets to di-play 
Fr-uri those Mack realm** of darknes** to the (lay. — Pitt. 

t’h-onre tlmy went ; thiou Ji dreary .shades, that led 
Ah-uf: tlie waste domim-uis nf the dead ; 

As wander traveller- in woods by night, 

By the moon's doubtful and malignant light.—i>r«aVn. 

j These passages I quote at present, not so much as 
! instances of sublime writing, though in themselves 
i they truly are so, as to sh<*w, by the effect of them, 


roaring of winds, the shouting of multitudes, the 
sound of vast, cataracts of water, are all incontestably 
grand objects. 4 I heard the mice of a great multi¬ 
tude, as the sound of many waters, and of mighty 
thundering*, saying, Hallelujah.* In general, we 
may observe that great power and force exerted 
always raise sublime ideas ; and perhaps the most 
copious source of these is derived from this quarter. 
Hence the grandeur of earthquake* and burning moun¬ 
tains ; of great conflagrations ; of the stormy ocean 
and overflowing waters ; of tempests of wind ; of thun¬ 
der and lightning; and of aII the uncommon violence 
; of the elements : nothing is more sublime than mighty 
power and strength. A stream that runs within its 
banks is a beautiful object, but when it rushes down 
j with the impetuosity and noise of a torrent, it pre- 
i sently becomes a sublime one. From lions, and other 
j animals of strength, are drown sublime comparisons 
| in poets. A race-horse is looked upon with pleasure ; 
! but it is the war-horse, 1 whose neck is clothed with 
thunder ,’* that carries grandeur in its idea The en¬ 
gagement of two great armies, as it is* the highest 
exertion of human might, combines a variety of 
sources of the sublime, and has accordingly been 
always considered as one of the most striking and 
magnificent spectacles that can bo either presented to 
the e^e, or exhibited to the imagination in descrip¬ 
tion. 


i that the object** which they present to us belong to i« 
the class of sublime ones. 

(fbscurity, we are further to remark, is not unfavour- 
| able to the sublime. Though it render the object in- 1 
distinct, the impression, however, may be great ; for, 
as an ingenious author has well observed, it is one 
thing to make ap idea clear, and another to make it i 
affecting to the imagination ; and the imagination S 
may be strongly affected, and, in fact, often is so, by 
objects of which we have no clear conception. Thus 
we see that almost all the descriptions given us of the 
appearances of supernatural Wings, carry some sub- ] 
liinity, though the conceptions which they afford us ! 
Ik* confused and indistinct. Their sublimity arises 
from the ideas, which they always convey, of superior ! 
power and might, joined with an awful obscurity. 
We may see this fully exemplified in the following 
noble passage of the book of Job :—‘ In thoughts from J 
the visions of the night, when deep sleep falleth upon 
men, fear came upon me and trembling, which made j 
all my bones to shake. Then a spirit passed before j 
my face ; the hair of my flesh stood up : it stood still ; j 
but I could not discern the form thereof ; an image J 
was before mine eyes ; there was silence ; and I heard j 
a voice—Shall mortal man be more just tfian God I* 
(Job iv. 15.) No ideas, it is plain, arc so sublime as 
those taken from the Supreme .Being, the most un¬ 
known, but the greatest of all objects; the infinity 
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of whose nature, and the eternity of whose duration, 

, joined with the omnipotence of liis power, though they 
surpass our conceptions, yet exalt them to the highest. 
In general, all objects that are greatly raised above us, 
or far removed from us, either in space or in time, 
are apt to strike 11 s as great. Our viewing them as 
through the mist of distance or antiquity is favour- 
able to the impressions of their sublimity. 

! As obscurity, so disorder too is very compatible 
j with grandeur; nay, frequently heightens it. Few 
, things that arc strictly regular and methodical appear 
sublime. We see the limits on every side ; we feel 
ourselves confined ; there is no room for the mind's 
exerting any great effort. Exact proportion of parts, 
though it enters often into the beautiful, is much 
i disregarded in the sublime. A great mass of rocks, 

| throtvn together by the hand of nature with wildness 
| and confusion, strike the mind with more grandeur 
i than if they had been adjusted to one another with 
i the most accurate symmetry. 

| In the feeble attempts which human art can make 
; towards producing grand objects (feeble, I mean, in 
| comparison with the powers of nature), greatness ol j 
! dimensions always constitutes a principal part. N<> : 

I pile of buildings can convey any idea of sublimity, j 
i unless it be ample and lofty. There is, too, in archi- J 
j tecture, what is called greatness of manner, which j 
' seems chiefly to arise from presenting the object to u* i 
! in one full point of view, so that it shall make its \ 
impression whole, entire, and undivided upon the j 
: mind. A (iothic cathedral raises ideas of grandeur 
1 in our minds by its size, its height, its awful obscu- 
, rity, its strength, its antiquity, and its durability. 

’ There still remains to be mentioned one class of 
1 sublime objects, which may be called the moral or 
i sentimental sublime, arising from certain exertion*; of j 
i the human mincl, from certain affections and actions | 
! of our fellow-creatures. These will be found to be all, 
i or chiefly of that class, winch comes under the name { 
of magnanimity or heroism ; and they produce an 1 
effect extremely similar to what is produced by the 
view of grand objects in nature; filling the mind with 
admiration, and elevating it above itself. Wherever, 
in some critical and high situation, we behold a man j 
uncommonly intrepid, and resting upon himself, supe¬ 
rior to passion and to tear ; animated by some great 
principle to the contempt of popular opinion, of selfish 
interest, of dangers, or of death, there we are struck 
with a sense of the sublime. 

High virtue is the most natural and fertile source 
! of this moral sublimity. However, on some occasions, 

; w T here virtue either has no place, or is but imperfectly 
I displayed, yet if extraordinary vigour and force of 
j mind be discovered, we arc not insensible to a degree 
| of grandeur in the character; and from the splendid 
' conqueror, or the daring conspirator, whom we are far 
! from approving, we cannot withhold our admiration. 


I)It GEORGE CAMPBELL. ^ 

Dr George Campbell, professor of divinity and 
afterwards principal of Marischal college, Aberdeen, 
was a theologian and critic of more vigorous intel¬ 
lect and various learning than Dr Blair. Dis J>/s- 
sertQtim^n^Mirt£ctcs, written in reply to Hume, is a 
conclusive and masterly piece of reasoning; and his 
Philosophy of Rhetmjj p i pu blished in I77fD is perhaps 
the Dest nook ot l the lumT'BTfice XfTsftitle. Most of 
the other works on this subject are little else but 
compilations, but Campbell brought to it a high 
degree pf ■ph il c T s n pk ical a cume n and learned research,^ 
Its utility is also equaf to jfs depth and oiigiu^jty ; 
the philosopher finds in it exercise for Tils ingenuity, 
and the student may safely consult it for its practical 
suggestions and illustrations. Dr Campbell’s other 


works are, a Translation of the Four Gospels , worthy 
of his talents, some sermons preached on public 
occasions, and a series of Lectures on Ecclesiastical 
History , which w'ere not published till after his death. 
It is worthy of remark that Hume himself admitted 
the ‘ ingenuity’ of Campbell's reply to his sceptical 
opinions, and the ‘great learning’ of the author. The 
well-known hypothesis of Hume is, that no testi¬ 
mony for any kind of miracle can ever amount to a 
probability, much less to a proof. To this Dr Camp¬ 
bell opposed the argument that testimony has a 
natural and original influence on belief, antecedent 
to experience, in illustration of which lie remarked, 
that the earliest assent which is given to testimony 
by children, and which is previous to all experience, 
is in fact the most unlimited. 11 is answer is divided 
into two parts; first, that miracles are capable of 
proof from testimony, and religious miracles not less 
than others; and, secondly, that the miracles on 
which the belief of Christianity is founded, an* suffi¬ 
ciently attested. CamplKdl had no fear for the re¬ 
sult of such discussions :—' I do not hesitate to 
affirm,’ he says, ‘that our religion l»as Iveen indebted 
to the attempts , though not to the intentions, of its 
bitterest enemies. They have tried its strength, 
indeed, and, by trying, they have displayed its 
strength; and that in so clear a light, as we could 
never have hoped, without such a trial, to have 
viewed it in. I.*! them, therefore, write ; let them 
argue, and, when arguments fail, even let them 
cavil against religion as much as they please; I 
should he heartily sorry that ever in this island, the 
asylum ofJibwty, where the spirit of Christianity 
iS'hptffir understood (however defective the inhabi- 
I tants are in the observance of its precepts) than in 
| any other part of the Christian world; 1 should, 1 
I say, he sorry that in this island so great a disservice 
were done to religion as to cheek its adversaries in 
any other way than by returning a candid answer 
to their objection*. 1 must at the same time ac¬ 
knowledge, that 1 am both ashamed and grieved 
when I observe any friends of religion betray so 
great a diffidence in the goodness of their eause (for 
to this diffidence alone can if be imputed), as to show 
an inclination for recurring to more forcible methods. 
The assaults of infidels, I may venture to prophecy, 
will never overturn our religion. They will prove 
not more hurtful to the Christian system, if it l>e 
allowed to compare small things with the greatest, 
than the boisterous winds are said to prove to the 
sturdy oak. They shake it impetuously for a time, 
and loudly threaten its subversion ; whilst, in efleet, 
they only serve to make it strike its roots the deeper, 
and stand the firmer ever after.’ 

In the same manly spirit, and reliance on the 
ultimate triumph of truth, Dr Campbell was opposed 
to the penal laws against the Catholics ; and in 1779, 
when the country was agitated with that intolerant 
zeal against Popery, which in the following year 
burst out in riots in London, he issued an Address 
to the People of Scotland , remarkable for its cogency 
of argument and its just amj enlightened sentiments. 
For this service to true religion and toleration the 1 
mob of Aberdeen broke the author’s windows, and 
nicknamed him ‘Pope Campbell.' In 1795, when 
far advanced in life, Dr Campbell received a pen- ; 
sion of £'100 from the Crown, on which lie resigned 
his professorship, and his situation as principal of 
Marischal college. lie enjoyed this well-earned re¬ 
ward only one year, dying in 1798, in his seventy- 
seventh year. With the single exception of Dr S 
Robertson the historian (who shone in a totally , 
different walk), the name of l)r Campbell is the j 
greatest which the Scottish church can number . 
among its clergy. ! 
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I>!1 NA3ICKL JOHN HON. 

! Tl»is department of our literature was unusually 
rich at the present period, as it included nearly all 
the great names that shone in poetry, fiction, politics, 
philosophy, and criticism. First, as exercising a 
| mfmr commanding influence than any other of his 
j | contemporaries, rnav he mentioned Du Johnson, 
jj already distinguished as a moral poet and essayist. 

I In 17/i.* Johnson published his bietionary of the En<j~ 
j VtJth Language , which had occupied the greater part 
| of his time for seven years. In 17 g:» apjaared his 
j edition of Shakspeare, containing little that is valu¬ 
able in the way of annotation, but introduced by a 
In J powerful anti juaaterly preface. In 1770 and 1771 
j Tie wrote' two political pamphlets in support of the 
jj measures of government, The false Alarm , and 
Thoughts on the late Transactions respect iny the Falk- 
ij land Islands. Though often harsh, contemptuous, 

1 •• and intolerant, these pamphlets arc admirablepirm? 
jl of composition -full of nerve and controversial zeal. 

' in 177a appeared his Journey to the Western Isles of 
h Scotland; and in 1781 his Lives of the Poets. It was 
; the felicity of Juhrtson, as of Drydcii, to improve as 
' an author as he advanced in years, and to w rite best 
I after he had passe d that period of life when many 
! men are almost incapable of intellectual exertion. 

In reviewing the ah >\r works, little other language 
j need he employed than that of eulogy. The Dic¬ 
tionary is a valuable practical work, to»t remarkable 
i for philological research, hut for its happy a n d 
j luminous definitions, the result of gn at sagacity, pre- 
j cision of understanding, and cTcaSrhess of ex]»ressl6n. 

A few of the definitions betray the person:iiTceTIiigs 
!■ and peculiarities of the author, and have been much 
ridiculed. For example, 4 Kxei,-e,’ which (as a Tory 
{ hating Walpole and tin.* Whig excise act) he defines, 

4 A hateful tax levied upon commodities, and nd- 
| judged, not by the common judges of property, but 
i wretches hired by those to whom excise is paid.' 

A pension is defined to he * an allowance made to 
j any one without an equivalent. In England it is 
! generally understood to mean pay given to a state- 
] hireling for treason to his country.’ After Hindi a 
j definition, it is scarcely tube wondered that Johnson 
| paused, and felt some ‘ compunctious visiting** before 
lie accept* d a pcmdoti himself! Oats he defines, * A 
grain w hich in England is generally given to horses, 
hut in Scotland supports the peopled This gave 
1 mortal oflenee to the natives of Scotland, and is 
! hardly yet forgiven; lmt the best reply was the 
lmppy observation of Lord Llihank, * Yes, and w here 
t will you find suck., horses ami such nun?’ The 
i 4 Journey to the Western Isles’ makes no pretension 
ji to scientific di*co\ery. but it is an entertaining and 
; finely written work. In the Highlands, the poetical 
imagination of Johnson expanded with the new 
■ scenery and forms of life presented to his contcnipla- 
1 tion. IIis love of feudalism, of clanship, and of 
, ancient Jacobite families, found full scojk* ; and as he 
i was always a close observer, his descriptions convey 
| much pleasing and original information. His com- 
j plaints of the w’ant of woods in Scotland, though 
j dwelt upon with a ludicrous ]H i rseverance aud 
qucrulousness, had fhe effect of getting the landlords 
to plant .their"bleak moors and mountains, and im- 
! prove the aspect of the country. The ‘ Lives of the 
Hoots* have a ftgedoni of style, a vigour of thought, 
and happiness of illustritiion, rarely attained even by 
their authyr. The plan of the work was defective, 
as the lives begin only with Cowley, excluding all 
the previous poets from Chaucer downwards. Some 
feeble and worthless rhymesters also obtained niches 
in Johnson’s gallery; but the most serious defect of 


the whole is the injustice done to some of our greatest 
n ms ter s of song, in consequence of the political or j 
personal prejudices of the author. To Milton he is 
strikingly unjust, though his criticism on Paradise 
Lost is able and profound. Gray is treated with a 
coarseness and insensibility derogatoir only to tlie 
(Tttfrf arid in general, as we have before had occa¬ 
sion to remark, the higher order of imaginative 
poetry sutlers under the ponderous hand of John¬ 
son. Ifcs Jieauties w ere too airy and ethereal for his . 
| gnupr- too Rubfle for his feeling or understandings ' 
j A few r extracts are subjoined, to illustrate his pecu- j 
liar but impressive and animated style. j 

! I 

i ( /•’/•■///I the Prtface to the hu liuuury.] 

It is the fare of tho>e who toil at the low'er employ- 1 
i rnents of life to he r ather dri ven by the fear of evil, 
than attracted by the prospect of good; to l>e exposed 
to V*Misuro without hope of praise : to be disgraced 
by miscarriage, or punished for neglect, where success 
would have been without applause, and diligence 
! without reward. 

! Among thee uiihappy mortals is the writer of dic- 
I tionaries; w hom mankind have considered, not as the 
! pupil, hut the slave of science, the pioneer of literature, 

; doomed only to remove rubbish and clear obstructions ■ 
j from the paths tVough which learning and genius 
. pros forward to conquest and glory, without bestow¬ 
ing a smile on the humble drudge that facilitates 
their progress. Every other author may aspire to praise; 
the lexicographer can only hope to ♦ •-cape reproach, 

, and even this negathe recompense has been yet 
granted to \ cry few. 

I have, notwithstanding this discouragement, at¬ 
tempted a dictionary of the English language, which, 

| while it was employed in the cultivation of every 
' species of literature, has it self been hitherto neglected ; 

I xutb-red to spread, under the direetion of chaij.c^ iiito 

j wild exuberan^Yresigned fotht ’tyranny of time and. 
j fashion ; and closed to the corruptions of IgnuiiUice, 

1 and' ea price* ( ; f innovation. 

{ No hook was ever turned from one language into 
another without imparting something of it^ native 
I idiom ; this is the most mischievous and comprehen- 
! si ve innovation ; single words may enter hv thousands, 

| and the fabric of the tongue continue the same ; but 
new phraseology changes much at once ; it alters not 
the “ingle stones of the building, but the order of the 
columns. If an academy should Ik* established for 
the cultivation of our style—which I, who can never 
wish to see de|x*ndence multiplied, hope the spirit of 
English liberty w ill hinder or destroy—let them, in¬ 
stead of compiling grammars and dictionaries, en¬ 
deavour, with all their infiuence, to stop the license 
of translators, whose idleness and ignorance, if it be 
sutiered to proceed, will reduce us to babble a dialect 
of France. 

rrTTie changes that we fear be thus irresistible, 
what remains but to acquiesce with silence, as in the 
othw insurmountable disUesaa* of humanity. It re¬ 
mains Hiat w^ rctrrrTl what we cainiot repel, that we 
palliate what we callhot CdhC Tafe maybe lengthened 
by cure, though death cannot be ultimately defeated ; 
tongues, likg ^ovcnuncut*, lutv^a natural tendency to 
TTe^nc'ratiau; we have long preserved our const it u- 
tmii t us make some struggles for our language. 

In hope of giving longevity to that which its own 
nature forbids to be immortal, 1 have devoted this j 
lx>ok, the labour of years, tu Jh« honour ot wy 
Country, that we limy no longer yield the palm of 
philology, without a contest, to the nations of tho 
continent. Tha.chief glory of every people 
from its authors: whether 1 shall add anything by 
my own Writings to the reputation of English litera- j 
ture, must be left to time; much ot my life has been 
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| lost under the pressures of disease; much has been 
I trifled away; and much has always been spent in 
j provision for the day that was passing over me; but I 
shall not think my employment useless or ignoble, 
if, by my assistance, foreign nations and distant ages 
gain access to the propagators of knowledge, and un¬ 
derstand the teachers of truth; if my labours afford 
light to the repositories of science, and add cclc byltv 
to Bacon, to Hooker, to Milton, and t<5'Beyle."" 

When I am animated wiSh^ l Took with 

pleasure on my book, however defective, and deliver 
it to the world with the spirit of a man that luis en¬ 
deavoured well. That ■4%—irlTT immediately become 
popular, I have not promised to myself; a few wild 
blunders and risible absurdities, from which no work 
of such multiplicity was ever free, may for a time 
furnish folly with laughter, and harden ignorance 
into contempt; but useful diligence will at last pre¬ 
vail, and there never can be wanting some who dis¬ 
tinguish desert, who will consider that no dictionary 
of a living tongue ever can he perfect, since, while it 
is hastening to publication, some words art* budding 
and some falling away ; that a whole life cannot be 
spent upon syntax and etymology, and that even a 
whole life would not be sufficient; that he whose de¬ 
sign includes whatever language can express, must 
often speak of what he does not understand; that a 
writer will sometimes be hurried bv eagerness to the 
end, and sometimes faint with weariness under a task 
which Scaliger compares to the labours of thejuivel¬ 
and the mine ; that what is obvious- isTTot always 
known, and what is known is not always present; 
that sudden fits of inadvertency will surprise vigi¬ 
lance, slight avocations will seduce attention, and 
casual eclipses of the mind will darken learning; 
and that the writer shall often in vain trace his 
memory at the moment of need for that which yester¬ 
day he knew with intuitive readiness, and which vvill 
come uncalled into his thoughts to-morrow. 

! In this work, when it shall be found that much i> 

J omitted, let it not be forgotten that much likewise is 
| performed; and though no book was ever spared out 
! of tenderness to the author, and the world is little 
solicitous to know whence proceeded the faults of 
that which it condemns, yet it may gratify curioMty 
to inform it, that the English Dictionary was written 
with little assistance of the learned, and without any 
patronage of the great; not in the soft obscurities of 
retirement, or under the shelter of academic bowers, 
but amid inconvenience and distraction, in sickness 
and in sorrow. It may repress the triumph of 
malignant criticism to observe, that if our language is 
notIlCrG fully displayed, I have only failed in an at¬ 
tempt which no human powers have hitherto com¬ 
pleted. If the lexicons of ancient tongues, now 
immutably fixed, and comprised in a lew volumes, be 
yet, after the toil of successive ages, inadequate and 
delusive; if the -aggregated knowledge and co-ope¬ 
rating diligence of the Italian academicians did not 
secure them from the censure of Bern ; if the embodied 
critics of France, when fifty years had been spent upon 
their work, were obliged to change its economy, and 
give their second edition another form, I may surely 
be contented without the praise of perfection, which, if 
I could obtain in this gloom of solitude, what would 
it avail me? I have protracted" ffiy work till most of 
those whom I wished to please have sunk into the 
grave, and success and miscarriage are empty sounds. 

I therefore.disjpyss it with frigid tranquillity, having 
little tQ.&&r or Hope from censure or from praise, 

[Reflections on Landing at Iona.'] 

[From tho * Journey to the Western Ibles/J 
We were now treading that illustrious island which 
was once the luminary of the Caledonian regions, 


whence savage clanB and roving barbarians derived 
the benefits of k&pjf.ledgc and the blessings of rgjj g io m 
To abstract the mind from all toc&TEmotion would 
be impossible if it. were endeavoured,ytnd would be 
fotilislnifLik were possible.^ Whatever“withdraws us 
from the power of our senses, whatever makes tho past, 
the distant, or the future, predominate over tho pre¬ 
sent, advances us in the dignity of thinking beings. 
Fur from me and my friends be such frigid philosophy 
as limy conduct us indifferent and unmoved over any 
ground which has been dignified by wisdom, br avery , 
or virtue. The man is tttttTfo T>e c^’Ted wIidse pa¬ 
triotism would not gain force on the plains of Mara¬ 
thon, or whose piety would not grow warmer among I 
the ruins of Iona. ! 

! 

[Parallel between Pope and Drydcn.'] % 

[From the ‘ Lives of the Foots.’j i 

Pope professed to have learned his poetry from j 
Pryden, whom, whenever an opportunity was pro- : 
seated, he praised through his whole life with un¬ 
varied liberality ; and perhaps his character may 
receive some illustration, if he be compared with bis 
master. 

Integrity eff vuulerstaiuliiig and nicety of discern¬ 
ment were not allotted in u liuii. proportion to Pryden 
than to Pope. The rectitude of Dry den’s mind was 
sufficiently shown by the dismission of hi* poetical 
prejudices, and the rejection of unnatural thoughts 
and rugged numbers. But Pryden never desired to 
apply all the judgment that he had. He wrote, and 
professed to write, merely for the people ; and when 
he pleased others lie contented himself. He spent no 
time in struggles to rouse latent powers ; Ik* never 
attempted to make that better which was already 
good, nor often to mend what he must have known to 
be faulty. He wrote, as he tells us, with very little ; 
consideration ; when occasion or necessity called upon 
him, he poured out what the present moment hap¬ 
pened to supply, and, when once it hud passed the ’ 
press, ejected it from his mind ; for when he had no 
pecuniary interest, he had no further solicitude. j 

Pope was not content to satisfy: he desired to j 
excel, and therefore always endeavoured to do his ! 
bed : he did not court the candour, but dared the j 
judgment of his reader, and expecting no indul- J 
gence from others, he showed none to Himself. He j 
examined lines and words with minute and puneti- | 
lious observation, and retouched every part with in¬ 
defatigable diligence, till he had left nothing to be 
forgiven. 

For this reason he kept his pieces very long in his 
hands, while lie considered and reconsidered them. 
The only poems which can be supposed to have been 
written with such regard to the times as might hasten 
their publication, were the two satire** of ‘ Thirty- 
eight,* of which Dodslcy told me that they were 
brought to him bv the author that they might be 
fairly copied. ‘Almost every line,’ he said, ‘was 
then written twice over; 1 gave him a clean transcript, 
which he sent sometime afterwards to me for the press, 
with almost every line written twice over a second 
time.* 

His declaration, that his care for his works ceased 
at their publication, was not strictly true. Ilia pa¬ 
rental attention never abandoned them; what he 
found amiss in the first edition, he silently corrected 
in those that followed. He appears to have revised 
the ‘Iliad,* and freed it from some of its imper¬ 
fections ; and the * Essay on Criticism* received many 
improvements after its first appearance. It will sel¬ 
dom be found that he altered without adding jcle&y- , 
ness, elegance, or yjjjQjjr. 

.Pope had t^rHana the Judgment of Drtdfln. hut 
Dry den UefFamly wanteqtlie dilij$&ce. olPope. 
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Hi acquir ed knowledge, the superiority must be 
alfowed to TTrycTeh, - whose education was more scho¬ 
lastic, and who, before he became an author, had been 
allowed more time for study, with better means of in¬ 
formation. Ilis mind has a larger range, and he 
collects his images and illustrations from a more ex¬ 
tensive circumference of science. Dryden knew more 
of man in his general nature, and Pope in his local 
manners. The notions of Dryden were formed by 
comprehensive speculation, and those of Pope by 
mmuW attention. There is more dignity in the 
knowledge of Dryden, and more certainty in that of 
Pope. 

Poetry was not the sole praise of either ; for both 
excelled likewise in prose ; but Pope did not borrow 
his prose from his predecessor. The style of Dryden 
is caprkiou* 40ul varied, that of Pope is cautious and 
uniform. Dryden obeys the motions of his own mind, 
Pope constrains his mind to his own rules of composi¬ 
tion. Dryden is so meti mes vehement and rapid, JVpe 
is always smooth, uniform, and gentle. Dryden’s 
page is a natural field, rising into rnerpalitic*, and 
diversified by the varied exuberance of abundant ve¬ 
getation, Pope’s is a velvet lawn, shaven by the 
scythe, and levelled by the roller. 

Of geniu^ that power which constitutes a poet, 
that Quality without which judgment is cold and 
knowledge is inert, that energy which collects, com¬ 
bines, amplifies, and animates, the superiority must, 
with some hesitation, be allowed to Dryden. It is 
not to be inferred that of this poetical \igour Pope 
had only a little, became Dryden had nmre ; for every 
other writer since Milton must give place to pope; 
and even of Dryden it must be said, that if ha- JLm* 
brighter paragraphs, he has not better poems. Dry- 
denV performances were always ha*ty. either exeited 
by some external occasion, or extorted l*y domestic 
necessity; he ci#mpo>ed without consideration, and 
published without correction. What his mind could 
supply at call, or gather in one excursion, wa* all 
that he sought, and all that he gave. The dilatory 
caution of Pope enabled him to condense hi* scuti- 
ments, to multiply Lis images, ami to accumulate all 
that study might produce or chance might supply. 
If the flights of Dry den, therefore, fere higher, Pupa 
continues longer ou ike wing. If of Dry den's fire 
the blaze is brighter, of Pope’s the heat is more regu¬ 
lar and constant. Dryden often surpasses expecta¬ 
tion, and Pope never falls below it. Dryden is read 
with frequent aatoiuahiiumt* and Pope with perpetual 
delight. 

This parallel will, I hope, when it is well consi¬ 
dered, be found just ; and if the reader should sus¬ 
pect me, as I suspect myself, of some partial fondness 
for the memory of Dryden, let him not too hastily 
condemn me, for meditation and inquiry may, per¬ 
haps, show him the reasonableness of my determi¬ 
nation. 


our late contests with France and Spain, a vary small 
part ever felt the stroke of an enemy; the rest lan- | 
guished in tents and ships, amidst damps and putre¬ 
faction ; pale, torpid, spiritless* .fend ht?4to@ ; fiiSPHig j 
and groartingj Unpltieu among men x made ob fluf atc j 
by long Ctmtfntiahce of hopeless misery ; wer&ifct j 
last whelmed in pits, or heaved into the ocean* frith- 
out notice'aiVd without remembrance. By incommo- ! 
dions encampments and unwholesgpie stations, where ! 
courage jg'useless and enterprise impracticable, fleets | 
arO fllfently dispeopled, and armlersTuggTsKTy^ melted j 


away. 

Thus is a people gradually exhausted, for the most 
part, with little effect. The wars of civilised nations 
make ^ery slow changes in the system of empire. 
The public perceives scarcely any alteration but an 
increase of debt; and the few individuals who are 
benefited are net supposed to have the clearest right 
to their advantages. If he that shared the danger 
enjoyed the profit, and. ^fterjldeeding in the battle, 
glew ilrtrtjy'Urn victory, he misfit showills gains with¬ 
out envy. But at the conclusion of a ten years’ war, 
how art we recompensed for the death of multitudes 
and the expense of millions, but by contemplating 
the sudden glories of paymasters and agents, contrac¬ 
tors and commissaries, whose equipages shine like 
meteors, and whose palaces rise like exhalations ? 


OLIVER GOLDSMITH. 

The ‘Citizen of the World.’ by (I oi.dsmith, was pub¬ 
lished in a collected shape in 1762, and his ‘Essays’ 
about the same time. As a light critic, a sportive 
yet tender..feudjiisinuatini**miiraltftfT'Rttff‘tftt&tver of 
mciV'feiuT manner*, we TiiCfe Tin"Hesitation in placing 
OoMsmtth far above Johnson. JjUfijdmste humour, 
poetical fancy, and adnurahln atylg, roTflteT'Wese 
essays (for the Citizen of the World consists of de¬ 
tached pieces) a mine of lively and profound thought, 
happy irogfiDh PTOV E u &j sk The story ofthe 
(>TtT Soldier, Beau Tibbs, the Reverie at the Boar’s 
Head Tavern, and the Strolling J’layer, arc in the 
fi nest vein of store-tolling ; while the Eastern Apo- 
r<7^r~AWh, an “Eastern Tale, and Alcander and 
Septimius, arc tinged with the light of true poetry 
and imagination. Where the author speaks of actual 
Hfr. aiui the ‘fashion of our estate,’ we sec the 
yvorkings of experience and a finely meditative i 
mind.' ’Tlie TTistort* of Animated Nature,* iOT’put)- ; 
RSftecT till after his death, is imbued with the same i 
graces of composition. Goldsmith was no iiaturahit, 1 
strictly shaking, but his descriptions are often ! 
vivid and beautiful, and his history is well calcu¬ 
lated to awaken a love of nature and a study of its 
various phenomena. 

[Sniery of ifn A?jn>.] j 


[Picture of the Miseries of Hue.] 

[From tho * Thoughts on the Falkland L-hunK*] 

It is wonderful with what coolness and iudiflyrence 
!' the greater part of mankind see war commenced. 
Those that hear of it at a distance or read of it in 
books, but have never presented its evils to their 
minds, consider it as little more than a splendid game, 
a proclamation, an army, a battle, ami a triumph. 
Some, indeed, must perish in the successful field, but 
they die upon the bed of ho nour, resign thait ljyes 
j Kngland-s 

j glory, smile in death! 

The life of a modern soldier is ill represented by 
heroic fiction. War has means of destruction more 
formidable than the cannon and the sword. Of 
the thousands and ten thousands that perished in 


[From the * History of the Earth and Animated Nature.’] ' 

Nothing can be finer or more exact than Mr Pope’s 
description of a traveller straining up the Alps. 
Every mountain he comes to he thinks will be the 
last: he finds, however, an unexpected hill rise before 
him ; and that being sealed, he finds the highest sum¬ 
mit almost at as great a distance as before. Upon 
quitting the plain, he might have left a green ami 
fertile soil, and a climate warm and pleasing. As lie 
ascends, the ground assumes a more russet colour, the 
gvass becomes more mossy, and the weather more j 
moderate. When he is still higher, the weather be- j 
comes more cold, and the earth more barren. In this 
dreary passage he is often entertained with a little 
valley of surprising verdure, caused by the reflected 
heat of the sun collected into a narrow spot on the 
surrounding heights. But it much more 
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happens that he sees only frightful precipices beneath, 
and lakes of amazing depth, from whence rivers are 
formed, and fountains derive their original. On those 
places next the highest summits vegetation is scarcely 
carried on: here and there a few plants of the most 
hardy kind appear. The air is intolerably cold— 
either continually refrigerated with frosts, or dis¬ 
turbed with tempests. All the ground here wears an 
eternal covering of ice and snow, that seem con¬ 
tinually accumulating. Upon emerging from this 
war of the elements, he ascends into a purer and 
serener region, where vegetation is entirely ceased— 
where the precipices, composed entirely of rocks, rise 
j perpendicularly above him ; while he views beneath 
j him all the combat of the elements, clouds at his feet, 
and thunders darting upwards from their bosoms be- 
j low. A thousand meteors, which are never seen on the 
i plain, present themselves. Circular rainbows, mock 
j suns, the shadow of the mountain projected upon the 
i body of the air, and the traveller’s own image re¬ 
flected as in a looking-glass upon the opposite cloud. 

[A Shirk of (he f mVf.’V/'.] 

[From the .same.] 

I The world may be considered as one vast mansion, 
i where man lias been admitted to enjoy, to admire, 

I and to be grateful. The first desires of savage nature 
I are merely to gratify the importunities of sensual ap¬ 
petite, and to neglect the contemplation of things 
I barely satisfied with their enjoyment; the beauties of 
j nature, and all the wonders of creation, have but little 
' charms for a being taken up in obviating the wants 
of the day, and anxious for precarious subsistence. 

Our philosophers, therefore, who have testified such 
surprise at the want of curiosity in the ignorant, seem 
1 not to consider that they are usually employed in 
I making provisions of a more important nature—in 
’ providing rather for the necessities than the amu^e- 
! ments of life. It is not till our more pressing wants 
; are sufficiently supplied, that we can attend to the 
j calls of curiosity ; so that in every age scientific rc- 
i {moment has been the latest effort of human industry. 

! But human curiosity, though at first slowly excited, * 
being at last possessed of leihure for indulging it^ pro- j 
pensity, becomes one of the greatest amusements i»f ! 
life, and gives higher satisfactions than what even the j 
; senses can afford. A man of this disposition turns ! 
all nature into a magnificent theatre, replete with j 
objects of wonder and surprise, and fitted up chiefly j 
; for his happiness and entertainment; he industriously | 


that, suspending the constant exertion of his power, 
he endued matter with a quality by which the uni¬ 
versal economy of nature might be continued, without 
his immediate assistance. This quality is called at¬ 
traction, a sort of approximating influence, which all 
bodies, whether terrestrial or celestial, arc found to 
possess ; and which, in all, increases as the quantity of 
matter in each increases. The sun, by far the great¬ 
est body in our system, is, of consequence, possessed 
of much the greatest share of this attracting power ; 
! and all the planets, of which our earth is one, are, of 
J course, entirely subject to its superior influence. Were 
i this power, therefore, left uncontrolled by any other, 
the sun must quickly have attracted all the bodies of 
our celestial system to itself; but it is equally coun¬ 
teracted by another power of equal efficacy ; namely, 
a progressive force which each planet received when it 
was impelled forward by the divine architect upon its 
first formation. The heavenly bodies of our system 
being thus acted upon by two opposing powers; 
namely, by that of attraction, which draws them to¬ 
wards the sun, and that of impulsion, which drives 
them straight forward into the great void of space, 
they pursue a track between these contrary directions; 
and each, like a stone whirled ub» ut in a sling, obey¬ 
ing two opposite forces, circulates round its great 
centre of heat and motion. 

In this manner, therefore, is the harmony of our 
planetary system preserved. The sun, in the midst, 
gives heat and light and circular motion to the 
planets which surround it : Mercury, Venus, the 
Barth, Mar>, Jupiter, and Saturn, perform their con¬ 
stant circuits at diderent distances, each taking up a 
time to complete its revolutions, proportioned to the 
greatness of the circle which it i- to describe. ’J hr 
lesser planets, also, which arc attendants upon some 
of the greater, are subject to the same laws ; they cir¬ 
culate with the same exactness, ami are in the same 
manner influenced by their respect nc centum ol 
motion. 

Besides iho-c bodies which make a part of our 
peculiar system, and which may be said to reside 
within its great circumference, there are others that 
frequently come among us from the most distant tract* 
of space, and that seem like dangerous intruders upon 
the beautiful simplicity of nature. These are comets, 
whose appearance was once so terrible to mankind, 
and the theory of which is so little understood at pre¬ 
sent; all we know is, that their number is much 
greater than that of the planets, and that, like these, 
they roll in orbits, in some measuie obedient to solar 


I 

I 


: examines all things, from the minutest insect to the \ 
; most finished animal, and when his limited organs 
| can no longer make the disquisition, he sends out his 
| imagination upon new inquiries. 

! Nothing, therefore, can be more august and striking 
than the idea which his reason, aided by his imagina- 
I tion, furnishes of the universe around him. Astrono¬ 
mers tell us that this earth which we inhabit forms 
but a very minute part in that great assemblage of 
bodies of which the world is composed. It is a mil¬ 
lion of times less than the sun, by which it is en¬ 
lightened. The planets, also, which, like it, are sub¬ 
ordinate to the sun’s influence, exceed the earth one 
| thousand times in magnitude. These, which were at 
first supposed to wander in the heavens without any 
fixed path, and that took their name from their ap¬ 
parent deviations, have long been found to perform 
their circuits with great exactness and strict regula¬ 
rity. They have been discovered as forming with our 
earth a system of bodies circulating round the sun, 
all obedient to one law, and impelled by one com¬ 
mon influence. 

Modem philosophy has taught us to believe, that 
when the great Author of nature began the work of i 
creation, he chose to operate by second causes ; and J 


influence. Astronomers have endeavoured to calcu¬ 
late the returning periods of many of them ; but ex¬ 
perience has not, ns yet, confirmed the xerneity of 
their investigations. Indeed, who can tell, when those 
wanderers have made their excursions into other 
worlds and distant systems, what obstacles may be 
found to oppose their progress, to accelerate their 1110 - 
tions, or retard their return f 

But what we have hitherto attempted to sketch is 
but a small part of that gieat fabric in which the 
Deity has thought proper to manifest his w isdom ami 
omnipotence. There are multitudes of other bodies 
dispersed over the face of the lu-au iH, that lie too re¬ 
mote for examination ; these have no motion such as 
the planets are found to possess, and are therefore 
called fixed stars; and from their extreme brilliancy 
and their immense distance, philosophers have been 
induced to suppose them to be suns resembling that 
which enlivens our system. As the imagination, also, 
once excited, is seldom content to atop, it has fur¬ 
nished each with an attendant system of planets be¬ 
longing to itself, and has even induced some to deplore 
the fate of those systems whose imagined suns, 
which sometimes happens, have become no longer 
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But conjectures of this kind, which no reasoning can 
ascertain nor experiment reach, are rather amusing 
than useful. Though we see the greatness and wis¬ 
dom of the Deity in all the seeming worlds that 
surround us, it is our chief concern to trace him in 
that which we inhabit. The examination of the earth, 
the wonders of its contrivance, the history of its advan¬ 
tages, or of the seeming defects in its formation, are 
the proper business of the natural historian. A de¬ 
scription of this earth, its animals, vegetables, and 
minerals, is the most delightful entertainment the 
mind can be furnished with, as it is the most interest¬ 
ing and useful. 1 would beg leave, therefore, to con¬ 
clude these commonplace speculations with an obser¬ 
vation which, I hope, is not entirely s». 

A use, hitherto not much insisted upon, that may 
result from the contemplation of celestial magnifi¬ 
cence, is, that it will teach us to make an allowance 
for the apparent irregularities we find below. When¬ 
ever we can examine the works of the Deity at a pro¬ 
per point of distance, so as to take in the w hole of his 
design, we see nothing but uniformity, beauty, and 
precision. The heavens pro-cut us with a plan which, 
though inexpressibly magnificent, is yet regular be¬ 
yond the power of •invention. Whenever, therefore, 
we find any apparent defects in the earth, instead 
of attempting to reason our^-lvt-t into an opinion 
that they are beautiful, it will be wiser to sav that 
we do not, behold them at the proper point of dis¬ 
tance, and that our ey<> it laid too choc i., the ob¬ 
jects to take in the tejubiritv of their connection. 
In short, w'e may conclude that (»od, who is regular 
in his great productions, net- with equal uniformity 
in the little. 


spectator. The crow and the chough avoid those 
! frightful precipices; they choose smaller heights, 

| where they are less exposed to the tempest; it is the 
| cormorant, the gannet, the tarrock, and the terne, that 
venture to these dreadful retreats, and claim an un¬ 
disturbed possession. To the spectator from above, 
those birds, though some of them are above the size 
of an eagle, seem scarce; as large as a swallow, and 
their loudest screaming is scarcely perceptible. 

But the generality of our shores arc not so formid¬ 
able. Though they may rise two hundred fathom j 
above the surface, yet it often happens that the water 
forsakes the shore at the departure of the tide, and | 
leaves a noble and delightful walk for curiosity on I 
the beach. Not to mention the variety of aheLs with , 
which the sand is strewed, the lofty rocks that hang : 
i over the spectator’s head, and that seem but just kept ' 
i from falling, produce in him no unpleasing gloom. 
If to this be added the lluttering, the screaming, and 
the pursuit 11 of myriads of water-birds, all either in¬ 
tent on the duties of incubation, or roused at the 
presence ol a stranger, nothing can compose a scene 
of more peculiar solemnity. T > walk along the shore 
when the tide is departed, or to *it in the hollow of a 
r<*ek when it is mine in, attentive to the various 
sounds that gather on every side, above and below, 
may raise the mind to its highest and noble.-t exer¬ 
tion". The soku n roar of the waves swelling into 
and sub-iding from the va*t caverns beneath, the 
piercing note of the gull, the frequent chatter of the 
guillemot, the loud note of tho auk, the scream of the 
heion, and the hoav-c deep periodical croaking of the 
< ormorant, all unite to furnish out the grandeur of 
, the scene, and turn the mind to Him who is the 
j ew.nce of ail sublimity. 


[Nh'/ifO/ <■/ (h'. N» o-cOoj/.-f.] 

’ From the v:mv.l 

Those ole have been much np--n our ..t-iknow 
that there are two different kinds of shore*—th.it 
which slants dow n t" the water with a gentle declivity, 
and that which rises with a precipitate boldness, and 
seems set as a bulwark to repel tiie force of the in¬ 
vading deeps. It is to such shores as tluse that the 
whole tribe of the gull kind resort, as the rocks otter 
them a retreat for their vounc, and the sea a sutheient 
supply. It is in the cavities of these rocks, of which 
the shore i- composed, that the vn-t variety of sea- 
fowl retire to breed in safety. 'Hiewavts beneath, 
that continually beat at the base, often wear the shore j 
into an impending boldness, so that it seems to jut ! 
out over the water, while the raging of the sea make.-, 
the place inaccessible trom below. These are the 
situations to which sea-tow 1 ehietly report, and bring 
up their young in undisturbed security. 

Those who have never observed our boldest coasts, 
have* no idea of their tremendous sublimity. The 
boasted works of art, the highest towers, and the no¬ 
blest domes, are but ant-hills when put in comparison ; 
the Mingle cavity of a rock often exhibits a coping 
higher than the ceiling of a Gothic cathedral. The 
face of the shore others to the view a wall of massive 
stone ten times higher than our tallest steeples. 
What should we think of a precipice three quarters 
of a mile in height l and yet the rocks of St Kilda 
arc still higher! What must be our awe to approach 
the edge of that impending height, and to look down 
on the unfathomable vacuity below; to ponder on the 
terrors of falling to the bottom, where the waves that 
swell like mountains are scarcely seen to curl on the 
surface, and the roar of an ocean a thousand leagues 
broad appears softer than the murmur of a brook t It 
is in these formidable mansions that myriads of sea- 
fowl are for ever seen sporting, flying in security 
down the depth, half a mile beneath the feet of the 


! "e th'. 1 unrated l.< > rf fjf,; ‘ritk Ayr.] 

[Fr-mi (•‘•'l'bmith's F-viys.l 

Age, that lo-cris the enjoyment of life, increases 
*>ur desire of living. Those dangers which, in the 
vigour of youth, v.o had learned to despise, assume 
new terror^ as we grow old. Our caution increasing 
as our years increase, lear becomes at last the prevail¬ 
ing passion of the mind, and the small remainder of 
hie is taken up in u-ele.-s efforts to keep off our end, 
or provide for a continued existence. 1 

Mrange contradiction in our nature, and to which ! 
even the wise are liable! If I should judge of that . 
part of life which lies before me by that which 1 have 
already seen, tin* prospect is hideous. Kxpcricnce 
tells me that my past enjoyments have brought no 
real felicity, and sensation assures me that those I 
have felt are stronger than those which are yet to 
come. Vet experience and sensation in vain persuade ; 
hope, more powerful than either, dresses out the dis- ; 
taut prospect in fancied beauty ; some happiness, in j 
long perspective, still beckons me to pursue; and, j 
like a losing gamester, every new disappointment in- ] 
creases my ardour to continue the game. 

Whence, then, is this increased love of life, which i 
grows upon us with our years l whence comes it, that 
we thus make greater efforts to preserve our existence 
at a period when it becomes scarce worth the keeping ? 
is it that nature, attentive to the preservation of 
mankind, increases our wishes to live, while she les¬ 
sens our enjoyments ; and, as she robs the senses of i 
every pleasure, equips imagination in the spoil ? Life 
would be insupportable to an old man who, loaded 
with infirmities, feared death no more than when in 
the vigour of manhood ; the numberless calamities of j 
decaying nature, and the consciousness of surviving j 
every pleasure, would at once induce him, with his j 
own hand, to terminate the scene of misery ; but hap- ) 
p’tly the contempt of death forsakes him at a time j 
when it could only be prejudicial, and life acquires 
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an imaginary value in proportion as its real value is age without shrinking; he would have boldly dared to j 
no more. live, ai) d st>rvc( l that society by his future assiduity j 

Our attachment to every object around us increases which he basely injured by his desertion. | 

in general from the length of our acquaintance with | 

it. I would not choose/ says a French philosopher, [A City Niyht-Piece.] ; 

‘ to see an old post pulled up with which I had been [From the ‘ Citizen of the World/] 1 

long acquainted. A mind long habituated to ft cer¬ 
tain set of objects insensibly becomes fond of seeing The clock has just struck two; the expiring taper 
them; visits them from habit, and parts from them rises and sinks in the socket; the watchman forgets the i 
with reluctance. From hence proceed? the avarice hour in slumber; the laborious and the happy arc at j 
of the old in every kind of possession; they love the rest; and nothing wakes but meditation, guilt, revelry, 
'world and all that it produces; they love life and all and despair. The drunkard once more fills the do¬ 
its advantages, not because it gives them pleasure, stroying bowl ; the robber walks his midnight round ; 
but because they have known it long. and the suicide lilts his guilty arm against his own 

Chinvang the Chaste, ascending the throne of China, sacred person, 
commanded that all who were unjustly detained in Let me no longer waste the night over the page of ( 
prison during the preceding reigns should be set free, antiquity or the sallies of contemporary genius but j 
Among the number who came to thank their deliverer pursue the solitary walk, where vanity, ever changing, j 
on this occasion tlmrc appeared a majestic old man, hut a few hours past walked before mo—whore she 
who, falling at the emperor's feet, addressed him as kept up the pageant, and mov, like a froward child, j 
follows: ‘Croat father of China, behold a wretch, serins hushed with her own importunities. , 

now eighty-five years old, who was shut up in a i ^ hat a cloom hangs all around! 1 ho dying lamp | 
dungeon at the age of twenty-two. 1 was imprisoned, i feebly emit* a yellow gleam ; m* sound is heard but ■ 
though a stranger to crime, or without being even ! <*i the chiming clock or the distant watch-dog ; all ( 
confronted bv mv accusers. I have now lived in ■ the bustle ot human pride i- *]orgottcn. An hour i 
solitude and darkness for more than fifty years, and i !ila* this may well display the emptiness of human ; l 
am grown familiar with distress. As yet, dazzled with vanity. > 

the splendour of that sun to which you have restored ’( here will come a time when tins temporary soli- j 
me, 1 have been wandering tin* streets to find out tude will be made continual, and the city it-dt, like : 
Home friend that would assist, or relicw o, or romember it" inhabitant'-, fade away, and leave a desert in it" j 
me; but mv friends, my family, and relations are all room. J 

dead, and 1 am forgotten. Permit me, then, (> Chin- What chic-, great as tbi-. hau once triumphed j 
vang, to wear out the wretched remains of life in mv in cxi-tcnco, had their victories u< great, joy as just 
former prison; the walls of my dungeon are to me and a- unbounded, and, with short—igMed pre-mop- j 
more pleasing than the mo-t splendid palace: I hate j Compromised tin mselves immortality ! Po-ter-ty can 
not long to live, and shall be unhappy except I spend hardly trace the situation ot' some; the sorrowful 
the rest of rnv davs where my youth was passed- in i traw-llcr wanders over the awful ruin- of otlur-; 
that prison from whence you were pleased to roba-c ' and. a- he beholds, he learn- wisdom, and feels the 
me.’ I tran-ienee of every Mihlunan pos-even. 

The old man’s passion for confinement i- similar to , Here, he cries, stood their citadel, now grown over 
that we nil have for life. We are habituated Jo thc'vrirh weed*; there thmr s.-nnte lmme, but now the j 
; prison, we look round with discontent, are displeased , haunt of every noxious reptile. Tempi*-and theatres j 
: with the abode, and yet the length of our captivity ; stood here, now only an uudi"tingoi-hed heap of min. | 
only increases our fondness for the cell. The trees we They are fallen, for luxury and avarice first made I 


have planted, the houses we have built, or the pos- ‘ 
terity we have begotten, all serve to bind us closer to 
earth, and imbitter <mr parting. Life sues the yumg 
like a new acquaintance ; the companion, as yet un- ■; 
exhausted, is at once instructive and amusing; its! 
company pleases, yet for all this it is but little re- ( 
garded. To us, who are declined in years, life appears J 
like an old friend ; its jests have been anticipated in ; 
former conversation ; it has no new story to make us 
smile, no new improvement with which to surprise, 
yet still we love it; destitute of every enjoyment, still 
| we love it; husband the wasting treasure with in- 
i creasing frugality, and feel all the poignancy of an- 
1 guish in the fatal separation. 

1 Sir Philip Mordaunt was voting, beautiful, sincere, 
brave, an Knglishman. He had a complete fortune of 
his own, and the love of the king his master, which ] 
was equivalent to riches. Life opened all her treasures j 
before him, and promised a long succession of future * 
happiness. He came, tasted of the entertainment, but J 
was disgusted even at the beginning. He professed i 
an aversion to living, was tired of walking round the 
same circle; had tried every enjoyment, and found 
them all grow weaker at every repetition. ‘ If life 
be in youth so displeasing/ cried he to himself, ‘ what 
will it appear when age comes on ? if it be at present 
indifferent, sure it will then be execrable. This ' 
thought imbittererl every reflection ; till at last, with 
all the serenity of perverted reason, he ended the 
debate with a pistol! Had this self-deluded man 
been apprised that existence grows more desirable to 
us the longer we exist, he would have then faced old 


them feeble. Tim reward* r ,f state were con fern, d on 
am using, and m<t on useful members of society. 
Tic ir riche-' and opulence invited the invaders, who, 
tlmugh at fir.-t repulsed, returned again,conquered by , 
perseveranee, and at la"t swept the defendants into j 
undistinguished destruction. ,1 

How few appear in those streets, which but some ; 
few hours ago were crowded ! And those who appear i 
now no longer wear their daily mask, nor attempt to I 
hide their lewdness or their misery. 1 

J»ut who are those w ho make the streets (hi ir couch, j 
and find a short repose from wretchedness at the doors \ 
of the opulent ? These are strangers, wanderers, and or- j 
phans,-whose circumstance* are too humble toexpect re- |j 
dress, and whose distresses are too gn at even for pity. 
Their wretchedness excites rather horror than pity. ,,! 
Some are without the covering even of rags, and others j 
emaciated with disease, 'flu* world lias disclaimed ;i 
them: society turns its ba< k upon their distress, and j 
Inis given them up to nakedness and hunger. These j 
poor shivering females have once seen happier days, i 
and been flattered into beauty. i i 

\\ by, why was 1 born a man, and yet see the #uf- i 
ferings of wretches f cannot relieve'? IVor houseless j 
creatures! the world will give you reproaches, but 
will not give you relief. '1 he slightest misfortune# H 
of the groat, the most imaginary uneitHine## of the 
rich, are aggravated with all the power of eloquence, 
and held up to engage our attention and sympathetic 
sorrow. The poor weep unheeded, persecuted by every 
subordinate species ot tyranny ; and every law which 
gives others security becomes an enemy to them. 
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Why was this heart of mine formed with so much 
sensibility? or why was not my fortune adapted to its 
impulses ? Tenderness without the capacity of re¬ 
lieving, only makes the man more wretched than the 
object which sues for assistance. 

EDMUND 11URKF.. 

As nn orator, politician, nnd author, the name of 
Edmund Burke stood high with his contemporaries, 
and time has abated ^jttlo of its lustre. lie is still 
j by far the most eloquent and imaginative of all our 
i writers on public affairs, and the most philosophical 
i of English statesmen. Ilurke was horn in Dublin. 

| the second son of an attorney, in 1^ Aftur his 
••ducation at Trinity college, he removed to London, 
where he entered himself as a student of the Middle 
| Temple, and laboured in periodical works for tin* 
i.booksellers. Ilis first conspicuous work was a 
' parody on the style and manner of Bolinghroke, a 
Vindication of Natural Soviet//, in which the para¬ 
doxical reasoning of tie* noble sceptic is pir bed to a 
ridiculous extreme, and its absurdity very happily 
exposed. In 177 he published A Philosophirtil Jn- 
ip/in / into the Oriuitfof our Ideas of the Snldinv and 
Reantiful , which soon attracted considerable attm- j 
tion, and paved the way for the author’s introduc¬ 
tion to the society of Johnson, Reynolds, Goldsmith, 

, and the other eminent men of the day. Burke, 
however, was still struggling with difficulties, and 



lMmurri Iluvkc. 

compiling for booksellers. He suggested to llodslev 
the plan of an Annual Register, which that spirited 
publisher adopted, Burke furnishing the whole of 
the original matter. He continued lor several years 
to write the historical portion of this valuable com¬ 
pilation. In 17(> 1 Burke accompanied the Earl of 
Halifax to Ireland as one of his secretaries; and four 
years afterwards, he was fairly launched into public 
life as a Whig politician, by becoming private secre¬ 
tary to the Marquis of Rockingham, then appointed 
first lord of the treasury. A seat in parliament next 
followed, and Burke became a leading speaker in 
the House of Commons. His first seat was for 
Wendover, and he was afterwards member for 
Bristol and Malton. His speeches on American 


affairs were among his most vigorous and felicitous ! 
appearances: his most important public duty w as ! 
the part he took in the prosecution of Warren 
Hastings, and his opposition to the regency bill i 
of Mr Pitt. Stormier times, howrever, were at , 
hand : the French Revolution was then * bbfC.keu- 
ing the horizon’ (to use one of his own metaphors), | 
and he early predicted the course it would take, j 
lie strenuously warned his countrymen against the j 
dangerous influence of French principles, and pub- j 
lished his memorable treatise. Inflections on the j 
French Revolution. A rupture now took place be¬ 
tween him and his Whig friends, Mr Fox in parti- ! 
cular; hut with characteristic ardour Burke went j 
on denonneing the doctrines of the revolution and ; 
published his Appeal f/oni the Anc to the Old H lags, I 
liis Letters to a Soldi Lmd, and hi.* Lf tiers on the Pro- \ 
posals for Peace irith the Re/iicide J director// of France, * 
The splendour of these compositions, the various I 
knowledge which they display, the rieh imagery j 
with which they abound, and the spirit of philo,<*o- - 
pliieal refh "tion which pervades tic m all, stamp 
them among the first literary ’ rodm tions of their 
time. Judged as politic;.! treatises, they may in : 
some instances l>e considered as exaggerated in their j 
tone and manner: the imagination of the orator j 
transported him beyond the bounds of sober pru- | 
donee and correct taste; but in all his wanderings | 
there is genius, wisdom, and eloquence. Such a ! 
flood of rich lllustraliuu had never before been poured 
on question*"<>f state policy and covcrnmcnt. At j 
tin* same time Burke was eminently practical in Lis 
vuws. His grean. t efforts will he found directed 
! to the redress of some existing wrung, or the pre&er- 
! vatirtb of stnng* gxt rtin ? pood—to hatred of actual 
! oppression, to the removal of useless restrictions, 
i and to the calm and sober improvement of the laws ; 
i and government which he vincrab.d, without ‘eviil- ! 

| pig to himself Whig principles from a French die, : 

: inikrTown to the Impress or our fathers in the con- j 
stitution.* Where inconsistencies are found in his 
writings between his early and later opinions, they 
will be seen to consist chiefly in matters of detail or ' 
m expression. The leading principles of iii.* public ; 
life were always the same. He wished, as he says, ; 
to preserve consistency, but only by varying bis i 
means to secure the unity of his end: ‘when the { 
equipoise of the vessel in which lie sails may he cn- '' 

• Lingered by overloading it upon one side, he* is j \ 
desirous of carrying the small w eight efhis reasons to J 
that which may preserve its equipoise.’ When the [ 
revolution broke out, his sagacity enabled him to ^ 

; foresee? the dreadful consequence* which it would d 
I entail upon France and the world, and his c uthusi- ! j 
ariic tenq>c*rament led him to state his impressions f 
in language sometimes overcharged and almost bom- 1 / 
bustic, sometimes full of prophetic fire, and always ! 
with an energy and exuberance of fancy in which, | 
among philosophical politicians, he was unrivalled, j 
In the clash of party strife, so eminent a person could f 
not escape* animadversion or censure; his ow n ardour 
j excited others, and the vehemence of his manner natu¬ 
rally provoked and aggravated discussion. Thus he , 
stood aloof from most of his old associates, w hen, like ; 

! a venerable .tower, lie was Sitting into ruin and de¬ 
cay. Posterity, however, has done ample justice to ! 
Ids genius and character, and has confirmed the j 
opinion of one of his contemporaries, that if (as he 
did not attempt to conceal) Cicero was the model on 
which he laboured to form his own character ,.in 
eloquence, in policy, in ethics, and philosopliy, he 
ThfTn7rrly~sTlEpa8^ tbirketetired from 

parliament in 1794. The friendship of the Marquis 
of Rockingham had enabled him to purchase an 
estate near Beaconsfield, in Buckinghamshire, and 

227 







FROM 1727 


CYCLOPAEDIA OF 


to 1700 * 


there the orator spent exclusively his few remaining 
years. In 1795 he was rewarded with a handsome 
pension from the civil list. It was in contemplation 
to elevate him to the peerage, hut the death of his 
only son (who was his colleague in the representa¬ 
tion of Mai ton) rendered him inditfhrent, if not 
averse, to such n distinction. The force and energy 
of his mind, and the creative rfclmcss of hi* imagi¬ 
nation, continued witfi iTtihTolhe last. His Letter 
foaXoblc Lord on his Pension (1796), his Letters on 
a Regicide Pence (1796 and 1797), and his Observa¬ 
tions on the Conduct of the Minority (1797), hear no 
i trace of decaying vigour, though written after the 
j age of sixty-seven. The keen interest with which 
lie regarded passing events, particularly the jjuiat 
political drama then in action in Franc&~1s still 
maniTesTTh~These works, with general observations 
| and redections that strike from their profundity and 
i their universal application. ‘ lie possessed,’ says 
I Coleridge, ‘and had sedulously sharpened that eye 
j which sees all tilings, actions, and events, in relation 
! to the laws which determine their existence and 
j circumscribe their possibility. He referred liabi- 
! tually to principles—he was a scientific statesman.’ 

! This reference to principles in the writings and 
speeches of Jhirke (and his speeches were all ca»v- 
■ fully prepared for the press), renders them still ! 

popular and valuable, when tlie circumstance* and 
: events to which they relate have long passed away, i 
and been succeeded by others not less important ; : 
; while their grander passages, their imagery and pro- : 
j fusion of illustration, make them interesting to the 
j orator and literary student. His imagination, it i> 

I admitted, was not always guided by comet taste ; ■ 
j some of his images are low, and even border on dis- , 
j gust.* His language and his conceptions are often | 
! hyperbolical: or it may he said, his mind, like the 
I soil of the East, which lie loved to paint, threw up a ! 

1 rank and luxuriant vegetation, in which unsightly j 
i weeds were mingled with the choicest llowers and ; 
j the most precious fruit, lie was at once a poet, an ! 

'* One of flu* happie-t of hi- homely -imiles F < ontained in his 
reply to Pitt, on tin* subject of the toimm-rr.al tivaty with 
Franco in 17*'*7- Pitt, lie eontomletl, loot r.*utemplatnl the 
; subject with a narrowness jx*ouliar to limited minds- 4 as an 
| affair <»f two little count into houses, and not of two great 
| nations. He seems to consider it as a contention lietwern 
| the sign of the tiror-de lot ami the sign of the old red turn, 
for which should obtain the host oustom.’ In replying to 
j the argument, that the Americans wore our children. 

should not have revolted against their parent, 
j ‘ They are our children, it i-. 
i for bread, 

J children u 

respect the beauteous countenanee of British liberty 
; to turn to them the shameful parts of our constitut : <>n ? Are 
wc to give them our weakness for their strength, our oppro- 
, briurn for their glory, and the slough of slavery, whic h we are 
j not able to work off', to serve them for their freedom V His 
, account of the ill-assorted administration of I.ord (’hatham is 
i no less ludicrous than correct. ‘ He made an administration 
| so chequered and speckled; he put together a piece of joinery 
so crossly indented, and whimsically dove tailed ; a cabinet so 
variously inlaid ; sueh a piece of diversified mosaic ; such a 
teaseluted pavement without cement, here a hit of blaek stone, 
and there a bit of white *, patriots and courtiers; king’s friends 
and republicans; Whigs and Tories; treacherous friends and 
' open enemies; that it was indeed a very curious show, but 
' utterlyjuagafe to touch, and unsure to stand on. The colleagues 
j \ w hom he had assorted at the same boards stared at each other, 

I and were obliged to ask, “ Sir, your name ?” “ Sir, you have 
!! the advantage of me “ Mr Such-a-onc, I ln?g a thousand pnr- 
I dons.” I venture to say it did so happen, that persons had a 
j single office divided between them, who had never spoke to 
; each other in their lives, until they found themselves, they 
! knew not how, pigging together, heads and points, in the same 
1 truckL- h *1/ 

i 


orator, a philosopher, and practical statesman i and j 
his knowledge, his industry, and perseverance, were j 
as remarkable as his genius. The protracted and | 
brilliant career of this great man was terminated on i 
the 9th of July 1797, and he was interred in the | 
church at Beaeonslicld.* ! 

A complete edit ion of Burke’s works has been pub- j 
fished in sixteen volumes. His political, aud not his 
philosophical writings, arc now chiefly read. Jlis'Dis- ; 
quisition oil the Sublime and Beautiful’ is incorrect i 
in theory and in many of its illustrations, though ! 
containing some just remarks ami elegant criticism. 
Ilis mighty understanding, ns Sir James Mackintosh 
observed, was best employed in 4 the middle region, 



wo are not t 
ours wi-h h 


and 
lie said, 

true, but when children a-k 
them n stone. When those 
assimilate w ith their parent, and to 
we 


between the details of huMiu-s and the generalities 
of speculation.’ In this department, his knowledge 
of men as well as of hooks, of passions as well as 
principle*, was culled into action, and his imagina- 
i tion found roniii for its lights and shadows among 
the varied realities and shifting scenes of life. A 
! generous political opponent, and not less eloquent 
: (though less original and less powerful) writer, 
' has thus sketched the character of Burke ; — 
j 4 It is pretended,’ says Robert Hall, * that the mo¬ 
ment we quit a state of nature, as vu- have given up 
; the control of our actions in return for the superior 
advantages of law and government, wo can never 
j appeal again to any original principles, hut must 
1 rest content with tlu* advantages that are secured 
by the terms of the society. These are the views 
which distinguish the political \\ ritings of Mr Burke, 
an author whose splendid and unequal powers have 
given a vogue and fashion to certain tenets which, 
from any other pen, would have appeared abject 
and contemptible. In the field of reason the c»p- 
counter would not he difficult, btif who can with¬ 
stand the fascination and magic of Ids eloquence? 
The excursions of his genius are Immense. Ills im¬ 
perial fancy has laid all nature under tribute*, and 
has collected riches from every scene of the creation 

* A plum miirnl tablet lm* Kvn erected in the church to the 
memory of Jimke. The orator’s nwidcucc was about a mile 
from the town of Iteaconsfield. The house was afterwards 
partly »l»*wtr«.\ed by fir. 1 , suul in now, wo believe, wholly re- 
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nypd ovary walk of jirt. Ilia eulogium on the queen 
of France is a ni }ifiti‘r.pipr»p nf pailmtic nampnsitkm ; 
so select JJHimfigtiffii sofraught wiUitmiderness, 
jCTittWff cl! wit|i (rol»nr«t Z *'(1ipt in heaven,” thatTfe 
^®31hln?aTTt without rapture may have merit as 
a rcasoner/'tmt must resign all pretensions to taste 
and sensibility. Ilis imagination is, in truth, only 
t*>d prolific : 'a world of itself, where he dwells in 
the midst of chimerical alarms—is the dupe of his 
own enchantments, and starts, like Prosjjero, at the 
spectres of his own creation. Ilis intellectual views 
in general, however, are wide and variegated, rather 
than distinct; and the light he has let in on the 
British constitution, in particular, resembles the 
coloured effulgence of a painted medium, a kind of 

f iimlc twilight, solemn and soothing to the senses, 
ut better fitted for ornament than u*c. ,+ 

Sir .lames Mackintosh considered that ihirki’■» 
best style was before the Indian business and the 
French Revolution had inflamed him. It was more 
chaste and simple; hut his writings and speeches at 
this period can hardly be said to equal his later 
productions in vigour, fancy, or originality. The 
excitement of the times seemed to give a new 
development to his* mental cnerge-s. The early 
speeches have most constitutional and practical value 
— the late ones most genius. The former are a solid 
and durable structure, and the latter its ‘ Corinthian 
colfi Bros/ 


[ From the Spi e>-b 


'tltuftoii i>:\th Ahuri'-i, 1 1 t o. ] 


Mr Speaker, I cannot prevail <>n my-olf t«» hum 
over the great consideration. It i- good for us to be 
here. We stand where vvu have an immense new of 
what is, and what is na.-jt. Cloud*, indeed, and dark¬ 
ness, rest Upon the future. Let us, however, before 
we descend from this noble eminence, reflect that thi- 
growth of our national prosperity fin- happened within 
the short |>criod of the life of man. It has happened 
within sixty-eight years. There are those alive who-e 
memory might touch the two extremities. For in¬ 
stance, my Lord Bathurst miirht remember all the 
stage?* of the progress. He was in 1 7<*! of an age at 


succession of civilising conquests and civilising settle¬ 
ments in a series of seventeen hundred years, you 
shall sec as much added to her by America in the 
course of a single life!’ If this state of his country 
had been foretold to him, would it not require all jdia 
sanguine credulity of youth, and all £!& Jervlilglow 
of enthusiasm, to make him believe it? Fortunate 
man, he has lived to see it! Fortunate, indeed, if he 
lives to see nothing that shall vary the prospect and 
cloud the setting of his day! * * 

' You cannot 'Station garrisons in every part of these 
deserts. If you drive the people from one place, they 
will carry on their annual tillage, and remove with 
their flocks and herds to another. Many of the pee ole 
in the back settlements arc already little attache*.* to 
particular situations. Already they have topped the 
Appalachian mountains. From thence they behold 
before them an immense plain, one vast, rich, lcvt‘1 
meadow ; a square of five hundred miles. Over this 
they would wander without a possibility of restraint; 
they would change their manners with the habits of 
their life; w-mld sg^n forget u government by which 
they were disowned; would become hordes of English 
Tartars, and, pouring down upon your unfortified 
frontiers a fierce anil irresisUbie. cavalry, become 
masters of your governors and your counsellors* your 
col lectors and comptrollers, and all the slaves that 
adhere to them. Such would, and in no long time 
must be, the effect of attempting to forbid as a emue, 
and to suppress as an evil, the command aixd blessing 
of Providence — 1 increase and multiply.’ Such would 
be tho happy result of an endeavour to keep as a lair 
of wild beasts that earth wineh Cod, by an express 
charter, has gi\en to the children of men. Far dif¬ 
ferent, and surely much wiser, l.as been our policy 
hitherto. Hitherto we luce united our people, by 
every kind of bounty, to fixed establishments. We 
ln!\c7n\ited the husbandman to look to authority for 
his title. We have taught him piously to believe in 
the mysterious virtue of wax and parchment. We 
liaie thrown each tract of land, as it was peopled, 
into districts, that the ruling power should never he 
wholly out of sight. We have settled all we could, 
and \\e have carefully attended every settlement with 


least to be made to comprehend such things. He was j ge\eminent. 

! then old enough ytltt jKimitiun jmn Icy*rv t it yini tit j Adhering, sir, as I do to this policy, as well as for 
| potent roi/uosctrc virfif*. Suppose, sir, that the angel j the reasons I have just given, 1 think this new project 

i of this auspicious youth, foreseeing the many virtues ! of hedging in population to be neither pruduxt nor 

: which made him one of the" must amiable, us lie is j practicable. 

one of the most fortunate men of his age, hud opened j ^Tb impoverish the colonies in general, and in par- 
| to him in vision, that, when in the fourth generation, j ticular to arrest the noble course of their marine 

I the third prince of the house of Brunswick had sat j enterprises, would be a more easy task, 1 freely con- ,, 

I twelve years on the throne of that nation, which (by fe-s it. We have shown a disposition to a system of 1 

j the happy issue of moderate and healing council-) this kind ; a disposition even to continue the restraint 

, was to be made (Ireat Britain, he should see his son, after the offence; looking on ourselves as rivals to 

i lord-chancellor of England, turn back the current of our colonies, and persuaded that of course we must > 

j hereditary dignity to its fountain', and raise him to a gain all that they shall lose. Much mischief we may 

I higher Tank of peerage, whilst he enriched the family 1 certainly do. The power inadequate to all other 

j with a new one. If amidst thy ^.bright and. happy j things is often more than sufficient for this. I do 

I scenes of domestic honour nnlFprosperity that angel j not look on the direct and immediate power of the 

j should hare drawn up the curtain, and unfolded the I colonies to resist our violence as very formidable, 

rising glories of his country, and whilst he was gazing In this, however, I maybe mistaken. But whe n 1 
with admiration on the then commercial grandeur of consider that we have colonies for no purpose but to j 
England, the (Jenius should point out to him a little be servTccltbTeffi us, it seems to my poor understand- 
speck, scar ce visible in the mass of the national into- TTHL'a TIHRjptrpOsterous to make them unserviceable, ! 
rest x agmiaTTT^ nylple*.rather Than u formed in order to keep them obedient. Tt is, in truth, nothing ! 

body, and should tell him—‘Young man, there is more than Che-old r --amt, as I thought, exploded pro- j 

America—which at this day serves for little more blem of tyranny, which proposes to beggar its subjects 
than to amuse you with smiles of savage men and into submission. But remember, when you have com- 
uncouth manners ; yet shall, nefbre you tasTcT(T T deatE, plcted your system of impoverishment, that nature 
sKoWItHeTTcipittl to the whole of that commerce which still proceeds "in her ordinary course; and that dis¬ 
now attracts the envy of the world. Whatever Eng- content will increase with misery ; and that there 
land KasTieen growing to by a progressive increase of critical mo ments in .thfi. fort tines of. all states* whoa | 

| improvement, brought in by varieties of people, by tjiey weak to coidribmte to your prosper j 

rity, may be strong enbugh to coi)ij[dete ynux ruii). i 

i * I lull’s Works, 2d edition, vol. iv. p. ftf>. FpoUatis annasuYicrsimt. ^ ' 

*•--—~- ooq i 







FROM 1727 


CYCLOPEDIA OF 


to 1780. 


The temper and character which prevail in our directors of the great movement of empire, are not fit 
colonies are, I am afraid, unalterable by any human to turn a wheel in (ho machine, ilut to men truly 
art. We cannot, I fear, falsify the pedigree of this initiated and rightly taught^ these ruling and master 
fierce people, and persuade them that they are not principles which, in the opinion of such men as I have 
j sprung; from a nation in whose veins the blood of free- mentioned, have no substantial existence, are in truth 1 
j ctom'circulates. The language In Which they would everything, and all in.nl]*, Magnanimity in politics 
hear you tell them this talc would detect the iinpo- is not seldom the truest wisdom, and a great empire 
sition ; your speech would betray you. An Eiigliihr and little minds go 111 together. Tf we are conscious ! 

I man is the im fittes t person on earth to argue another oTour sifilatttm, and glow with zeal to fill our places 

i Englishman lhToslavery. * * as incomes our station and ourselves, we ought to 

j My hold of the colonies is in the close affection auspicate all our public proceedings on America, with 

I! which grows from common name s, from k indred blood, the old warning of the church, xursimt cordal Wo ; 

| from similar privileges, aiid equal protection. 'These ought to elevate our minds to the greatness of that 

!; are ties which, though light as air, are as strong us trust to which the order of Providence lias called us. 

!; links of iron. Let the colonies always keep the. idea By adverting to the dignity of this high calling, our 
j 1 of their civil rights associated with your government; ancestors have turned a savage wilderness into a glo- 
j they will cling and grapple to you ; and no force nous empire ; and have made the most extensive, njiu 
ji under heaven will be of power to tear them from their the only honourable conquests; n>t by destroying, , 
I; allegiance. But let it be once understood that your but by promoting the wealth, the number, the Imppi- 
j; government may be one thing and their privileges ness of the human race. Let us got an American ' 


government may be one thing and their privileges ness of the human race. Let us 
another; that these two things mav exist without any revenue, as we have got an America 
mutual relation, the .cejuont is gone — the cohesion is privileges have made it all that ii 
loosened—and everything hastens to decay and d;>- lege*’ alone will make it all it can I 
solution. As Jong as yott have the wisdom to keep 1 dence of this un ;k-. iable truth, i 
the sovereign authority of this country as the sane- : fu ?<•»•/<.,71 lav the first stone 


j mutual relation, the .cejueut is gone—• the cohesion i* 
I j loosened—and everything hastens to decay and d;>- 
I: solution. As long as yott have the wisdom to keep 
; the sovereign authority of this country as the sanc- 
i tuary of liberty, the sacred temple consecrated to our 
j i common faitig, wherever the chosen race ami sons of 
I England Worship freedom, they will turn their faces 
towards you. The more they multiply, the more 
friends you will have; the more ardently they love 
liberty, the more perfect will be their' obedience, 
j; Slavery they eat i have anywhere. It is a weed that 
grows in every soil. They may have it from Spain, 
;| they may have it from Prussia; but until wm become 
j! lost to all feeling of vour true iniuM and your 
!, natural dignity, freedom they can hate from none 
| ; but you. This is tin. commodity of price, of which 
j: you have the monopoly. This i> the true act of navi- 
jj gation, which binds you to the commerce of t!a* c<h«- 
j] nies, and through them secures i > you the cemmeree 
i; of the world. Deny them- this participation of t'ree- 
| dom, and you break that? s<»lo bond which originalh 
niade, and must still pre.st:rve, tlie unify of th*-ern- j 
pire. l)o not entertain so weak an imagination, as ; 


get an American 1 : 
empire. English ; 
s ; English privi- 
c. In full confi- 1 
now (‘juod fdix ,, 
f th" temple of ! 


Had it phased t d d i 
succession, I >h«-ubl 


nue to me the hopes 
•on, ao'U.njing to inv 


j mediocrity, and tlie mediocrity of the age 1 li\e in, 
I a sort of founder of a. family ; 1 should have left a 
| son, who, in all the points in whi<h personal merit 
| can he viewed, in science, in erudition, in genius, 
i in taste, in honour, in generosity, in humanity, in 
j every iibrral s» ntiment, and every liberal accom¬ 
plishment, would mt have slwwn himself inferior 
. To the Du);e oj B'-dfonl, «-r to any of those wio.ru he 
| traces in his line. 11 *-> <uv.e*- v. rv miu, would have 
wanted all plain-ioility in liis att.sek upon that pro¬ 
vision which belonged more to mim- than to me. He 


pi re. Do not entertain so weak an imagination, as i u,Ml ^ So ' Ml supplied every <b fuiiency, ami sym- 
that your registers and your bonds, vour atlidavii- ; [ urLr ‘ every disproportion. It would not have been 
and your sufferances, your coquets and your clear- j * ,,r fiwl ! • s,1< ‘ ( ’«-’*sor to report to any stagnant waging 
ftneos, are what form the great securities of your J 1 —mcrit^in tne, or in any ancestry. lie had 
commerce. Do not dream that vour letters of oitiee, ! ,n ;1 ^* cnt living spii.ng <d gciiujroux and 

and your instructions, and your suspending elsu-es' j ,nan J. v action. Everyday he lived, he would hare re- 
are the things that hold together the great eontextui’-j ! l >,m *hascd the bounty ol the crown, and ten times 
of this mysterious whole. These Things do hot ijuik-* ,non '» ^ ten tinier more he had received. He wav 
Jour government. Dead instruments, passive tools lna 'lo a public crcat ure, and had no enjoyment whut- 
as they are, it is the spirit of the English communion cv V r but in tlu * T <T *‘-nuance of some duty. At this 
that gives all their life and efficacy to them. Ji is t * xi r <>lit ,,,0 V H ' nt tlie ioss u hni.-hed man is uOt 
the spirit of the English constitution whicli, infused supplied. 

thfough the mighty mass, pervade*, ikida, mnta < But a Di-po.-er, whose power we are little able to 
invigorates/ Vivifies every. j>art of the empire, cycn ;Ui(l wisdom it behoves us not at all to 

down to the minutest member. dispute, has ordained it in am-ther manner, and 

Is it not the same virtue which does everything for ! ( w,iat, * v « r my querulous weakness might suggest) i 
us here in England? Do you imagine, then, that it I j ar b (, tter. The storm has gone over me, and I li 


j is the land-tax act which raises your revenue? that 0,,t * °f tlio>e old oak* winch the late hurricane 
| it is the annual vote in the committee of supply which ! ias w< -uttered about me. I am stripfH-d of all my 
I gives you your army? or that it is the mutiny hill I “Oihjuin J I am torn up by the roots, and lie prostrate 
j which inspires it with bravery and discipline? No! ou V* (> <>arth ' There, and prostrate there, I most 
I Surely no! It is the love of the people; it is their “ ,ifei £“edly recognise the divine justice, and in gome 
! attachment to their government, from the sense of ! lt g rco s,lbmit to »*• Tut whilst 1 humble myself 
the deep stake they have in such a glorious institu- , forc 1 V 1 ' not k, ‘ow that it is forbidden to repel 
tion, which gives yon your army and your navy, and the attacks of unjust and inconsiderate men. The 
ULfuaea.ijxtq both that liberal obedience without which Thence of Job is proverbial. After some of the con- 


your arniy wy>uld be a base rabble, and your navy 
noth!ng buQoiieiL timber. All this, T know well 
enough, null fioiindjsciH .and chimerical to the profane 


rulsivo struggles <d our irritable nature, he submitted 
* At the conclusion of this Nfieech, Mr Burke moved that 


herd of those yulgar and mechanical politicians who ! “h’?* * ° f ,,:ir,iiumn,ur >' r «j>r«-sentation should lx? extended 
have no place among us; a sort of people who think // m . n<ttn colonlw * but bin motion wiw m»gatlv«l by 

that nothing exists but what is gross and material • T »fLlVn lliw ttumt l,ri,,lant oratJoni1 dttl© fm- 

ami who, therefore, far from being qUaifflea-fo Com ’ 1,0 “** tbo rarty bo- 
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himself, and repented in dust and ashes. But even 
so, I do not find him blamed for reprehending, and 
with a considerable degree of verbal aapcrity t those 
ill-natured neighbours of his who visited his dung¬ 
hill to read moral, political, and economical lectures 
on his misery. I am alone. I have none to meet my 
enemies in the gate. Indeed, my lord, I greatly de- 
| ceive myself, if in this hard season I would give a 
: peck of refuse wheat fur all that id called fame and 
! honour in the world. This is the appetite but of a 
! few. It is a luxury ; it is a privilege; it is an indul¬ 
gence for those who are at their case. But we are all 
j of us made to shun disgrace, as we are made- to shrink 
i from pain, and poverty, and disease. It i* an instinct ; 

\ and under the direction of reason, instinct is always 
^ in the right. I live in an inverted order. They who 

1 ought to have succeeded me are gone before me ; they 
who should have been to me n* posterity, are in the 
i place of ancestors. 1 owe to the dearest relation 
| ( wldclLCYOr.lUu*t subsiiit.ijUJiieniory)_that act of piety, 

; which he would have performed to me ; 1 owe it to 

1 hint to show, that lie was not descended, as the I>uke 
of Bedford would have it, from an unworthy parent. 

j Th Jh'it irh Moh nr,', ;/. 1 

! The learned prAe-iors of tin* rights of man regard 

prescription, not us a title to bar all claim, set up 
i against old possession, but they look on prescription 
itself as a bar against the po>ses-or and proprietor. 
They hold an immemorial possession to be no more 
than a long continued, and therefore an aggravated 
injustice. Such are their ideas, such their religmn, 
and such their law. But as to our country and oiir 
; race, as long as tin* well-comparted tincture of our 
church and state, the sanctuary, the holy of Indies of 
; that ancient law, defended by reverence, defended by 
■ power, a fort re* s tit once and a temple, shall stand 
: inviolate on tin* brow of the British >i<m as Jong as 
i the British monarchy, not more limited tiiun fenced 

1 bv the orders of the state, shall, like the proud br]i 
| of Windsor, rising in the majesty of J,'r<!purtluu,,mid 
j! girt with the double belt of'Its kindred and o>e\al 

1 1 towers — as long as this awful structure shall oversee 
ji and guard the subjected land, so long 1 lie mounds 

Si and dikes of the low fat Bedford Level will have no¬ 
li thing to fear from all the pickaxes of all the levellers 
! of France. As long as our sovereign lord the king, 
ji and his faithlui subjects, the lords and commons of 
j : this realm — the triple cord which m> man can break ; 
i the solemn, sworn, constitutional frankpledge of this 
i nation ; the firm guarantee of each other's being and 
| each other's rights ; the joint and several securities, 
each in its place and order for every kind and every 
quality of property and of dignity — as lung as these 
! endure, so long the Luke of Bedford is safe; and we 

1 are all safe together— the high from the blights of 
| envy and the spoliations of rapacity ; the low from 

I. the iron hand of oppre^ion and the insolent spurn of 
j contempt. 

[Marit Antoinette ’, Queen of France.] 

[From ‘ Reflections on the Revolution in France.*] 

It is now sixteen or seventeen years since I saw the 
queen of France, then the datiphiness, at Versailles ; 
and surely never lighted on this orb, which she hardly 
seemed to touch, a more delightful vision. 1 saw her 
just above the horizon, decorating and cheering the 
elevated sphere she just began to move in — glittering 
like the morning star full of life, and splendour, and 
joy. Oh ! what a revolution ! and what a heart must 

I have to contemplate without emotion that elevation 
and that fall ! Little did I dream, when she added 
titles of veneration to that re- 

gpQcfcfiil 1 ovCy that she should ever bo obliged to carry 

the sharp antidote against disgrace concealed in that ; 
bosom; little did I dream that I should have lived to i 
see such disasters fallen upon her in a nation of gal- ; 
lu.nt men, in a nation of men of honour and of cava- j 
liers. i thought ten thousand swords must have leaped i 
from their scabbards to avenge eyAima-lqok that threat- | 
tmed her with iuault/ TTut the age of chivalry is gone, j 
That of sophisters, economists, and calculators has , 
succeeded ; and the glory of Europe is extinguished ! 
for ever. Never, never more shall we behold that ! 
generous loyalty to rank and sex, that proud subjyuis- j 
siorr.-that dtgirrfleiT obedience, that subordination of ! 
the heart, which kept alive, even in servitude Itself, j 
tTie spirit of an exalted freedom. The unbought grace ; 
of life, the cheap defence of nation*, the nurse of manly | 
sentiment and heroic enterprise is gone ! It in ^5Tle, \ 
that sensibility of principle, that chastity of honour, 1 
which felt a stain like a wound, which inspired cour- j 
age whilst it mitigated ferocity, which ennobled what- ! 
over it touched, and under which vice itself lost half } 
its ciil by losing all its grossness. 

[ The (Mr/ of Xobilit'i ,] 

[From the same.] 

u J 

To be honoured and even privileged by the laws, 

■ •pinions, and inveterate usages of our country, grow¬ 
ing "Ut of tin* prejudice of ages, has nothing to 
provoke horror and indignation in any man. liven 
to be too tenacious of tlion* privileges in not abso- . 
finely a crime. The strong struggle in every indivi- j 
dual to pr'-ervt.' p-wuun "f what In: has V> mud to ; 
bi-long t.» him. and to il'-tingubh him, is one of the ; 
r-i-cuntirs against injustice and ifi.-potisrn implanted 
in our nature. It < pi-rate- a> an instinct to secure 
property, and to preserve communities in a settled 
state. What is there to shock *.n thin! Nobility is 
n graceful ornament to the civil order. It is the t j- 
riiithian capital of peli-dcd society, (hnucs keen to/ki- 
htuti gunnerfmmtWf was the saying of a wise and 
good man. It is, indeed, one sign of a liberal and 
benevolent mind to incline to it with some sort of 
partial propensity, ilc feels no ennobling principle 
in hi* own heart who wishes to level all the artificial 
institutions which have been adopted for giving a 
body to opinion and permanence to fugitive esteem. 

It is a sour, malignant, and envious disposition, with¬ 
out taste for the reality, or for any image or represen - 
! tat'mn of virtue, that sees with joy the unmerited fall i 
| of what had long tlourished in splendour and in hou- i 
our. 1 do not like to see anything destroyed, any void 
produced in society, any ruin on the face of the land. 

[ Pqm(h r nce of Fnyliah on A merican Freedom.] 

[From ‘ Address to the King.* J777-] 

To leave any real freedom to parliament, freedom 
must he lclt to the colonies. A military goyexniueiit j 
is ilut only substitute for dvlt tib^ffy. That the : 
’establishment of sttoh « "pTSWer in America will utterly 
ruin our finances (though its certain effect), is the 
smallest part of our concern. It will become jm apt, 
powerful, and certain engine for the dcstrnctinix of our , 
freedom here. Great bodies of armed men, trained Id 
a contempt of popular assemblies representative of an j 
English people, kept up for the purpose of exacting : 
impositions without their consent, and maintained by j 
that exaction ; instruments in subverting, without j 
any process of law, great ancient establishments and 
respected forms of governments, set free from, and | 
therefore above the ordinary English tribunals of the 
country where they servo ; these men cannot so trans¬ 
form themselves, merely by crossing the sea, as to 
behold with. love and reverence. amljmhmit withpro- 
JJpund obedience to the very same things In GreaF 
Britain ArfairirlB America they had been taught. 
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despiseisand Fad been accustomed Joawe and humble^ by these incorrigible and predestinated criminals a |, 
All'ytmr 'majesty’s troops, in the rotation of service, memorable example to imtnfcfhd. lie. resolved^ In the 
will pass through this discipline, and contract these gloomy recesses of a mind capacious of such things, to ; 
habits. If we could flatter ourselves that this would leave the whole Carnatic an everlasting monument 
not happen, we must be the weakest of men : we must of vengeance, and to put perpetual desolation as a 
be the worst, if we were indifferent whether it hap- barrier between him and those against whom the faith ; 
pened or not. What, gracious sovereign, is the empire which holds the moral elements of the world together 
of America tdusp'or the empire of the World, if We was no protection. He became at length so conii- j 
lose our own liberties? Wc deprecate this last of dent of his force, so collected in his might, that he 
evils. We deprecate the effect of the doctrines which made no secret whatever of his dreadful resolution. ! 
must support uud countenance the government over Having terminated his disputes with every enemy and j 
I conquered Thiglishmem every rival, who buried their mutual animosities in ! 

As it will be impossible long to resist the powerful their common detestation, against the creditors of the ] 
and equitable arguments in favour of the freedom of Nabob of A root, he drew from every quarter whatever j 
these unhappy people, that are to be drawn from the a savage ferocity could add to his new rudiments in 
principle of our own liberty, attempts will be made, the arts of destruction ; and compounding all the _ 
i attempts have been made, to ridicule and to argue materials of fury, havoc, and desolation, into one ■ 
j away this principle, and to inculcate Into the minds black cloud, he lumg for a while on the declivities 
of your people otner maxims of government and other of the mountains. Whilst the authors of all these j 
grounds of obedience than those which have prevailed evils were idly and stupidly gazing on the menacing j 
' at and since the glorious Resolution. By degrees meteor which blackened all their horizon, it suddenly j 
|! these doctrines, by being convenient, mav grmv pre- burst and poured down the whole of its contents upon 
t Valent. The consequence is not certain; hut a gene- the plains of the Carnatic. 'then ensued a scene of ! 
! ral change of principles rarely happens among a wo, the like of which no eye had seen, no heart con- 1 
people without leading to a change of government. coived, and which n<» tongue can adequately tell. All 
, Sir, your throne cannot stand secure Upon the prin- the horrors of war bclorc known or heard of were 
i triples of unconditional submission and passive obc- mercy to that new havoc. A storm of universal fire 
(lienee; on powers exercised without the concurrence blasted curry held, consumed every house, destroyed , 

\ of the people to be governed ; on acts made in defiance every temple. The miserable inhabitants flying from 
!, of their prejudices and habits; on acquiescence pro- the flaming v ilhigc.-, in purl were slaughtered : others, 
i cured by foreign mercenary troops, and secured L> without regard to -ex, to age, to the respect of rank, 
i standing armies. These may possibly be the founda- or saeredness of function ; hither- torn from children, 
t tion of other thrones ; they nm-l be the subversion of husbands from wives, enveloped in a whirlwind of 
| yours. It was not to passive principles in our nhees- cavalry, and amidst, the goading spnirs of dlivers 
j tors that we owe the honour of appearing before a ami the trampling of pursuing horses, vver** swept into 
sovereign who cannot feel that he is a prince, without captivity, in an unknown and hostile land. Thu-e 
knowing that wo ought to be free. The Revolution i> who wore able to evade this tempest fled t«« the walled 
a departure from the ancient course of the descent of cities ; hut, escaping fruiu lire, sword, and exile, they 
this monarchy. The people at that time re-entered fell into the jaws of famine. 

into their original rights ; and it was not because a The alms of the settlement, in this dreadful exi- 
positive law authorised what was then done, but be- goncy, were certainly liberal ; and all was done by 
cause the freedom ami safety of the subject, the origin j charity that private charity could do : but it was a 
and cause of all laws, required a proceeding para- ; people in beggary ; it was a nation that stretched out 
mount and superior to them. At that ever-mcinoiablc j its hands for food. for months together these crca- 
! and instructive period, the letter of the law was super- tuxw #1' AUiUxtyin'c, vjio>e very excels and luxury in 
j seded in favour of the substance of liberty. To the j their ino-t plenteous days hud fallen short of the 
! free choice, therefore, of the people, without either allowance of our austerest fa-ts, silent, patient, rc- 
j king or parliament, wc owe that happy establishment j signed, without sedition or disturbance, utmost with- 
! out of which both king and parliament were regene- out complaint, perished by a hundred a day in the 
j rated. From that great principle of liberty have streets of Madras; every day seventy at least laid 
ji originated the statutes confirming and ratifying the their bodies in the streets, or on the glaciij of Tan jure, * 

; establishment from which your majesty derives your and expired of famine in the granary oT'tndia. I was \ 

! right to rule over us. Those statutes have not given going to awake your justice towards this unhappy part .1 
! us our liberties; our liberties have produced them, of our fellow-citizens, by bringing before you some of 
j Every hour of your majesty’s reign, your title stands the circumstances of this plague of hunger. Of all 
i upon the very same foundation on which it was at the calamities which beset and waylay the life of man, 
first laid, and wc do not know a better on which it this comes the nearest to our heart, and is that w herein 
j can possibly be laid. the proudest of us all feels himself to be nothing more 

Convinced, sir, that you cannot have different rights, than he is: but I find myself unable to manage it 
and a diflerent security in different parts of your do- with decorum ; these details are of a species of horror 
, minions, we wish to lay an even platform lbr your so nauseous and disgusting ; they are so degrading 
throne, and to give it an unmovable stability, by lay- to the sufferers and to the hearers ; they are so humi- 
j ing it on the general freedom of your people, and by Rating to human nature itself, that, on better thoughts, , 

; securing to your majesty that confidence and affection I find it more advisable to throw a pall over this 
j in all parts of your dominions, which makes your best hideous object, and to leave it to your general con - 
I security and dearest title in this the chief seat of your ceptions. < 

| empire. V or eighteen months, without intermission, this 

j t _ destruction raged from the gates of Madras to the 

J [Destruction of the Carnatic.] gates of Tanjore; and so completely did these masters 

1 [From speech on the Nabob of Arcot’s debts, I7a5.] h ‘ tl,eir art, Hyder Ali and his more ferocious son, . 

J # t absolve themselves of their impious vow, that when 

j When at length Hyder Ali found that ho had to the British armies traversed, as they did, the Carnatic ;; 

do with men who either would sign no convention, or for hundreds of miles in all directions, through the j 
!', whom no treaty and no signature could bind, and whole line of their march did tfacy upt ape.Q.pc plan, j 
II who were *btf m> 1 ■ft£ f ^.. € l ieni ^ es human inter- not one woman, not one child, not pne fourfooted beast ; 

course itself,lie decreed to make the country possessed of any description whatever. One dpaA uniform silence j 
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j reigned over the whole region. * * 'J'he Carnatic 
I is a country not much inferior in extent to England. 

| Figure to yourself, Mr Speaker, the land in whose re- 
i presentative chair you sit; figure to yoursetT the form 
j and fashion of your sweet and cheerful country from 
j Thames to Trent, north and south, and from the Irish 
to the (lerman sea east and west, emptied and cm- 
’ bowelled (may Cod avert the omen of our crimes!) by 
i so accomplished a desolation ! 

li 

j [ Tin rnu'c lliftnrn Mr Jiurki and ihc 

!j Drier (j liedJord.] 

|! [The Duke of Bedfopl and the Karl of Lauderdale attacked i 
i Mr Burke and hi- j^n-ion in their place in the ILmim- of Lords, 

I uml Burke replie<l tn bin ‘ Letters t** a Nolile Lord,' one of tiie j 
: most sarcastic and most aide of all hit* productions.') 

I was not, like his (trace of Bedford, swaddled, and 
rocked, ami dandled into a legislator-- Xitrrrin adr-r- 
xiifil is the motto for a man like me. I possessed not 
one of the qualities, nor cultivate*! one of the arts, 
that recommend men to the favour and protection of j 
, the great. I was not made for a minion or a tool. As ! 
j little did I follow the trade of winning the hearts by 
imposing on the uifdcrstandings of the people. At 
| every .step of my progress in 1 ift- (f>» in even .-t< p wav , 

; I traversed and opposed), and at every turnpike I 1 
met I was nblignl to show my purport, and again and 
j again to prove inv sob- title t<* the hon.*nr of being 
useful to my country, by a proof that I wa* not wholly 
- umnapiainted with it-' law-, and the whole n-t-.-m of 
its intere-ts h uh abroad and at home. < Ulu nvi-e, le¬ 


nient of his own, to keep alive the idea of the services ! 
by which his vast landed pensions were obtained. My j! 
merits whatever they are* are original and personal; J; 
his arc derivative. It is his ancestor, the original pen- j; 
sioner, that has laid up this inexhaustible_ Jfajg4L.of . 
merit, which makes his Grace TO TCTy^deTIcate and ex- | i 
ceptTous about the merit of all other grantees of the i 
crown, llad he permitted me to remain in quiet, I j; 
should have said, ’tis his estate; that’s enough. It i j 
is his by law’; what have I to do with it or its his- ji 
fcory ? lie would naturally have said on his side, *tis j! 
this man’s fortune. lie is as good now as my an- !] 
eestor was two hundred and fifty years ago. I am li 
a young man with very old pensions; he is an old ji 
man with very young pensions—that’s all. ;j 

Why will his Grace, by attacking me, force me re- '[ 
luetantly to compare my little merit with that which 
obtained from the crown those* prodigies of profuse 
donation by which he tramples on Hie mediocrity' of i 
I humble and laborious individuals l * * Since , 

the new grantees have war made on them by the old, 
ami that the word of the sovereign is not to be taken, 
let us turn our eyes to history, in which great men 
have always a pleasure in contemplating the heroic , 
oiigin of their house. 

The first peer of the name, the first purchaser of the 
grant-, was a Mr Russel, a person of an ancient gen¬ 
tleman’s family, raised by being a minion of Henry 
VIII. As there generally i.- some resemblance of cha¬ 
racter to create these relations, the favourite was in 
all likelihood much such another as his master. The 
first of tlie-e immoderate grants was not taken from \ 


rank, no toleration ia**n. f. r m«\ I bad li* arts but 
: manly arts. On them 1 have «toud, and, p!".i-o God, 

; in spite of the Duke of Bedford and the Fail of Lnu- 
; derdale, to tin* la.-t ga-p will I stand. * * 

I know not how it ha- happened, but it really -eem< 
l that, whil-t hi- Grace wa- militating his well-con¬ 
sidered censure upon me, he fell into a sort of sleep, 
llorncr nods, ami the Duke of Bedford may dream ; 
and as dreams (even hi- golden dream-) are apt t* t e 
! ‘ ilbpieeed and incongrmm-1 v put together, his Grace 
preserved his idea of reproach to me, but took tlmsuh- 
j ject-mutter from the crown-grants to his own family. 

This is 4 the stuff of which liis dreams are made.’ In 
! that way of putting things together, his Grace is per- 
j fectlv in the right. The grants to the lmu-e of Ilussel 
were ,$o• enormous, as n*>t only to outrage eet.noiny, but , 
I, even to stagger credibility; The Duke of 'TJeilfbrd is 
the leviathan among all the creatures of the crown. 

; lie tumbles about hi- unwieldv bulk; he plays and 
: frolics in the ocean of the royal bounty. Huge As he 
! is, and whilst * he lies floating many n food,’ he is still 
j a creature. His ribs, his fins, his whalebone, his 
I blubber, the very sidr^uUw through which he spouts a 
; j torrent of brine ajminst liis origin, and covers me all 
J; over with Hrs|>ray — everything pfJiim andjtiUuUJL 
I hym is from the throne. " 

! Is it for him to question the dispensation of tin* 

J royal favour { 

j I really am at a loss to draw any sort of parallel 
! between the public merits of his Grace, by which he 
justifies the grants he holds, and these services of 
mine, on the favourable construction of which 1 have 
obtained what his Grace so much disapproves. In 
private life, I have not at all the honour of acquaint¬ 
ance with the noble duke. But I ought to presume, 
j and it costs me nothing to do so, that he abundantly 
j deserves the esteem and love of all who live with Mm. 
j But as to public service, why, truly, it would not be 
, more ridiculous for me to compare myself in rank, in 
! fortune* irr^plepdid descent, in youth, strength, or 
I fi^tj^ with the Dukcof Bedford,'thaii a 

pfcrattbl between his services and my attempts to be 
useful to my country. It would not be adula¬ 
tion, but uncivil ironj^to say ffiaFhe has any pubTTc 


the ancient demesne of the crown, but from the recent 
confiscation of the ancient nobility of Uhe land. The 
lion having sucked the blood of his prey, threw the 
! olliil carcass to the jackal in waiting. Having tasted 
once the food of coiifi-oution, tlu* favourites became 
; fierce and ravenous. 'i‘his worthy favourite’s first grant 
was from the lay nobility. The second, infinitely im- 
! proving on the enormity of the first, was from the 
i plunder of the church. In truth, his Grace is sonie- 
j what excusable for his dislike to a grant like mine, 
j not only in its quantity, but in its kind so different 
; from hi- own. 

Mine was from a mild and benevolent sovereign ; 
j his from Henry VIII. Mine had not its fund in the 
' murder of any innocent person of illustrious rank, or 
in tlu* pillage of any body of unoffending men ; his 
grants were from the aggregate and consolidated funds 
of judgmentsjniq.Mto u^y legal, and from possessions 
voluiifarTTy surrendered by the lawful proprietors with 
the gibbet at their door. 

The merit of the grantee whom he derives from, 
was that of being a prompt and greedy instrument of 
a levelling tyrant, who oppressed all descriptions of 
his people, but who fell with particular fury on every¬ 
thing that was great and noble. Mine has been in 
endeavouring to screen every man, in every class, from 
oppression, and partieuhlrTy Tn JeToh(Ting the high and 
eminent, who in the bad times of confiscating princes, 
confiscating chief governors, or confiscating dema¬ 
gogues, are the most exposed to jealousy, avarice, and 
envv. 

The merit of the original grantee of his Grace’s 
pensions was in giving his hand to the work, and 
partaking the spoil with a prince, who plundered a 
part of the national church of his time and country. 
Mine was in defending the whole of the national 
church of my own time and my own country, and the 
whole of the national churches of all countries, from 
the principles and the examples which lead to eccle¬ 
siastical pillage, thence to a contempt xrfnil^prescrip¬ 
tive titles, thence to the pillage of all property, anc( 
thence to tmirmal desolation. 

The merit of the origin of his Grace’s fortune wa* 
in being a favourite and chief adviser to a prince who 
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left no liberty to his native country. My endeavour 
was to obtain liberty for the municipal country in 
which I was born, and for all descriptions and denomi¬ 
nations in it. Mine was to support, with unrelaxing 
vigilance, every right, every privilege, every franchise, 
in this my adopted, my dearer and more comprehen¬ 
sive country ; and not only to preserve those rights in 
this chief seat of empire, but in every nation, in every 
land, in every climate, language, and rcligiop, in the 
vast domain ihat still is under the protection, and the 
larger that was once under the protection, of the 
I British crown. 

j | His founder’s merits were by arts in which he served 
i his master and made his fortune, to bring poverty, j 
wretchedness, and depopulation on his country. Mine 
; were under a benevolent prince, in promoting the 
; commerce, manufactures, and agriculture of his Jklng- 
1 dom; in which his majesty shows an eminent exam- 
' pie, who even in his amusements is a patrioi, and in 
! hours of leisure an improver of his native soil. 

[Character of Howard t/w Ididundiroju'^t.] 

I I cannot name this gentleman without remarking, 

1 that liis labours and writings have done much t<> open 
I: the eyes and hearts of all mankind. Helms vi.-ited 
j all Europe — not to survey the sumptuou^ness of 
j 1 palaces, or the stateliness of temples; not to make 
1 1 accurate measitmttents of the remains of ancient 
! grandtrtir, nor to form a scale of the curiosities of mo- | 
i j dern art; nor to collect medals, or collate mauu- j 
. j scripts, but to dive into tbo depths of dungeons, to j 
;j plunge into tlyi infection of hospitals, to survey tin 1 ! 
mansions of sorrow and pain ; to take the gauge and < 

! dimensions of misery, depression, and contempt; to I 
j remember the forgotten, to attend to the neglected, to ; 
i visit the forsaken, and compare and collate the dis¬ 
tresses of all men in all countries. JI is plan is ori- 
; * ginal; it is as full of genius as of humanity. It was 
i a voyage of discovery ; a circumnavigation of charity, 
j Already, the benefit of his labour is felt more or h.» 
j in every country : I hope he vvill anticipate his final 
reward by seeing all its Gleets fully realised in hi* 

1 own. 

, .IU Nil'S. 

Jj On the 21st of January 1769 appeared the first 
! of a scries of political letters,-bearing the signature 
| of Junius, which have since taken their place among 
the standard works of the English language. Great 
; excitement prevailed in the nation at the time. The 
; contest with the American colonies, the imposition 
! of new taxes, the difficulty of forming a steady and 
permanent administration, and the great ability ami 
; eloquence of the opposition, had tended to spread a 
feeling of dissatisfaction throughout the country. 
The publication of the North Briton, a periodical 
i j edited by John Wilkes, and conducted with reckless 
j violence and asperity, added fuel to the flame, and 
j the pritfie minister, Lord North, said justly, that 
i ‘the press overflowed the land with its black gall, 

J anil poisoned the mimls of the people.’ Without any 
| wish to express political opinions, we may say that 
I the government was not equal to the emergency, 
and indeed it would have required a cabinet of the 
• Jnghest powers and most energetic wisdom to have 
triumphed over the opposition of men like Chatham 
and Burke, and writers like Junius. The most 
■ popular newspaper of that day was the Public 
| Advertiser, published by Woodfall, a man of educa- 
j tion and respectability. In this journal the writer 
known as Jumus "had contributed under various 
signatures for about two years. The letters by 
which he is now distinguished were more carefully j 


elaborated, and more highly polished, than any of his 
previous, communications. They attacked all the 
public characters of the day connected with the 
government, they retailed much private scandal and 
personal history, and did not spare even royalty it¬ 
self.* The compression, point, and brilliancy of their 
language, their unrivalled sarcasm, boldness, and 
tremendous invective, at once arrested the attention 
of the public. Every effort that could be devised 
by the government, or prompted by private indig¬ 
nation, was made to discover their author, but in 
vain. ‘ It is not in the nature of things,’ he writes 
to his publisher, * that you or anybody else should 
know me, unless I make mys'df known: all arts or 
inquiries or rewards would be ineffectual.’ in an¬ 
other place he remarks, * 1 am the sole depository 
of nn* secret, and it shall die with me.’ The event 
has verified the prediction : lie had drawn around 
himself so impenetrable a veil of secrecy, that all 
the efforts of inquirers, political and literary, failed 
in dispelling the original darkness. 'Hie letters 
were published at intervals from 1769 to 1772, when 
they were collected by Woodfall and revised by their 
author (who was equally unknown to his publisher), 
and printed in two volumes. They have since gone 
through innumerable editions; hut the la st is that 
published in 1*12 by Wood fall's son. which includes 
the letters by the same writer under other signa¬ 
tures, wiih his private notes to his publisher, and 
fae-similcs of his handwriting. 

'flic prinripUs of Junius are moderate, compared 
with his # /><T.v»m//g/V.s‘. Some sound AonGitutional 
maxims are conveyed in his letters, 1|uf his style 
lias undoubtedly been his passport to^ fame. His 
illustrations and metaphors are also sometimes un¬ 
commonly felicitous. Till 1 personal malevolence of 
his attacks it is impossible to justify. They evince 
a settled deliberate malignity, which could not pro- 
| coed from a man of a imod or noble nature, and con¬ 
tain allusions to obscure individuals in the public 
offices, which seem to have arisen less from patriotism 
than from individual hatred and envy. When the 
controversy as to the authorship of these memorable 
philippics had almost died away, a hook api**arcd 
in 1M6, bearing the title of ‘ Junius Identified with a 
Celebrated Living Character." The living character 
was the late Sir l’hilip Francis, and certainly a mass 
of strong circumstantial evidence has been presented 
in his favour. * The external evidence,’ says Mr 
Macaulay,* ‘is, we think, such as would support a 
verdict in a civil, nay, in a criminal proceeding. The 
handwriting of Junius is the very peculiar handwrit¬ 
ing of Francis, slightly disguised. As to the position, 
jmrsuits, and connexions of Junius, the following 
are the most Important facts which can he considered 
as dearly proved:—First, that he was acquainted 
with the technical forms of the secretary of state’s 
oil ice; secondly, that he was intimately acquainted 
with the business of the war olliee ; thirdly, that he, 
during the year 1770, attended debates in the House 
of Lords, and took notes of speeches, particularly of 
the speeches of Lord Chatham; fourthly, that he 
bitterly resented the appointment of Mr ('haulier to 
the place of deputy-secretary at war; fifthly, that 
he was hound by some strong tie to the first Lord 
Holland. Now, Francis passed some years in the 
secretary of state’s office. He was subsequently 
chief clerk of the war office. He rejwatcdly men¬ 
tioned that he had himself, in 1770, heard speeches 
of Lord Chatham ; and some of these speeches were 
actually printed from his notes. He resigned his 
clerkship at the war office from resentment at the 
appointment of Mr Chamicr. It was by Lord Hoi- 
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land that he was first introduced into the public 
service. Now, here are five marks, all of which 
ought to be found in Junius. They are ail five 
found in Francis. We do not believe that more 
than two of them can be found in any other person 
whatever. Jf this argument docs not settle the 
question, there is an enu of all reasoning on circum- < 
stotrat evidence.’ The same acute writer considers 
file internal evidence to lie equally clear as to the 
claims of Francis. Already, however, the impression 
made on the public mind by the evidence for this 
gentleman seems to have passed away, and atten¬ 
tion has recently been directed to another indi¬ 
vidual, who whs only one of ten or more persons 
suspected at the time of the publication. This is 
Lord George Sack villi*, latterly Viscount Sackville, 
an aide hut unpopular soldier, cashiered from the 
armv in consequence of neglect of duty at the battle 
of Minden, but who afterwards regained the favour 
of the government, and acted as secretary at war 
throughout the whole period of the American con¬ 
test. A work by Mr Coventry in 1825, and a 
volume by Mr .Jaques in 18*12, have been devoted 
to an endeavour to fix the authorship of Junius upon 
Lord George, and it is surprising how many and 
how powerful are the argument'- which have been 
adduced bv these writers, it seems by no means 
unlikely that a haughty and disappointed man, who 
conceived liiiiftclf to have mi tiered unjustly, should 
pour forth bis bitter feelings in this form ; but. again, 
if Lord George Nickvillr was really Junius, bow 
strange to consider that the vituperator of the king. 
Lord Mansfield, and others, should in a few short 
years have Ken acting along with them in the go¬ 
vernment! lhrc, certainly, there G room to pause, 
and either to suspend judgment altogether, or to lean 
to the conclusion for Francis which has been fa¬ 
voured by such high authority. 

l'hilip Frauen was the son of the la v. Philip 
Francis, translator of Horace. lie was horn in 
Dublin in 1710, and at the early age of sixteen was 
placed by Lord Holland in the secretary of state’s 
oflice. By the patronage of Pitt ( Lord Chatham), 
he was made secretary to General Piigh in 1758, and 
was present at the capture of Cherburgh; in 17(H) 
he accompanied Lord Kinnoul as secretary on his 
embassy to Lisbon; and in 1763 he was appointed 
to a considerable situation in the war office, which 
he hclil till 1772. Next year he was made a member 
of the council appointed for the government of Ben¬ 
gal, from whence he returned in 1781, after being per¬ 
petually at war with the governor-general, Warren 
Hastings, and being wounded by him in a duel. He 
afterwards sat in parliament, supporting Whig prin¬ 
ciples, and was one of the 4 Friends of the People* 
in association with Fox, Tierney, and Grey. He 
died in 1818. It must be acknowledged that the 
speeches and letters of Sir Philip evince much of 
the talent found in Junius, though they are less 
rhetorical in style ; while the history and dispositions 
of the man—his strong resentments, his arrogance, 
big. interest in the public questions of Hie day, 
evinced by his numerous pamphlets, eveii in utf- 
vunced age, and the whole complexion of his party 
and political sentiments, are what we should expect 
of Woodfall’s celebrated correspondent. High and 
commanding qualities he undoubtedly possessed ; nor 
was he without genuine patriotic "feelings, and a 
desire to labour earnestly for the public weal. His 
error lay in mistaking his private enmities for ptib- 
1 ic v I rifle, Jvnd iiu rsin g Jus resentments till they at¬ 
tained a dark and unsocial malignity, llis temper 
Was Irritable and gloomy, and often led him to form 
mistaken and uncharitable estimates of men and 
measures. 


Of the literary excellences of Junius, his sarcasm, ! 
compr caml ene rgy,, and brilliant illustration, a few 
specimens may be quoted. His finest metaphor (as 
just in sentiment as beautiful in expression) is con-" 
tained in the conclusion to the forty-second letter:— 

‘ The ministry, it seems, are labouring to draw a 
line of distinction between the honour of the crown 
and the rights of the people. This new idea has yet 
only been started in discourse; for, in effect, both 
objects have been equally sacrificed. I neither un¬ 
derstand the distinction, nor w hat use the ministry 
propose to make of it. The king’s honour is that < 
of Ids people. Their real honour and real interest ! 
arc tile same. I am not contending for a vain punc- ; 
tilio. A clear unblemished character comp; -bends i 
not only the integrity that will not offer, but the 
spirit that will not submit, to an injury ; and whether 
it belongs to an individual or to a community, it is the 
foundation of peace, of independence, and of safety. 
Private credit is wealth; public honour is security. 
The featTief TTiaf adorns the royal bird supports bis 
flight. Strip him of his plumage, and you fix him 
to the earth.’ 

Thus also be remarks—‘In the shipwreck of the 
state, trifles float and are preserved; while every¬ 
thing solid and valuable sinks to the bottom, and is 
lost for ever.’ 

< >f the supposed enmity of George III. to Wilkes, 
and the injudicious prosecution of that demagogue, 
Junius happily remarks—‘ lie sai l more than mo¬ 
derate men would justify, but not (Rough to entitle 
him to the honour of your majesty's personal resent¬ 
ment. The rays of royal indignation, collected upon 
him, served only to illuminate, and could not con¬ 
sume. Animated by the favour of the people on 
tiie one side, and heated by ]>ersccution on the other, 
his views and sentiments changed with his situation. 
Hardly* serious at first, he is now an enthusiast. 
The coldest lnwiics warm with opposition, the hardest 
sparkle in collision. There is a holy mistaken zeal 
in politics as well as religion. By' persuading others, 
we convince ourselves. The passions are engaged, 
and create a maternal affection in the mind, which 
forces us to love the cause for which we sutler.’ 

The letter to the king is the most dignified of the 
letters of Junius; those to the Dukes of Grafton 
and Bedford the most severe. The latter afford the 
most favourable specimens of the force, epigram* and 
merciless sargusjn of his l>est style. ' The Duke of 
Grafton was descended from Charles II., and this 
afforded the satirist scope for invective :— 4 The cha¬ 
racter of the reputed ancestors of some men lias 
made it impossible for their descendants to l>e vicious 
in the extreme, without being degenerate. Those of 
your Grace, for instance, left no distressing examples 
of virtue, even to their legitimate posterity ; and you 
may look back with pleasure to an illustrious pedi¬ 
gree, in which heraldry has not left a single good 
quality upon record to insult or upbraid you. You 
have better proofs of your descent, my lord, than the 
register of a marriage, or any troublesome inheri- 
| tanee of reputation. There are some hereditary 
strokes of character by which a family may be as 
clearly distinguished as by the blackest features of 
the human face. Charles I. lived and died a hypo¬ 
crite ; Charles II. was a hypocrite of another "sort, 
and should have died upon the same scaffold. At 
the distance of a century, we see their different cha¬ 
racters happily revived and blended in your Grace. 
Sullenjjjulgicvgre.witliont religion, profligate with¬ 
out gaiety jt jou live like OuirlSsTLp w 
aTT amiable companion ; and, for aught TltooJHTmay j 
die ar iris rattier did, without the reputation of a 
martyr.* i 

TSTtho Bame strain of elaborate and refined sar- 
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ctasm the Duke of Bedford is addressed:— 4 My lord, to consult the propriety of a bad character. Kren 
yWare so little accustomed to receive any marks of now they tell you that life is no more than a dra* 
respect or esteem from the public, that if in the fol- malic scene, in which the hero should preserve hts 
lowing lines a compliment or expression of applause consistency to the last ; and that, ns you lived with- 
ahould escape me, I fear you would consider it as a out virtue, you should die without 
mockery of your established character, and perhaps These are certainly brilliant pieces of coniposi- 
an insult to your understanding. You have nice tion. The tone and spirit in which they are con- 
feelings, my lord, if we mar judge from your resent- ceivcd arc haj$h and reprehensible in some parts 
I ments. Cautious, therefore, of giving otlcnce where almost fiendish— but ‘they are the emanations of a 
| you have so little deserved it, I shall leave the illus- powerful and cultivated genius, that, under better 
tration of your virtues to other hands. Your friends moral discipline, might have done lasting honour to 
have a privilege to play upon the easiness of your literature and virtue. The acknowledged produc- 
temper, or probably they are better acquainted with turns Of Sir Philip Francis have equal animation, but 
i your good qualities than I am. You have done good h»ss studied brevity and force of style. The soaring 
by stealth. The rest is upon record. You have ardour of youth lmd flown ; his hopes were crushed ; 
still left ample room for speculation when pane- ho was not writing under the mask of a ft’ajdqs^ ami < 


gyrie is exhausted.’ 


After having reproached the duke for corruption Karl Grey on the subject of tit 
and imbecility, the splendid tirade of Junius eon- we find such vigorous sentenei 
eludes In a strain of unmeasured vet loftv invee- * Thomrh a nation muv he bin 


impenetrable secrecy. Vet in IMS, in a letter ?o 
Earl Grey on the subject of the blnek.-ulr «>f Norway, 
c find such vigorous sentences as (lie following 
Though a nation nun he bought an 1 sold, dteeivt d 


tive Let us consider you, then, as arrived at tlie or iK traycd, oppressed or beggared, and in every 
summit of worldly greatness; let us suppose that other sense undone, </// is not lost, a*' long as a sense 


all your plans of avarice and ambition are accom- of national honour survives tin general ruin. Lven 
plished, and your most sanguine wishes gratified in an individual cannot be crushed bv events or over- 


the fear as well as the hatred of the people. (’an age w helmed bv udversitv, if, 
itself forget that you are now' in the last act of life? his fortune! the character 
Can gray hairs make folly venerable? and is there blemished. That force is 
no period to be reserved for meditation and retire- of resolution, will raise hi 
incut? For shame, my lord! Let it not be recorded of calamity. Hut if the 
of you that the latest moments of your life were I it be a great or a lift!, 
dedicated to the same unworthy pursuits, the same I of individual' or a single i 


"he-lined by adversity, if, in the wreck ami ruin of 
his fortune, the character of the man remains un- 
bleiubh, d. That force is clastic, and, with the help 
of resolution, will raise him again out of any depth 
of calamity. Hut if the injured sufferer, whether 
| it hi* a great or a little community, a number 
of individual' or a single person, be content to sub- 


busy agitations, m which your youth and manhood mif in silercv. and to endure without resentment 
were exhausted. (. onsidcr that, though you cannot — if no complaints ?lmll be littered, murmur shall 
disgrace your former life, you arc violating the cha- he heard, dvplorntiun tsl there must Ik* something 
racter of age, and exposing the impotent imbecility, celestial in the spirit that rises town that descent, 
after you have lost the vigour, of the passions. * In .’March 17:^, I had your voluntary and entire 
y our friends will n^k, perhaps. “"Whither shall ; concurrence in the following, as we)! as munv other 
this unhappy old man retire? ( an he remain in I abandoned proportions—when we drank pure wine 
the metropolis, where his life has been so often ; together when /am, were young, and I was not 
threatened, and his palace so often attacked/ If , superannuated—when we left the odd infusions of 
he returns to Woburn, seoin and mockery await ; prudence to fine ladies and gentle politicians—when 
him: he must create a solitude round his estate, if: true .wi««| ; . m jb-ju* iiut degraded bv the name of mo¬ 
ke would avoid the face of reproach ami derision. ; deration—w in n we eared but liftle bv what iMv*-' 


At I h mouth his destiuetion would he more than i ritTes fTit* nation was Ix traved, or bow manv fi loiis 

probable; at Exeter inevitable. No honest English- were acquitted by their peers.and when we were 

man will ever forget his attachment, nor any honest not afraid of being intoxicated bv the elevation of * 
Scotchman forgive his treachery, to Lord Bute. At ! spirit too highly rectified. In Kmrl.-ind and Seot- 
| every town he enters, he must change his liveries j land, the general disjiosition of the iK-ople may W 
! and name. ’Whichever way he Hies, tiie hue and fairlv judged of hv the means which arc said to In* 


j cry of the country pursues hun. j necessary to counteract it-an immense standing 

, In another kingdom, indeed, the blessings of his army, barracks in every part of the country the 
I administration have been more sensibly felt, bis , bill of rights suspended, and, in effect a military 
Virtues better understood : or, at worst, they will not ! despotism.’ The following vigorous and Junius-Ukt 
for linn alone forget their hospitality.” As well j passage is from a speech made bv Francis in answer 


| might Verres have returned to Sicily. You have to the remark of Lord Chancellor Thurlow, namelv 
twice escaped, my lord; beware of a third experi- that it would have been well for the country if 
j nient. 1 lie indignation of a whole people plun- General Clavering, Colonel Monson, and Mr Franeii 
; » insulted, and oppressed, as they have been, j had been drowned in their passage to India Sir 

I W1 j 1 “‘way. be disappoint//. | Philip observed ‘ His second reason for obtaining 

| It is linain, therefore, to shift the scene ; yyu.can j a seat in parliament, was to have an opportunity of 
flo more fly from your enemies than from yourself. explaining his own conduct if it should I* uu«. 

I Persecuted abroad you loot into your own heart tioned, or defending it if it should be attacked. The 
j for consolation, and find nothing but reproaches and last and not least urgent reason was, that be might i 
| despair. But, my lord, you may quit the field of be ready to defend the character of his e. ,,2, . 

business, though not the held of danger; and though not against specific charges, which lie was sure would j 
; you cannot be safe, you may cease to be ridiculous, never he produced, but against the languag e 
; I fear you have listened too long to lie advice of cabin,ny. which endeavoured to asperse ^hoA * 
those pernicious friends with whose interests you to accuse. It was well knowm that a S ‘ 

have sordidly united your own and for whom you and public insult had been offered to the menJTof 
have sacrificed everything that ought to be dear to General Clavering and Colonel Monse n l"™ 
a man of honour, lhey are still base enough to on- of high rank in this country. JJc was happy wlmn ; 
courage the fojiiesof yourage, as they once did the he heard that his „a„, e was included in it with 

i> itl, ,. tl,U ‘J'* 1 ”- Sahighly did he napact Wo dimeter erf 
ndM tjfde^ a. jrafijowm. qf.muwJ.ty, they those men, that & deemed itin Luuur to »h£u to ) 
wilPnot raflbf you to profinjy experience, nor even , the injustice ft liad suffered. It was in compUan™ ! 

2;m 
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with the forms of the house, and not to shelter him¬ 
self, or out of tenderness to the party, that he for¬ 
bore to name him. He meant to describe him so 
exactly that he could not be mistaken. lie declared, 
iniiis-pla^Jn a great assembly, and in the course^ 
iit-JMn'MXLd^Uberail()n, “ that it would hare been 
happy for this country TfTJcneral Clavering, Colonel 
Monson, and Mr Francis, had been drowned in their 
passage to India.” If this poor and spiteful invec¬ 
tive had l**on uttered by ajuuui .of no consequence 
or.repute—by any light, trilling, ineonsiderateper^on 
j —by a lord of the bed-eTuirTTbrr,^fiif* "rximi{de~^nr' 
; any of the other.si.Uc.cn barons of modern days, he 
shTTuttl Tmvi heard it with indifh rence; hut when it 
j was seriously urged, and deliberately insisted on, 
!<> hy a grnveTonTof parliament, by-n judge, by a man 
ij of ability and eminence in his profession, whose 
I personal disposition was serious, who carried gravity 
h to sternness, and sternness to ferocity, it could not 
j| Ik? received with indiirerenec, or answered without 
! j resentment. Such a man would Ik* thought to have 
I; inquired before* he pronounced. From his mouth a 
] reproach was a sentence, au invective was a judg 
l mont. The accidents of life, and not any original 
distinction that ho knew of, ha-, placed him too 
high, and himself at too great a distance from him, 
to admit of anv other answer than a public dofiMtiee 
for (icneral ('layering, for Colonel .\ I on son, and for 
himself. 'This w as not a party question, nor should 
s it he left to so feeble an advocate a*- he was to sup¬ 
port it. The friends and fellow-soldiers of (icneral 
| Clavering and (’olonel Monson would assist him in 
; defending their memory. He demanded and cvl- 
| pectcd the support of e\eiy man of honour in tliat 
lioiiS'C flhd In tho king lom. Wli.it character was 
j safe, if slander was permitted to attack the rejmra- 
l tion of two of the most honourable and virtuous 
j men that ever were employed, nr ever perished in 
the service of their country, lie knew' that the 
• authority of this man was not without weight; but 
he had an infinitely higher authority to oppo-. to 
: it. He had the happiness of hearing the merits of 
(icneral ( layering and ('olonel Monson acknow¬ 
ledged and applauded, in terms to which lie was 
j not at liberty to do more than to alludi—they were 
rapid and expressive. He must, not venture to 
repeat, lest he should do them injustice, or violate 
the forms of respect, where essentially he owed and 
felt the most; but lie was sufficiently understood. 
The generous sensations that junimate the royal 
mind were easily distinguished from those which 
I rankled in the heart of that j verson who wassup- 
! posed to he the keeper of the royal conscience.’ 
j In the last of the private* letters of Junius to 
j Woodfull—the last, indeed, of his appearances in 
j that character— lie says, with his characteristic ar- 
! dour and impatience, ‘J feeT Tot The honout* of this 
j! country, wltfn I see that there are not ten men in it 
| who will unite and stand together upon any one 
i question. Hut it is all alike, vile and contemptible.* 
ji This was written in January 1773. Forty-three 
!; years afterwards, in 181 ti, Sir Philip Francis thus 
j writes in a letter on public affairs, addressed to Lord 
j Holland, and Ihu-Similarity in iuanner anyf jsenti- 
|j ment is striking, flic' style is riot unworthy of 
i Junius: — ‘My mind sickens and revolts at ihc., 
j scenes of public dephivity, of personal baseness, nud 
! <5r ruinous folly, little less than universal, which 
I have passed bt*fore us, not in <1 r;mjptiu repjvsenta.- 
tion, but in real action, BtraTflie year 1792,"In the 
government of fTrhr once nourishing as well as glori¬ 
ous kingdom. In that period a deadly revolution 
has taken place in the moral character of the nation, 
and even in the instinct of the gregarious multitude. 
Passion of any kind, if it existed, might excite action. 


With still many generous exceptions, the body of 
the country is lost in apathy and indifference—some¬ 
times strutting on stilts—for the most part grovel¬ 
ling on its belly—no life-blood in the heart—and 
instead of reason or reflection, a caput mortuum for 

a head-piece; of aJl..-rgyplutions^JLhis one iSL-the. 

worst, because ifTnakes any ’pthelflippoRlHel** 

Among the lighter sketches of Francfs may be 
taken the following brief characters of Fox and 
Pitt:—‘They know nothing of Mr Fox who think 
that lie was what is commonly called well educated 
1 know that it Avas directly or very nearly the re- j 
verse. Hisjijimjl.x‘ d ni::i t ed itself, not by early study- i 
or instruction, but by active listening and rapid ’ 
apprehension. IIe said so in the House of Com- j 
mons when he and Mr Burke parted. His powerful j 
understanding grew like a forest oak, not by culti- f 
yatlon, but by neglect. Mr Pitt was a plant of an ; 
inferior order, though marvellous in its kind—a ! 
smooth bark, with the deciduous pomp and decora- : 
tion of a lieh foliage, and blossoms and flowers ; 
which drop ofl of themselves, and leave the tree 
naked at la^t to 1** judged by its fruits. lie, indeed, 
as 1 suspect. had been educated more than enough, 
until there was nothing natural and spontaneous left 
in him. He was too polished and accurate in the 
minor embellishments of his art to IxTa great artist j 
in anything, lie could have painted the boat, and 
the fish, and the broken nets, but not tiie tw o fisher¬ 
men. He knew his audience, and, with or without 
eloquence, how t<» summon the generous passions to : 
his ;ipphiu-e. 'I he human eye soon grows weary 

# The rhur.n («*" of Tran' 1- i- mn n in the* fallowing atlmir- j 
i-i-M-rvurnin, v iiirh i-. at *»n<v acute and profound :— j 
* M i:)i a call-ui- heart tin n* ran be no geniii- in the imagina¬ 
tion or wisdom in tin* mind; and therefore the prayer with j 
«*p»ul truth and «uMimity —“Imline cur hearts unto i 

wisdom." KeM'lute thought- find wools hr themselves, and 
muki their own vehieic. Impression and expression are rela¬ 
tive ideas. Tie who fc Is deeply will express strongly. The 
language of slight •**n-g\tions Is naturally feehleand superficial.* 

— Hrffrrtionx on th> Ahuwhine-' of 1'ojx'r. lf>Io.— Francis ex- 
oelh*d in pointed and pithy evpres-ion. After his return to 
parliament in 17H4. he pi*ve great offence to Mr Pitt, hy ex¬ 
claiming, after he had pronounced an animated eulogy on Lord 
Chatham, ‘ lint he is dead, and has left nothing in this world 
that resembles him !* In a speech delivered at a political nu>efc- 
ing in 11117 , he said, * We live in times that call for wisdom jn- 
contemplation an 1 virtue in action ; hut in which virtue and 
wi-domuill not do without resolution.* When the property- ■ 
tax was imposed, he exclaimed, 4 that the ministers wen* now 
(Minting to the life-blood of the country, and the more they 
wanted the less the} would get.’ In a lett< r lo Lord Holland, 
written in lflUi. he remarks. 4 Whether yuaJouk up t<l.Uie top 
or down to the bottom, whether you ’mount with the froth or 
*mk with the sediment, no rank in this country can SUpporTa i 
perfectly degraded name.* ‘ My recital,’ he says to XoftTHtfl- 1 , 
land, ‘ sltall bo inflicted on von, as if it were an operation, with j 
compassion for the patient, with the brevity of impatience and 1 
the rapidity of youth ; for I feel or fancy that I am gradually ,! 
growing young again, in my way hack to infancy. The taper-,,! 
that burns in the bucket flashes inoraijian pm. *o before it dies. ; I 
I wonW not Tong outlive myself if I could help it, like somd of j 
my old friends who pretend to be alive, when to my certain f 

knowledge thev have been dead these seven years.’ The writer [ 

of a memoir of Francis, in the Annual Obituary ilJfcfOi, states j 
that one of his maxims was, * That the views of every one 
should la* directed towards a solid, however moderate indo- j 
pendencc, without which noTflffh can be happy or cvcn honest.’ j 
There Is a rrrrrflrkablo coincidence (too close to be accidental) 
in a private letter by Junius to his publisher Woo<lfuIT,~dated 
March 5, 1 77- : * As for mysclf»jK‘ assured that I anij’ ip : ab o v e 
qfi poep niarv views^ jmd no other person’t-thmlrfSas any claim 
to share with’yoiii. Make the most of it, therefore, andleUtfl * 
your views in fife be directed to a solid, however modfiiato- ' 

independence. \Vithoul ttrwv man can be happy, nor even j 

honest.* . ' 
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of an unbounded plain, and sooner, 1 believe, than 
of any limited portion of space, whatever its dimen¬ 
sions may be. There is a calm delight, a doled 
riposo, in viewing the smooth*shaven verdure of a 
bowling green as long as it is near. You must learn 
from repetition that those properties are inseparable 
from the idea of a flat surface, and that flaijuid 
tiresome are synonymous. The works of nature, 
which command admiration at once, and never lose 
it, are compounded of grand inequalities.’ 

[JvnttuLs CdehraU'd Letter to the Kin ft. ] 

To the Frinter of the Public Advertiser.—1.0th December 17^- 
Sut— When the complaints of a brave and power¬ 
ful people are observed to increase in proportion to j 
the wrongs they have suffered ; when, instead of sink¬ 
ing into submission, they are roused to resistance,'TI7e 
time will soon arrive at which every inferior considera¬ 
tion must yield to the’security of the sovereign, and 
to the general safety of the state. There is a moment 
of difficulty and danger, at which flattery and false¬ 
hood can no longer deceive, and simplicity it-di can 
no longer be misled. Let us suppose it arrived. Let 
us suppose a gracious well-intentioned prince made j 
sensible at last of the great duty he owes to hi* people, 
and of his own disgraceful situation ; that he look* 
round him for assistance, and a^ks lor no advice but 
how to gratify the wishes and secure the happiness 
of his subjects. In these circumstances, it may Is 
matter of curious speculation to consider, if an honol 
man were permitted to approach a king, in what terms 
he would address himself to his *ovi reign. Let it l.v 
imagined, no matter how improbable, that the first pre¬ 
judice against his character is removed ; that the cere¬ 
monious difficulties of an audience are surmounted ; 
that he feels himself animated by the purest and most 
honourable affection t<> hi* king and country : and that 
the great person whom he addresses has spirit.enough, 
to Jt»id him speak freely, and understanding enough to 
listen to him with attention, rnaequainted with the 
vain impertinence of f'»rm«, he would deliver his m*u- 
tiinents with dignity and firmness, but not without 


that which serves only to promote the temporary in¬ 
terest and miserable ambition of R -m i n rater. 

You ascended the tftrone"wTtL a declared (and, I 
doubt not, a sincere) resolution of giving universal 
satisfaction to your subjects. You found them pleased 
with the novelty of a young prince, w hose countenance 
promised even more than his words, and loyal to you 
nut.-onlyAhum. principle but pasaluu. It was not a 
cold profession of allegiance to the first magistrate, 
but a partial, animated attachment to a favourite 
prince, the native of their country. They did not 
wait to examine your conduct, nor to be determined 
by experience, but gave you a generous credit for the 
future blessings of your reign, and paid you in ad- jj 
vance the dearest tribute of their nllcetions. Such, j 
sir, was once the disposition of a people who now sur- ,,{ 
round your throne with reproaches and complaints, j 
Do justice to yourself. Danish from your mind those jj 
unworthy opinions with which some interested per- j 
M>n.s h«u« laboured to possess you. Distrust the men j 
who toll you that the Lngiish are naturally light and ; 
inconstant; that tiov complain without a cause, j 
Withdraw' vour confidence equally from all parties; ( 
from ministers, favourites, and relations ; and let there i 
be one moment in your life in which you have eon- 1 
suited your own understanding. j 

When you uiicctedly renounced the name of ling- J 
lidiman, believe me, sir, ymi were p rmuded to pay I 
j a very ill-judged compliment to one ] art of your sub- 
j jeets at the expense of another. While the natives of , 
^•■entland are not in je-tual rebellion, they are un¬ 
doubtedly entitled l" protection ; nor <1 . 1 mean to 
condemn the poii'-y of giting *ome encouragement to 
J the novelty of their afieetion f r the lum-e of iInteger, 
j 1 am readv to hope for own thing from tbeir new-born 
! z.eul, and from the future steadiness of their allegiance, 
j Hut hitherto tiny have no claim to \our favour. To 
! honour them w iiit a determined predilection and con- 
iidence, in exclusion of ymir l.uglish Mtbjects—who 
jdaced your family, and in ,-pite of trea'lury ami re¬ 
bellion, have suppcited it, upon the thrmu is a u.l-- 
taku Luo gro**f, fur tun tin' unsuspecting generuxity of j 
youth. In thi> error we see a capital violation of the j 


respect f*— i most obv ions rules of policy ami prudence. We trace , ‘ 

Sir—It is the misfortune of your life, and mfigi- It, however, to an orighial bias in vour education, and 
nally the cause of every reproach and di-tres* wh.ieli | are ready to allow for your iiiexpeuem e. 
has attended your government, that you should never To the sum* c;.ily inihience we attribute it, that 
have been acquainted with the language of truth till you have descended to take a share imt only in the 
you heard it in the complaints of your people. It i* narrow views and intere-m of particular pejsunti, but 1 
not, however, too late to correct the error of your edu- in the fatal malignity of their passions. At your 
cation. We are still inclined to make an indulgent accession to the throne the whole system of govern- 
allowance for the pernicious lessons you received in ment wn« altere<l ; not fsmn wDd-m or deliberation, 
your youth, and to form the most sanguine hope* from but because it had bum adopted by your predecessor, j 
the natural benevolence of your disposition. We are A little personal motive of pique and resentment was j 
far from thinking you capable of a direct deliberate sufficient to remove the ablest -•crvanD of the crown ; , 
purpose to invade tho-e original rights of your sub- but it is not in this country, sir, that \urli men run 1 
jects on which all their civil and political liberties be dishonoured by the frown of a king. They were 
depend, llad it been possible for us to entertain a dismissed, but could not be disgrac.d. 
suspicion ao’dishonourable to vour character, we should Without entering into a minuter discussion of the j! 
long since have adopted a style of remonstrance very merits of the pence, we may observe, in the imprudent j 1 
distant from the humility of complaint. The dec- hurry with which the fir<t overtures from France were 1 ; 
trine inculcated by our laws, ‘that the king can do accepted, in the conduct of the negotiation, and j 
no wrong,’ is admitted without reluctance. We sopa- terms of flic treaty, the strongest marks of that prcci- ! j 
rate the amiable good-natured prince from the folly pi late .spirit of concession with which a certain part j 
and treachery of his servants, and the private virtues of your subjects have been :it all times readv to pur- , 
ol’ the jnan from the vices of his government. Were chase a peace with the natural enemies of this*country, j 
it not for this just distinction, 1 know not whether On your part we are satisfied jthat every thing was 
your majesty’s condition, or that of the Lngiish na- honourable and sincere ; and if Kngland was sold to I 
tion, would deserve most to he lamented. 1 would France, we doubt not that your majesty was equally j 
prepare your mind for a favourable reception of truth, betrayed. The conditions of’ the peace were matter i 
by removing jeve^ offeusjy cTdoa of.personal of grief and surprise to your subjects, hut not the 

reproach. lour subjects, sir, wish for nothing but immediate cause of their present discontent, 
that, as they are reasonable and affectionate enough to Hitherto, sir, you had beeu sacrificed to the prejii- 
separate your person from your government, so you, in dices and passions of others. With what firmness 
your turn, would distinguish between the conduct wili you hear the mention of your own ? 
which becomes the permanent, dignity of a king, and A man not very honourably distinguished in the j 
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world commences a formal attack upon your favourite ; 
considering nothing but how he might best expose Jus 
person“andprinciples to detestation, and the national 
character of his countrymen to contempt. The natives 
tffttmt country, fiir, are as much distinguished by a 
peculiar character, as by your majesty’s favour. Like 
another chosen people, they have been conducted into 
the land of plenty, where they find themselves effec¬ 
tually marked and divided from mankind. There is 
hardly a period at which the most irregular character 
may not be redeemed ; the mistakes of one sex find 
a retreat in patriotism ; those of the other in devo- 
I tiofl. Mr Wilkes brought with him into politics the 
| same liberal sentiments by which his private conduct 
I had been directed ; and seemed to think, that a* there 
Aire few excesses in which an English gentleman may 
not he permitted to indulge, tin* same latitude was 
allowed him in the choice of his political principle*, 
and in the spirit of maintaining them. I mean t<» 
state, not entirely to defend, bis conduct. In the 
earnestness of his zeal, he suffered some unwarrant¬ 
able insinuations to escape him. He said more than 
moderate men would justify, but not enough to entitle 
him to the honour of your majesty's personal resent¬ 
ment. The rays of .royal iudignatim collected upon 
him, served only to illumine, and coi.’d not eon-mine. 
Animated by the favour of tlm people on one side, 
and heated by persecution the other, lib views 
and sentiments changed with his situation. Hardly 
serious at first, he i-t mov an enthusiast. The '--dde-t 
bodies warm with opposition ; tin* hardest sparkle in 
collision.* There is a Indy mistaken zeal in polities 
as well as religion, By persuading other-, we eom inee 
ourselves ; the passions are engaged, and create a 
maternal affection in the mind, which force'' us to 
love the cause for which we sutler. 1- thi« a conten¬ 
tion worldly of a king? Are you m,r wn.Hblc how* 
much the meanness of the cause give* an air of ridi¬ 
cule to the serious difficulties info which y-m June , 
been betrayed? The destruction of one man has le-en 
now for many years the sole object of your go\e r . 
incut ; and if then 1 can be urn thing still more un¬ 
graceful, we have seen for Mich an object the utmost 
influence of the executive power, ami every ministerial 
artifice, exerted without success. Nor can you ever 
succeed, unless he should be imprudent enough to j 
forfeit the protection of those laws to which you owe | 
your crown ; or unless your ministers Humid persuade 
you to make it a question of force alone, ami try the | 
whole strength of government in opposition t.» the 
people, 'file lessons he has received from experience 
will probably guard him from such excess of folly ; 
and in your majesty’s virtues we find an unquestion¬ 
able assurance that no illegal violence will be at¬ 
tempted. 

Far from suspecting you of so horrible a design, we 
warn Id attribute the continued violation of the laws, 

! and even this last enormous attack upon the vital 
principles of the constitution, to an ill-advised un¬ 
worthy personal resentment. From one false step 
you have been betrayed into another ; and as the 
cause was unworthy of you, your ministers were deter¬ 
mined that the prudence of the execution should 
correspond with tbC'Wlsdoin and dignity* of the design. 
They nave reduced you to the necessity of choosing 
| out of a variety of difficulties; to a situation so un- 
! happy, that you can neither do wrong w ithout ruin, 

| nor right without affliction. ThcSfc worthy servants 
have undoubtedly given you many singular proofs 
of their abilities. Not contented with making Mr 
Wilkes a man of importance, they have judiciously 
transferred the question from the rights and interests 
of one man, to the most important rights and interests 
of the people; and forced your subjects, from wishing 
well to the cause of an individual, to unite with him 
in their own. Let them proceed as they have begun, 


and your majesty need not doubt that the catastrophe | 
will do no dishonour to the conduct of ike piece. j 
The circumstances to which you are reduced will j 
not admit of a compromise with the English nation, j 
Undecisive qualifying measures will disgrace your j 
government still more than open violence; and with- j 
out satisfying the people, will excite their contempt, j 
Thoy luive too much understanding and spixjt. to 
accept of an indirect satisfaction for a direct injury, j 
Nothing less than a repeal as formal as the resolution* , 
itself, can heal the wound which Inis been given to , 
the constitution ; nor will anything less be accepted. ; 

I can readily believe that there is an influence buffi- ; 
cicnt to recall that pernicious vote. The House of j 
( ominous undoubtedly consider their duty to the 1 
crown ns paramount to all other obligations. Tom i 
they are indebted for only an accidental existence, \ 
and have ju«tlv transferred their gratitude from their j 
parents to their benefactors ; from those who gave j 
them birth to the minister from whose benevolence ! 
they derive the comforts and pleasures of their poli¬ 
tical life; who has taken the tenderest care of their 
infancy, and relieves their necesHlies without offend¬ 
ing their delicacy. Hut if it wen* possible for their 
integrity to be degraded to a condition so vile and 
abject, that, compared with it. the present estimation 
they <tand in is a state of honour and respect, con¬ 
sider, -ir, in what n. inner you will afterwards proceed. 
Can you conceive that the t eople of this country will ; 
long submit to be governed by so flexible a House of 
('•minions? H is not in the nature of human society 
that any form of government in such circumstances 
can long be preserved. In ours, the general contempt 
of the people i- as fatal a> their detestation. Such, 

1 am per-uaded, would be the necessary effect of any 
base concession made by the present House of Com¬ 
mons ; and, as a qualifying measure would not be 
accepted, ii remains for you to decide whether you 
will, ut any hazard, support a set of men who have 
reduced you to this unhappy dilemma, or whether 
v on will gratify the united wishes of the whole people 
of England by dissolving the pailiament. 

Taking it for granted, ns 1 do very sincerely, that 
you have personally no design against the constitu¬ 
tion, nor any view inconsistent with the good of your 
nobjects, I think you cannot hesitate long upon the 
choice which it equally concerns your interest and 
your honour to adopt. < >n one side, you hazard the 
affection- of all your English subjects ; you relinquish 
every hope of ropo-c to yourself, and you endanger j 
the e-tahlishment of your family for ever. All this 1 
you venture for no object whatever, or for such an ‘j 
object as if, would be an affront to you to name. Men j j 
rf screw* will examine your conduct with suspicion; j 
while those who are incapable of comprehending to 1 j 
what degree they are injured, afflict you with clamours {| 
equally insolent and unmeaning. Supposing it pos- jj 
HIdo that no fatal struggle should ensue, you deter- |i 
mine nl once to be unhappy, without the hope of a \\ 
compensation either from interest or ambition. If \ i 
an English king be hated or despised, ho must be un- j | 
happy; and this, perhaps, is the only political truth h 
which he ought to be convinced of without, experi¬ 
ment. But if the English people should no lojugcr 
confine their resentment to a submissive represent a- 
tion of their wrongs; If, following the glorious ex- - 
ample of their ancestqrsj they should no longer appeal i 
to the creature of the constitution, but to that high 
Being who gave them the rights of humanity, whose 
gifts it were sacrilege to surrender, let me ask you, 
sir, upon what part of your subjects would you rely 
for assistance ? 

The people of Ireland have been uniformly plun- 

* Of the House of Commons, on the subject of the Middlesex 
election. 
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dered and oppressed. In return, they give you every house of Stuart; and IujuI aju; urne.st of future loyalty 
day fresh marks of their resentment. They despise in former rebellions. Appearances are, however, in 
the miserable governor you have sent them, because their favour; so strongly, indeed, that one would think 
he is the creature of Lord Bute; nor is it from any they had forgotten that you are their lawful king, and 
natural confusion in their ideas that they are so ready had mistaken you for a pretender to the crown. Let 


to confound the original of a king with the disgrace¬ 
ful representation of him. 

The distance of the colonies would make it impos- 


it be admitted, then, that the Scotch are as sincere in 
their present professions, as if you were in reality not 
an Knglishnum, but a lb itou of the north ; you would 


sible for them to take an active concern in vour not be the first prince of their native country against 


affairs, even if they were as well affected to your go¬ 
vernment us they once j>retended to be to your person. 


whom they have rebelled, nor the first whom they 
have basely betrayed. Jla\e you forgotten, sir, or has 


They were ready enough to distinguish between you your iavourite concealed from you, that part of our 
and your ministers. They complained of an act of history when the unhappy Charles (and he, too, had 
the legislature, but traced the origin of it no higher private virtues) tied from the open a\owed imlig- 
than to the servants of the crown ; they pleased nation of his Knglish subjects, and surrendered him- 
themsclves with the hope that their sovereign, if not self at discretion to the good faith ol his own country- 
favourable to their cause, at least was impartial, men? Without looking for support in their affect ions 
The decisive personal part you took against them has as subjects, he applied only fo their honour ns gcntle- 
effeetually banished that first distinction from their men for protection. They received hTin, as they would 


minds.* They consider vou as united with vour ser- 


ujcstv, with bows, and smif 


and falsehood ; 


vants against America; and know' how to distinguish j and kept him till they had settled their bargain with 
the sovereign and a venal parliament on one ride, j the Knglirii parliament ; then basely sold their native 
from the real sentiments of the Knglish people on the ; king to the \eng<ancc ot his enemies. I Ins, sir, 
other. Looking forward to independence, they might "as not tin* act ot a few traitors, but the deliberate 
possibly receive you for their king; hut if ever \ou treachery of a scotch parliament, representing the 
retire to America, be assured thev will give you such nation. A wi-*e prince im.nt draw' from it two 
a covenant to digest, as the presbytery of Scotland learns of cipial utility to lwni.ielf : on one side be 
would have been ashamed to offer to Charles 11. They . might lcam to dread the undisguised resentment of 
left their native land in search of freedom, and found ! a generous people who dare openly as-ert their rights, 
it in a desert. Divided a> tliev are into a thousand ! and who in a ju>t cause are rcadv to meet their sove* 


a covenant to digest, as the presbytery of Scotland , lemons of c.|iial utility to lmn.selt 
would have been ashamed to offer to Charles 11. They might lcam to dread tin 
left their native land in search of freedom, and found ! a generous people who da 
it in a desert. Divided a> thev are into a thousand ! and who in a ju>t cause : 


forms of polity and religion, there is one point in ■ reign in the field; on the other rid* he would be 
which thev all agree; they equally dwteivt the ]>a- ; taught to apprehend somethiu:' far more formidable - 
geantry of a king, and the supercilious hypocrisy of a j a fawning treachery, against which m> prudence ran 
bishop. ’ ; guard, no courage can defend. Tim insidious smile 

It is not, then, from the alienated affections of Ire- : upon the cluck Would warn him of the canker in the 


4V IV ill”, auu Ull V 1 V i vv V 4 I 

bishop. ! guard, 

It is not, then, from the alienated affections of Ire- : upon tl 
land or America that you can reasonably look for j heart, 
assistance: still less from the people of Kngland, who i ITun 
are actually contending for their rights, and in this j been tn 
great question are parlies against you. You are not, expect 


guard, no courage can defend, 
upon the cluck Would warn him 


from the iim * t<> w hich one p.ir: o 
been too frequently applied, \<m ba\c 
expect that there arc no services tin 


the nrmv lias 


however, destitute of every appearance of support ; { Here, to,., we trace the partiality of \our nnderstand- 
vou have all the .Taeohites, non-jurors, Roman ( atiio- ing, Vou take the M*n>e of the army from the con- 


lies, ami Tories of this country; and all Scotland, duet of the (»uanD, w itli the same justice with w hirh 
without exception. Considering from what family you eolb-et the sense of the peoplcin>mtlicroprc*»en- 
you are descended, the choice of your friends lias been rations <»f tlie ministry. Your mulching regiments, 
singularly directed; and truly, sir, if you liad not h*vt sir, will not make the Huard* their example eitlier as 
the Whig interest of Kiigland, 1 should admire your .midiers or subjects. 1 hey fed and resent, as tiny 
dexterity in turning the hearts of your enemies. L ought to do, that invariable umli-tinguishing favour 
it possible for you to place any confidence in men with which ihetiuards are treated; while those gal- 
who, before they arc faithful to you, must renounce lant troops, by whom every hazardous, every laborious 
every opinion, and betray every principle, botb ni service is performed, are left to perish in garrisuim 
church and state, which they inherit from tluir an- abroad, or tune in quarters at home, neglected and 


who, before they arc faithful to you, must renounce lant troops, by whom every hazardous, every laborious 
every opinion, and betray every principle, botlrfh service is performed, are left to perish in garrisons 
church and state, which they Inherit from tluir an- abroad, or pine in quarters at home, neglected and 
cestors, and are confirmed in by their education ; forgotten. It they bad no sense of the great original 
whose numbers are so inconsiderable, that they have duty they owe their country, their resentment would 
long since been obliged to give tip the principles and operate like patriotism, nod leave tour cause to he 
language which distinguish them as a party, and to defended bv th«»-,e on whom vou have huiriicd the re- 


| long since been obliged to give up the principles and operate like patriotism, ami leave ymr cau^ to he 
: language tvhich distinguish them as a party, and to defended bv tlm-e on whom you have huiriied the re- 
| fight under the banners of their enemies { Their zeal wards and honours of their profession. The pftetorian 
begins with hypocrisy, and must conclude in treachery, bands, enervated and debauched as they were, had 
At first they dgegive; at last they betray. still strength enough to awe the Roman populace; 

As to'flic Scotch, I must suppose your heart and but when the distant legions took the alarm, they 
| understanding so biased from your earliest infancy marched to Rom*: and ga\o awav the empire. 

! in their favour, that nothing less than your own mis- On this side, then, whi'hever way \<>u turn your 
j fortunes can undeceive you. You will not accept of eves, you see nothing but perplexity and distress, 
i the uniform experience of «cpur ancestors; and when You may determine to support the very ministry who 
i once a man is determined*^) believe, the very ah- have reduce*! your affairs to this deplorable situation ; 
j Qpftftty of the doctrine confirms iuwin his faith. A you may shelter yourself under the lbrins of a par- 
j bigoted Understanding can draw a proof of attachment liament, and set your people at defiance; but b© 
i to the house of Ilanover from a uotonuu&£(&l for the assured, sir, that such a re *.lution would be as ini- 
j prudent as it would be odious. If it did not iimno- 

! * In the king’s speech of ml. November 1JM, it was declared ,lia - U;1 y sl “ lk <; Vuur establishment, it would rob you of 

; ‘that the spirit of faction had broken out afresh in some of ^°’ n I*°* lt * c * ol mind for O'er. 

: the colonies, and In one of them proceeded to acts of violence ^ lu> other, how different is the prospect! how 

nnd resistance to the execution of tho laws ; tlmt Boston was s,l b- and honourable is the path before you ! 

i in a state of disobedience to all law and government, and had The knglish nation declare they arc grossly injured 
| proceeded to measures subversive of the constitution, and at- by their representatives, and solicit your majesty to 
; tended with circumstances that manifested a disposition to exert vour lawful prerogative, and give them an op- 
! throw off their dependence on Great Britain.’ port unity of recalling a trust which they find lias been 
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scandalously abused. You are not to be told that 
the power or the House of Commons is not original; 
but delegated to them for the welfare of the people, 
from whom they received it. A question of right 
arises between the constituent and the representative 
body, By what authority shall it be decided * Will 
your majesty interfere in a question in which you 
have properly no immediate concern { It would be a 
step equally odious and unnecessary. Shall the lords 
be called upon to determine the rights and privileges 
of the commons ? They cannot do it without a 11a- 
grant breach of the constitution. Or will you refer it 
to the Judges? They have often told )<>ur ancestors 
that the law of parliament is above them. What 
party, then, remains, but to leave it to the people to 
rfletermine for themselves? They alone are injured ; 
and since there is no superior power to which the 
cause can be referred, they alone ou^ht to determine. 

I do not mean to perplex you with a tedious argu¬ 
ment upon a subject already so disarmed, that inspi¬ 
ration could hardly throw a new light upun it. 'There 
are, however, two points of view in whieh it particu¬ 
larly imports \<mr majesty to consider the late pro¬ 
ceedings of the llou-c of Commons. By depriving a 
subject of his birthi i^rbt, they have at ibuted to their 
own vote an authority equal to an ad of the whole 
legislature* and though, poihaps, not with the same 
motives, have strictly followed the example of the 
Long Parliament, vhn h first declared the regal office 
useless, and soon after, v itli as little ceremony, dis- 
solved th»* l Ions,-of Lords. The same preteiob d power 
which rol-s an Lmilish subject of hi.i birthright, may 
ioli an Lntdi*ii kintr of bis crown. In another view, 
the resolution of the House of Commons, apparently 
not so dancerou- to yur majesty, is vtill mop' alarm¬ 
ing to yur people. .Not contented with divestincone 
man of bis right, they June arbitrarily conven'd that 
right to another. They have set aside a return as 
illegal, without daring to censure those officers who 
were particularly apprised of Mr Wilke-’s incapacity 
(not only b\ the declaration of the house, but cv 
pressly by the writ directed to them), and who never¬ 
theless returned him as duly elected. They have re¬ 
jected the majority of votes, the only criterion by which i 
our laws judge of the sense of the people; they have • 
transferred the right of election from the collective ; 
to the representative body; and by these nets, taken • 
separately or together, they have essentially altered ■■ 
the original constitution of the House of Commons, j 
Versed as your majesty undoubtedly is jn the English j 
history, it cannot easily escape you how much it is | 
your interest, as well as your duty, to prevent one of 
the three estates from encroaching upon the province ! 
of the other two, or assuming the authority of them j 
ail. When once they have departed from the great i 
constitutional line bv which all their proceedings j 
should bo directed, who will answer for their future : 
moderation ! or what assn ranee will they give you, j 
that when they have trampled upon their equals, they 
will Submit to a superior? Your majesty may learn 
hereafter how nearly the slave and the tyrant are 
allied. 

Some of your council, more candid than the rest, 
admit the abandoned profligacy of the present House 
of Commons, but oppose their dissolution upon an 
opinion (I confess not very unwarrantable) that 
their successors would be equally at the disposal of 
the treasury. 1 cannot persuade myself that the 
nation will have profited so little by experience. But 
if that opinion were well-founded, you might then 
gratify our wishes at an cosy rate, and appease the 
present clamour against your government, without 
offering any material injury to the favourite cause of 
corruption. 

You have still an honourable part to act. The 
affections of your subjects may Btill be recovered. 


But before you subdue their hearts^you must gain a 
noble victory over your own. Discard“tfrOflfc little 
personal resentments which have too long directed i 
your public conduct. Pardon this man* the remainder i 
of his punishment ; and if resentment still prevails, 1 
make it (what it should have been long since; an act j 
not of mercy but of contempt. lie will soon fall j 
back into bis natural station —a silent senator, and | 
hardly simporting the weekly eloquence of a news¬ 
paper. 'ilm gentle breath of peace would leave him 
on the surface, neglected and unremoved ; it is only 
the tempest that lifts him from Ids place. 

Without consulting your minister, call together j 
your whole council. Let it appear to the public that j 
you can determine and act for yourself. Come for¬ 
ward to your people ; lay aside the wretched formali¬ 
ties of a king, and speak to your subjects with, the 
spirit of a man, and in the language of a gentleman. 
Tell them you have been fatally deceived: the ac¬ 
knowledgment will be no disgrace, but rather an 
honour, to your understanding. Tell them you are 
determined to remove every cause of complaint j 
against your government; that )ou will give vour : 
confidence t" no man that uoes not possess the confi- j 
donee of your subjects ; and leave it to themselves to j 
determine, by their conduct at a future election, i 
whether or not it be in reality the general sense of ’ 
the nation, that th f :. rights have been arbitrarily in¬ 
vaded by the present House of Commons, and the con¬ 
stitution betrayed. They will then do justice to their 
representatives and to themselves. 

Tho“c sentiments, sir, and the style they arc con¬ 
voked in, may be offensive, perhaps, because they are 
new to you. Accustomed to the language of courtiers, 
}uu measure their affections by the vehemence of their 
expressions ; and when they only praise you indirectly, 
you admire their sincerity. But th‘s is not a time to 
trifle with your fortune. They deceive you, sir, who 
tell you that you have many friends whose affections 
are founded upon a principle of personal attachment. 
'The first foundation of friendship is not the power of 
conferring benefits, but the equality with which they 
are received, ami may !>c returned. The fortune which ; 
made you a king, forbade you to have a friend ^ it is 
a law of nature, which cannot be violated with impu¬ 
nity. The mistaken prince wlio looks for friendship 
will find a favourite, and in that favourite the ruin . 
of his affairs. j 

The people of England are loyal to the house of j 
Hanover, not from a vain preference of one family to ! 
another, but from a conviction that the establishment j 
of that family was necessary to the support of their ! 
civil and religious liberties. This, sir, is a principle 
of allegiance equally solid and rational; fit for Eng¬ 
lishmen to adopt, and well worthy of your majesty** I 
encouragement. We cannot long be deluded by no- j 
rninal distinctions. The name of Stuart of itself is j 
only contemptible: armed with the sovereign autho- j 
ritv, their principles arc formidable. The prince who ! 
imitates their conduct should be warned by their ex¬ 
ample ; and while he plumes himself upon the security 
of his title to the crown, should remember that as it 
was acquired by one revolution, it may be lost by 
another. 


The Constitution of England, or an Account of 
the English Government , by M. De Lolmk, was 
recommended by Junius ‘as a pcrf[v?r!! liance 
solid, aud iii^enious/ The author was A' native of 

* Mr Wilkes, who was then under confinement in the 
king’s bench, on a sentence of a fino of a thousand pounds, 
and twenty-two months’ Imprisonment (from the 18th of June 
1768), for the publication of the North Briton No. 45, and th® 
Essay on Woman. 
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Geneva, who had studied the law. His work on the 
English constitution was first published in Holland, 
in the French language. The English edition, en- 
larged and dedicated bv the author to King George 
III., appeared in 1775. Do Lolme wrote several 
slight political treatises, and expected to be patro¬ 
nised by the British government. In this he was 
disappointed; and his circumstances were so reduced, 
that he was glad to accept of relief from the Literary 
Fund. He left England, and died in Switzerland in 
1807, aged sixty-two. The praise of Junius has not 
been confirmed by the present generation, for l)e 
Lolme’s work has fallen into neglect. He evinces 
considerable acuteness in tracing and pointing out 
the distinguishing features of our constitution ; but 
his work is scarcely entitled to the appellation of 
‘ solidhis admiration is too excessive and undis¬ 
tinguishing to be always just. Of the case and 
spirit with which this foreigner wrote our language, 
we give one specimen, a correct remark on the free¬ 
dom with which Englishmen complain of the acts of 
their government;—‘The agitation of the popular 
mind is not in England what it would be in other 
states ; it is not the symptom of a profound and j 
general discontent, and the forerunner of violent J 
commotions. Foreseen, regulated, c\cu hoped for j 
by the constitution, this agitation animates all parts 
of the state, and is to he considered only as the 
beneficial vicissitude of the seasons. The govern¬ 
ing power being dependent on the nation, is often 
thwarted; but so long as it continues to deserve the 
affection of the people, it can never be endangered. 
Like a vigorous tree, which stretches its branches 
far and wide, the slightest breath can put it hi mo¬ 
tion; but it acquires and exerts at every moment a 
new degree of force, iiud resists tin* winds by the 
strength and elasticity of its fibres and the depth of 
its. .roots. In a word, whatever revolutions may at 
j times happen among the persons who conduct the 
f public affairs in England, they never occasion the 
! shortest interruption of the power of the laws, or 
the smallest diminution of the security of indivi¬ 
duals. A man who should have incurred the enmity 
of the most powerful men in the state—what do 1 
say?—though he had, like another Vatinius, drawn 
upon himself the united detestation of all parties, 
might, under the protection of the laws, and by 
keeping within the bounds required by them, con¬ 
tinue to set both his enemies and the whole nation 
at defiance.’ 

PR ADAM SMITH. 

Dr Adam Smith’s Wealth of Nations , published 
in 1776, laid the foundations of the science of 
political economy. Some of its leading principles 
had been indicated by Hobbes and Locke; Hume in 
his essays had also stated sonic curious results re¬ 
specting wealth and trade ; and several French 
writers had made considerable advances towards the 
formation of a system. Smith, however, after a 
labour of ten years, produced a complete system of 
political economy; and the execution of his work 
evinces such indefatigable research, so much saga- 
fijity, learning, and information, derived from arts 
and manufactures, no less than from books, that the 
* Wealth of Nations’ must always be regarded as one 
of the greatest works in political philosophy which 
the world has produced. Its leading principles, as 
enumerated by its best and latest commentator, Mr 
M‘Culloch, may be thus summed up 4 He showed 
that the only source of the opulence of nations is 
labour ; that the natural wish to augment our for¬ 
tunes and rise in the world is the cause of riches 
being accumulated. He demonstrated that labour 


is productive of wealth, when employed in manu¬ 
factures and commerce, as well as when it is em¬ 
ployed in the cultivation of land; ho traced the 
various means by which labour may be rendered 
most effective; and gave a most admirable analysis 
and exposition of the prodigious addition made to 
its efficacy by its division among different indivi- j 
duals and countries, and by the employment of 
accumulated wealth or capital in industrious un- j 
dertukings. lie also showed, in opposition to the j 
commonly received opinions of the merchants, poll- | 
tieiuns, and statesmen of bis time, that wealth docs 
not consist in the abundance of gold and silver, but 
' in the abundance of the various accessaries, convc- .! 
! nienees, and enjoyments of human life ; that it is in } 
i evrrv -case srmnri policy to leave individuals to pur- ; 
sue their own interest in their own wav; that, in 
prosecuting branches of industry advantageous to 
themselves, they necessarily pro-rente such as are „ 
at the same time advantageous to the public; and 
that every regulation intended to force industry into 
parfirular channels, or to determine the species of 
eonunerrial intereouise to he carried on tietwoon 
different parts of tin* same country, or between dis¬ 
tant and indej»endent ruintiHN is impolitic and 
pernicious.’* Though correct in his fundamental 
positions, l.)r Smith has been shown to he guilty of 
several errors. He does not always reason correctly 
from the principles he lays down.; and some of his 
distinctions (as that between the different classes of ; 
society as productive and unproductive consumers) I 
have been shown, by a more careful analysis and 
observation, to he unfounded. Hat tin sc defects do 
not touch the substantial merits of the work, ‘which 
produced,'says Mackintosh, ‘an immediate, genera^ 
and irrevocable change in some of the most impor¬ 
tant parts of the legislation of all civilised states. 
Inn lew years it began to alter laws and treaties, 
and has made its way, throughout the convulsions ' 
of revolution and conquest, to a due ascendant over 
tin* minds of men, with far less than the average 
obstructions of prejudice and clamour, which choke 
the* channels through which truth Hows into prac¬ 
tice.’ In this work, as in his ‘ Moral Sentiments,’ 

Dr Smith is copious and happy in his illustrations. 
The following account of the advantages of the 
division of labour is very finely written;— 4 Observe 
the accommodation of the most common artificer 
or day-labourer in a civilised and thriving country, 
and you will perceive that the number of people, 
of whose industry a part, though but a small part, 
has been employed in procuring him this accom¬ 
modation, exceeds all computation. The woollen 
coat, for example, which covers the day-labourer, as j 
coarse and rough as it may appear, is the produce j 
of the joint labour of a great multitude of work- t 
men. The shepherd, the sorter of the wool, the ■ 
wool-comber or carder, the dver, the scribbler, the j 
spinner, the weaver, the fuller, the dresser, with i 
many others, must all join their different arts in i 
order to complete even this homely production. ! 
How many merchants and carriers, besides, must ! 
have been employed in transporting the materials ! 
from some of those workmen to others, who often j 
Jive in a very distant part of the country ? How j 
much commerce and navigation in particular, how : 
many ship-builders, sailors, sail-makers, rope-makers, ' 
must have been employed in order to bring toge- ! 
ther the different drugs made use of by the dyer, 
which often conic from the remotest corners of the ! | 
world? What a variety of labour, too, is necessary 
in order to produce the tools of the meanest of those 
workmen! To say nothing of such complicated 

* M'CuUoch's Principles of Political Economy, p. 57, 
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DR BENJAMIN FRANKLIN. 


| machines as the ship of the sailor, the mill of the 
! fuller, or even the loom of the weaver, let us consi- 
| der only what a variety of labour is requisite in 
j order to form that very simple machine, the shears 
with which the shepherd clips the wool. The miner, 
the builder of the furnace for smelting the ore, the 
feller of the timber, the burner of the charcoal to be 
! made use of in the smelting-house, the brickmaker, 
the bricklayer, the workmen who attend the furnace, 

; the millwright, the forger, the smith, must all of 
them join their different arts in order to produce 
them. Were we to examine in the same manner 
all the different parts of his dress and household 
furniture, the coarse linen shirt which he wears next i 
i his skin, the shoes which cover his feet, the bed j 
i •which he lies on, and all the different parts which 
! compose it, the kitchen-grate at which he prepares • 
| his victuals, the coals which he makes use of for | 
that purpose, dug from the bowels of the earth, and j 
brought to him, perhaps, hr a long sea and a long , 
land-carriage, all the other utensils of his kitchen, 
all the furniture of iiis table, the knives and forks, | 
the earthen or pewter plates upmi which he serves • 
up and divides his victuals, the diflep nt hands cm- j 
ployed in preparing his bread and his beer, the glass 
window which let^ in the heat and the light, and 
i keeps out the wind and the rain, with all the know¬ 
ledge and art requisite for preparing that beautiful 
and happy invention, without which these northern 
parts of the world coal 1 scarce have afforded a very 
comfortable habitation, together with the tools of 
all the different workmen employed in producing , 
those different convenience**; if we examine, 1 say, j 
all these things, and consider what a variety of j 
labour is employed about each of them, we shall be 
sensible that, without the assistance and co-opera- ! 
lion of many thousands the very meanest person in j 
a civilised country could not be provided, even ae- j 
cording to, what we very falsely imagine, the easy j 
and simple manner in w hich he is commonly accom- | 
modated. ('umpired, indeed, with the more extra- | 
vagaut luxury of the great, his accommodfltl6n must ; 
ho doubt appear extremely simple and easy; and 
yet it may be true, perhaps, that the accommoda¬ 
tion of a European prince does not always so much 
exceed that of an industrious and frugal peasant, as 
the accommodation of the latter exceeds that of 
many an African king, the absolute masters of the 
lives and liberties of ten thousand naked savages.' 

1>H 11ENJAMIN FRANKLIN—WILLIAM MKLMOTH — 
WILLIAM IIAlUllS—JAMES HAIUIIM—WILLIAM 
NT i; K ELKY—EDW A111) KING. 

As Adam Smith taught how'the w ealth of nations 
might be accumulated and preserved, Dr Benjamin 
Franklin (1700-1790). with a humbler aim, but i 
with scarcely less practical sagacity, applied* the 
same lessons to individuals. By his admirable writ¬ 
ings, and still more admirable life, he inculcated the 
virtues_pfindustry, frugality, and independence of 
! tllQUglit, and may bif reckoned one of the benefactors 
1 of mankind. Franklin was a native of Boston in 
America, and was brought up to the trade of a 
printer. By unceasing industry, and,. stXQUff-Ma tural 
talents (wlilolrile assuTuously „cultiviit<2j, he rose to 
be one of the. representatives of Philadelphia, and 
j after the separation of America from Britain, he 
was ambassador for the states at the court of France. 
Several important treaties were negotiated by him, 
and in all the fame and fortunes of his native coun¬ 
try— its struggles, disasters, and successes—he bore 
a prominent part. The writings of Franklin are 
not numerous ; he always, as he informs us, * set a 
greater value on a doer of good than on any other 


kind of reputation.’ His Poor Richards Almanack , 
containing some homely and valuable rules of life, 
was begun in 1732. Between the years 1747 and 
1754 he communicated to his friend, Peter Collin- 
son, a series of letters detailing New Experiments 



Benjamin franklin. 

a>\d Observations on Khtrtricity, made at Philadelphia , 
in which he established the scientific fact, that 
electricity and lightning are the same. His experi¬ 
ments. usdescril>ed by himself, have an air of wonder 
and romance. He made a kite of a silk handker¬ 
chief, and set it up into the air, with a common key 
fastened to the end of a hempen string, by which he 
held the kite in liis hand. His son watched with 
him the result; clouds came and passed, ami at 
length lightning came; it agitated the hempen 
cord, and emitted sparks from the key, which gave 
him a slight electrical shock. The discovery was 
thus made; the identity of lightning with electri¬ 
city was clearly manifested; and Franklin was so 
overcome by his feelings at the discovery, that he 
said he could willingly at that moment have died! 
The political, miscellaneous, and philosophical works 
of Franklin, were published by him in 1779, and 
were after wards republished, with additions, by his 1 
grandson, in six volumes. Ilis memoir of himself is 
the most valuable of his miscellaneous pieces; his 
essays scarcely exceed luediycrityas literary compo¬ 
sitions, but they are animated by a spirit of benevo¬ 
lence and practical wisdom. 

The refined classical taste and learning of William 
Melmoth (1710-1799) enriched this period with a 
translation of Pliny’s Letters, which Warton, a 
highly competent judge, pronounced to be og# nf 
few translations that are better than tlid original. 
Under the Assumed name of FitzOTfoOriieTMelmofh 
also published a volume of Letters on Literary and 
Moral Subjects, remarkable for elegance of style. 
The same author translated Cicero’s Letters to ' 
sc vend of his friends, and the treatises De Amicitia 
and De Senectute , to which he appended large and j 
valuable annotations. Melmoth was an amiable, 
accomplished, and pious man, and his character 
shines forth in all his writings. His translations 
are still the best we possess; %nd his style, though 
sometimes feeble from excess jaf polish. 
ment, is generally correct, perspicuous, and musical 
^destruction. 
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[On Thinking.] 

[From Mclmoth’s Letters] 

u If one would rate; any particular merit according to 

| its true valuation, it may be necessary, perhaps, to 

consider how far it can be justly claimed by mankind 
in general. I am sure, at least, when I read the very 
uncommon sentiments of your last letter, 1 found their 
judicious author rise in my esteem, by reflecting that 
there is not a more singular character in the world 
than that of a thinking man. It is not merely having 
a succession of ideas which lightly skim over the mind, 
that can with any propriety be styled bv that deno¬ 
mination. It is observing them separately and dis¬ 
tinctly, and ranging them under their respective 
classes ; it is calmly and steadily viewing our opinions 
on every side, and resolutely tracing them through all 
their consequences and connections, that constitutes 
the man of reflection, and distinguishes reason from 
fancy. Providence, indeed, does not seem to have 
formed any very considerable number of our species 
for an extensive exercise of this higher faculty, a- the 

1 thoughts of the far greater part of mankind are nece*- 
| sarily restrained within the ordinary purposes of ani¬ 
mal life. But even if we look up t<> those who 
move in much superior orbits, and who have uppor- 
! Utilities to improve, as well as leisure to exercise 
j their understandings, we shall find that thinking 
is one of the least exerted privileges of culti\atcd 
humanity. 

It is, liTdeed, an operation of the mind which meets 
with many obstructions to check its ju>t and free 
j direction ; but there are two principles which prevail 
j more or less in the constitutions of most men, that 
! particularly contribute to keep this faculty of the m»u1 
j unemployed ; I mean pride and indolence. To des- 
| cend to truth through the tedious progression uf well- 
| examined deductions, is considered as a reproach to 

1 the quickness of understanding, as it is much t<>o 

J laborious a method for any but those who are po.*.x*>scd 
; of a vigorous and resolute activity of mind. For this 
reason the greater part of our species generally chonne 
either to seize upon their conclusions at once, or to take 
j them by rebound from others, a> best suiting with their 
; vanity or their laziness. Accordingly, .Mr Locke ob- 
| serves, that there arc not so many errors and wrong 
j opinions in the world as is generally imagined. Not 
that he thinks mankind are by any means uniform in 
embracing truth ; but because the majority of them, 
he maintains, have no thought or opinion at all 
about those doctrines concerning which they raNe the 
greatest clamour. Like the common soldiers in an 
army, they follow where their leaders direct, without 
knowing or even inquiring into the cause for which 
they so warmly contend. 

This will account for the slow steps by which truth 
has advanced in the world on one side, and fur those 
absurd systems which at different periods have had 
a universal currency on the other ; for there is a 
strange disposition in human nature either blindly to 
{read the same paths that have been traversed by 
osiers, or to strike out into the most devious extrava¬ 
gances: the greater part of ttie 'WOfld will either 
totally zeopunce their reason, or reason only from the 
Wild. JUggeafions of a heated.] magin at ion. 

From the same source may be derived those divi¬ 
sions and animosities which break the union both of 
public and private societies, and turn the peace and 
hariiLOIiy.Jjf .&Umail intercourse into dissonance and” 
contention. For, while men judge and act by such 
measures as have not been proved by the standard of 
dispassionate reason, they must equally be mistaken 
in their estimates both of their own conduct and that 
of others. 

If we turn our view from active to contemplative 

life, we may have occasion, perhaps, to remark that 
thinking is no less uncommon in the literary than the 
civil world. The number of those writers who can, 
with any justness of expression, be termed thinking 
authors, would not form a very copious library, though 
one were to take in all of that kind which both ancient 
and modern times have produced. Necessarily, I 
imagine, must one exclude from a collection of this 
sort all critics, commentators, translators, and, in 
short, all that numerous under-tribe in the common- ! 
wealth of literatim* that owe their existence merely ; 
to the thoughts of others. 1 should reject, for the 
same reason, such compilers as Valerius Maximus and ! 
Aulus (icllius : though it must be owned, indeed, their 
works have acquired an accidental value, as they pre¬ 
serve to us several curious traces of antiquity, w hiel> 
time would otherwise have entirely worn out. Those 
teeming geniuses, likewise, u ho have propagated the 
fruits of their studies throuirh a long series of tracts, ( 
would have little pretence, 1 believe, to be admitted as 
writers of reflection. For this reason I eaniiot regret j 
the lo.-s of tli">e incredible numbers of compositions i 
which some of the ancients are said to haw* produced : 

Quale fait ( raj-itlo U i wntius aiuni 

InKwmmi ; eapsis f.mi.i c.4 tV-e, lilu'itquo 

Anil>u>tum pnq*ru*..~ Ilvr. 

Thus Fpicurus, we are told, left behind him three 
hundred volumes of his own works, wji ere in he had 
not inserted a rdngle quotation ; and we hate it upon 
the authority of VarruV own wands, that he himself 
eompo>ed lour hundred and nimt y books. N uceu 
assures us that Lidymus the grammarian wrote no 
less than four thousand ; but < >rigen, it seem.*, was yet 
more prolilic, ami extended his performance*, ewn to 
six thousand treatises. It is obvious t. • imagine with ' 
what hurt of materials the product e ns of such expe¬ 
ditious workmen were wrought up : sound thought 
and well-matured reflections could haw* no share, we 
may be sure, in tiic-e ha-ty performances. Thus are 
books multiplied, whilst authors are scarce; and -o 
much easier is it to write than to think’ But shall 

I not myself, J’alamedes, prove an instance that it i«t 
so, if J suspend any longer your own more important 
reflections, by interrupting you with such as mine! 

[<ht (\miTrrntiu ,).j 1 

[From tlu* sane*, j j 

It is with much pleasure I look back upon that r 
philosophical week which I lately enjoyed at — ; ! j 

as there is no part, perhaps, of social life which affords ; 
more real satisfaction than those hours whiejj one ' 
passes in rational and unreserved conversuion. The j 
free communication of sentiments amongst a set of 
ingenious and speculative friends, such a* those you 
gave me the opportunity of meeting, throws the mind \\ 
into the most advantageous exercise, and show the ' 
strength or weakness of it*, opinions, with greater force 1 
of conviction than any other method we ran employ. , 

I hat 4 it is not good for man to be alone,* is true 
in more view's of our species than one; and society 1 j 
gives strength to our reason, a*> well as polhyji to our j j 
manners. i he soul, w hen left entirely to her ow n j 
solitary contemplations, :*■; insensibly drawn by a sort 
of constitutional bias, which generally leads her | 
opinions to the side of her inclinations. Hence it is j 
that, she contracts those peculiarities of reasoning, and J 
little habits of thinking, which ho often confirm her J i 
in the most fantastical errors ; but nothing is more i 
likely to recover the mind from this false bent than 
the counter-warmth of impartial debate. Conversa¬ 
tion opens oux viewHj, ami g]yes our faculties a more 
vigorous play ; it puts us upon turning"ourfltf^ 
every side, and holds them up to a light tjiat discovers 
those latent flaws whicli would probably have lain 
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conoe&lod in the gloom of unagitated abstraction. 
Accordingly, one may remark that most of those wild 
doctrines which have been let loose upon the world, 
have generally owed their birth to persons whose cir¬ 
cumstances or dispositions have given them the fewest 
opportunities of canvassing their respective systems 
j in the way of free and friendly debate. Had the 
' authors of many an extravagant hypothesis discussed 
j their principles in private circles, ore they had given 
j vent to them in public, the observation of Varro had 
| never perhaps been made (or never, at least, with so 
J much justice), that * there L no opinion so absurd, 

: but has some philosopher or * oHi^r (b"produce In its 
j support.’ 

| T pon this principle f imagine it is that some of 
j the finest pieces of antiquity are written in the dia- 
i logtjfi manner, i'lnto and Tally, it should seem, 
j thought truth could never be examined with more 
i advantage than amidst the amicable opposition, yf 
* well-regulated converse. Tt h probable, indeed, that 
subjects of*a sCrlousand philosophical kind were more 
frequently the topics of i I reek and Roman conversa- 
| tiojm than tin-y are of ours ; as the circumstances of 
1 the world had not yet imvcii occasion to those pruden¬ 
tial reasons which i;mv now perhaps restrain a more 
free excham/e of sentiments amongst n«. There wit> 
sometliintr, likewise, in tin* very scenes themselves I 
where they usually assembled, that almost unavoid- S 
ablv turned the stream of their o n\er-ation^ into this ! 
useful channel. Their rooms and gardens were gene- ! 
j rally adorned, )<>u know, with tie* statues of the 
greatest masters ot reason that, had then appeared in 
the world ; rind while Socrates or Aristotle stood in 
their view, it is no uond*T their discourse fell upon 
those subject s w hich Midi atiimating representations 
would naturally suggest. It is pi..h;ihl<», therefore, 
that many of those ancient piece- which arc drawn up 
in the dialogue mat.tier were no imnginarv eonver-a- 
tions imentrd by tiieir auth- is, Uit faithful tran¬ 
scripts from real life. Ami it is this ciicuiustanee, 
ju rhaps, us mimh as any other, which e.*ntribiiti*s e. 
git e them that, remarkable advantage over tlie gene¬ 
rality of modern eomposit i«u.s v. hsch hav e been formed 
upon the same plan. 1 am sure, at least, ] could 
scarcely name more than three or four of this kind 
which have appeared in our language worthy of 
muiee. Mv Lord Shaftesbury’s dialogue,entitled The 
Morali-ts, Mr Addi-mT upon Ancient Coins, Mr 
Spelter's up> u the ( Myssev, together with those of my 
very ingenious friend, Philemon to llvdaspe-, are 
almost tie* only productions in this way which have 
hitherto eome forth amongst us with advantage. 
These, indeed, are ail lun-ter-pieces of the kind, and 
written in the true spirit of learning and politeness. j 
1 lie conversation in caeh of these most elegant perfor¬ 
mances is conducted, not in the usual absurd method 
of introducing one disputant to he tamely silenced by , 
the other, but in the more lively dramatic manner, 1 
where a just contrast of characters is preserved 
throughout, and where the several speakers support 
their respective sentiments with all the strength and 
spirit of a well-bred opposition. 

William Harris (17^0-177 1 »), a dissenting di¬ 
vine in Devonshire, published historical memoirs of 
.Tames I., Charles I,, < diver Cromwell, and Charles 
II. These works were w ritten in imitation of the 
manner of Rayle, the text being subordinate to the 
notes and illustrations. Very frequently only a 
single line of the memoir is contained in the page, 
the rest being wholly notes. As depositories of ori¬ 
ginal papers, the memoirs of Harris (which are still 
to be met with in five volumes) are valuable: the 
original part is trifling in extent, and written 
ojjjifiitlua; mejit orpretensiun. 

James Harris ot Salisbury, a learned and bene¬ 


volent man, published in 1744 treatises on art, on 
music and painting, and on happiness. He after¬ 
wards (1751) produced his celebrated work, Hermes , 
or a Philosophical Inquiry concerning Universal Gram¬ 
mar. The definitions of Harris are considered arbi¬ 
trary and often unnecessary, and his rules are com¬ 
plicated; but his profound acquaintance with Greek 
literature, and his general learning, supplying nu¬ 
merous illustrations, enabled him to produce a 
curious and valuable publication. Every writer on 
the history and philosophy of grammar must consult 
‘Hermes.* Unfortunately the study of the ancient ! 
dialects of the northern nations was little prevalent 
at the time of Mr Harris, and to this cause (as was ■ 
the ease also with many of the etymological disti ■ > \ 
tions in Johnson’s Dictionary) must be attributed ! 
some of his errors and the imperfection of his plan, j 
Mr Harris was a man of rank and fortune: he sat j 
j several years in parliament, and w as successively a 
j lord of the admiralty and lord of the treasury. In 
j 1774 he was made secretary and comptroller to the 
| queen, which he held till his death in 1780. His 
i son. Lord Malmesbury, publisln i, in 1801, a eorn- 
{ plete edition of his works in two volumes quarto. 

; Harris relates the following interesting anecdote of 
j a Greek pilot, to show that even among the present 
j Greeks, in the day <>f servitude, the remembrance of 
; their ancient glory , a not extinct* When the late 
j Mr Anson (Lord Anson’s brother) was upon his 
j travels in the East, he hired a vessel to visit the 
Die of Tene los. His pilot, an old Greek, as they 
"ere sailing along, said with some satisfaction, 
“There ’twas our fleet lay.” Mr Anson demanded, 

What fleet ?” “ What fleet!” replied the old man, 

a little piqued at the question, “why, our Grecian 
fleet at the siege of'1Toy.”’ 

Two distinguished antiquarian writers, whose re¬ 
searches illustrate the history of their native country, 
may he here mentioned— William Sti'kf.ley(1(»87- 
17l.’>), who published Itmeranum Curiosum, or an 
Arrounf of the Anfupt to s mol ('ariosi ties of Great 
IlntiUn , An Account >f Stonchcnqf % Nc. Nc. StukelfV 
studied medicine, hut afterwards took orders, and 
at thc i time of his (hath, was rector of St George 
church. Queen Square, London. Ei>\vari> Kino ' 
(17'k")-isn7 ), an English barrister, published Ohscr - 
cations on Ancient ('astlrs, and an elaborate work, in > 
three lolin volumes, Mu/umenta Antiqua , descriptive 
of English architecture anterior to the Norman , 
Conquest. j 

Sin WILLIAM HLACK. STONE. J 

Sir William Bl ack stone's Commentaries on the. \ 
La us of Kmjhind, published in 17 Gj, exhibit a logical : 
and comprehensive mind, and a correct taste in com- j 
position. They firmed the first attempt to poipu- j 
1 arise legal knowledge, and wen? eminently success¬ 
ful. Junius atul others have attacked their author I 
for leaning too much to the side of prerogative, and 
abiding rather by precedents than by "sense and j 
justice; yet in the House of Commons, when IUack- j 
stone was once advocating what was considered j 
servile obedience, he was answered from his own ! 
book! The Commentaries have not been sup¬ 
planted by uny subsequent work of the same kind, 
but various additions and corrections have been 
made by eminent lawyers in late editions. Black- 
stone thus sums up the relative merits of an 
elective and hereditary monarchy: — ‘It must 
be owned, an elective monarchy seems to be the 
most obvious, and best suited of any to the ra-. 
tional principles of government and the freedom 
of human nature; and, accordingly, we find from ! 
history that, in the infancy and first rudiments of 
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almost every Btate, the leader, chief magistrate, or 
prince, hath usually been elective. And if the in¬ 
dividuals who compose that state could always con¬ 
tinue true to first principles, uninfluenced by passion 
or prejudice, uuassailed by corruption, and unawed 
by violence, elective succession were as much to be 
'desired in a kingdom as in other inferior commu¬ 
nities. The best, the wisest, and the bravest man 
would then be sure of receiving that crown which 
his endowments have merited *, and the sense of an 
unbiased majority would be dutifully acquiesced in 
by the few who were of different opinions. But 
history and observation will inform us that elections 
of every kind, in the present state of human nature, 
are too frequently brought about by influence, par¬ 
tiality, and artijica* and even where the ease is 
otherwise, fTiese practices will be often suspected, 
and as constantly charged upon the successful, by a 
splenetic disappointed minority. This is an evil to 
which all societies are liable; as well those of a pri¬ 
vate and domestic kind, as the great community of 
the public, which regulates and includes the rest. 
But in the former there is this advantage, that such 
suspicions, if false, proceed no farther than jealousies 
and murmurs, which time will effectually suppress: 
and, if true, the injustice may he remedied by legal 
means, by an appeal to those tribunals to which 
every member of society has (by becoming such) 
virtually engaged to submit. Whereas in the great 
and independent society which every nation com¬ 
poses, there is no superior to resort to but the law of 
nature; no method to redress the infringements of 
that law but the actual exertion of private force. 
As, therefore, between two nations complaining of 
mutual injuries, the quarrel can only be decided by 
the law yf. arms, so in one and the same nation, 
when the fundamental principles of their common 
union are supposed to be invaded, and more especially 
when the appointment of their chief magistrate is 
alleged to be unduly made, the only tribunal to which 
the complainants can appeal is tiiat of the God of 
battles; the only process by which the appeal can 
be carried on is that of a civil and intestine war. 
A hereditary succession to the crown is therefore 
now established in this and most other countries, in 
order to prevent that periodical bloodshed and 
misery which the history of ancient imperial Borne, 
and the more modern experience of Poland and 
Germany, may show us are the consequences of 
elective kingdoms.’ 

[On the Rigid of Property.] 

[From Blackstone's Commentaries.] 

In the beginning of the world, we are informed by 
holy writ, the all-bountiful Creator gave to man 
‘ dominion over all the earth, and over the fish of the 
Rea, and over the fowl of the air, and over every living 
thing that moveth upon the earth.’ This is the only 
true and solid foundation of man’s dominion over 
external things, whatever airy metaphysical notions 
may have been started by fanciful writers upon this 
subject. The earth, therefore, and all things therein, 
are the general property of all mankind, exclusive of 
other beings, from the immediate gift of the Creator. 
And while the earth continued bare of inhabitants, 
it is reasonable to suppose that all was in common 
among them, and that every one took from the public 
stock to his own use such things as his immediate 
necessities required. 

These general notions of property were then suffi¬ 
cient to answer all the purposes of human life ; and 
might, perhaps, still have answered them, had it been 
possible for mankind to have remained in a state of 
primeval simplicity; as may be collected fro/a the 


manners of many American nations, when first dis¬ 
covered by the Kuropeans ; and from the ancient me¬ 
thod of living among the first Kuropeans themselves, 
if we may credit either the memorials of them pre¬ 
served in the golden age of the poets, or the uniform 
accounts given by historians of those times wherein 
crant omnia vmnmnma ti indirha omnibus , reluti it mint 
ennetis patrimonium em't. Not that this communion 
of good seems ever to have been applicable, even in 
the earliest ages, to aught but the substance of the 
thing, nor could be extended to the use of it. For, 
by the law of nature and reason, he who first began to 
use it acquired therein a kind of transient property, that 
lasted so long as he was using it, and no longer; or, 
to speak with greater precision, the right of possession 
continued for the same time only that the act of pos¬ 
session lasted. Thus the ground was in common, and 
no part of it was the permanent property of any man 
in particular; yet, whoever was in the occupation of 
any determinate spot of it, fi»r rest, for shade, or the 
like, acquired for the time a sort of ownership, from 
which it would have been unjust, and contrary to the 
law of nature, to have driven him by force ; but the 
instant that he quitted the use or occupation of it, 
another might seize it without injustice. Thus also a 
vine or other tree might Is* said to be in common, as 
all men were equally entitled to its produce ; and yet 
any private individual might gain the side property of 
the fruit, which he had gathered for his own icpost ; 
n doctrine well illustrated by ('ieero, who compares 
the world to a great theatre, which is common to the 
public, and yet the place which any man has taken is 
for the time his own. 

But when mankind increased in number, craft, and 
ambition, it became necessary to entertain conceptions 
of more permanent dominion ; and to appropriate to 
individuals not the immediate use only, but the very 
substance of the tliinur to be used. Otherwise, innu¬ 
merable tumults must have arisen, and tie.* good order 
of the world been continually broken and disturbed, 
while a variety of persons were striving who should 
get the first occupation of the same thing, or disputing 
which of them had actually gained it. As human life 
also grew more and more refined, abundance of con¬ 
veniences were devised to render it more easy, com¬ 
modious, and agreeable, as habitations for shelter and 
safety, and raiment for warmth and decency. Hut no 
man would be at the trouble to provide either, so long 
as he had only a usufructuary property in them, 
which was to cease the instant that he quitted posses¬ 
sion ; if, as soon as he walked out of his tent, or pulled 
off his garment, the next stranger who came by would 
have a right to inhabit the one, and to wear the other. 
In the case of habitations, in particular, it was natu¬ 
ral to observe, that even the brute creation, to whom 
everything else was in common, maintained a kind of 
permanent property in their dwellings, especially for 
the protection of their young ; that the birds of the ! 
air had nests, and the beasts of the field had caverns, i 
the invasion of which they esteemed a very flagrant 
injustice, and would sacrifice their lives to preserve i 
them. Hence a property was soon established in every 
man’s house and homesta.ll, which seem to have been ' 
originally mere temporary huts or movable cabin#, j 
.suited to the design of Providence for more speedily , 
peopling the earth, and suited to the wandering life 
of their owners, before any extensive property in the ; 
noil or ground w r as established. Ami there can be no ; 
doubt but that movables of every kind became sooner j 
appropriated than the permanent substantial soil; 
partly because they were more susceptible of a long 
occupance, which might be continued for months to¬ 
gether without any sensible interruption, and at length 
by usage ripen into an established right; but princi¬ 
pally because few of them could be fit for use, till 
improved and meliorated by the bodily labour of the 
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occupant; which bodily labour, bestowed upon uny 
subject which before lay in common to all men, is uni¬ 
versally allowed to give the fairest and most reason¬ 
able title to an exclusive property therein. 

The article of food was a more immediate call, and 
therefore a more early consideration. Such as were 
not contented with the spontaneous product of the 
earth, sought for a more solid refreshment in the flesh 
| of beasts, which they obtained by hunting. But the 
! frequent disappointments incident to that method of 
j provision, induced them to gather together such ani- 
j niftls as were of a more tame and sequacious nature; 

! and to establish a permanent property in their flocks 
' and herds, in order to sustain themselves in a less pre- 
I carious manner, partly by the milk of the dams, and 
| partly by the flesh of the young. The support of 
these their cattle made the article of water also a very 
important point. And therefore the book of Genesis 
(the most venerable monument of antiquity, considered 
merely with a view to history) will furnish us with 
frequent instances of violent contentions concerning 
, wells, the exclusive property of which appears to have 
been established in tin* first digger or occupant, even 
in such places where the ground and herbage remained 
yet in common. Thus we find Abraham, who was but 
a sojourner, asserting his right to a well in the country 
of Abimeiech, and exacting an oath for his security, 

‘ because he had digged thut well/ And Isaac, about 
ninety years afterwurds, reclaimed this his father’s 
property ; and after much contention with the Philis¬ 
tines, was suffered to enjoy it in peace. 

All this while the soil and pasture of the earth re¬ 
mained still in common as before, and < pen to every 
occupant ; except perhaps in the neighbourhood of 
towns, where the necessity of a sole and exclusive 
property in lands (for the sake of agriculture) was 
earlier felt, and therefore more readily complied with. 
Otherwise, when the multitude of no n and cattle had 
consumed every convenience on one spot of ground, it 
was deemed a natural right to seize upon and occupy 
such other lands as would more easily supply their 
necessities. This practice is still retained among tin 
wild and nneultivated nations that have never been 
formed into civil states, like the Tartars and others 
in the Bust, where the climate itself, and the bound¬ 
less extent of their territory, conspire t<> retain them 
still in the same savage state of vagrant liberty which 
was universal in the earliest ages, and which Tacitus 
informs us continued among the Germans till the de¬ 
cline of the Homan empire. We have also a striking 
example of the same kind in the history of Abraliam 
and his nephew Lot. When their joint substance 
became so great, that pasture and other conveniences 
grew scarce, the natural consequence was, that a strife 
arose between their servants, so that it was no longer 
iractioable to dwell together. This contention Abra- 
rnm thus endeavoured to compose:—‘ Let there be no 
strife, 1 pray thee, between thee and me. Is not the 
whole land before theel Separate thyself, I pray thee, 

■ from me. If thou wilt take the left hand, then will 
, I go to the right; or if thou depart to the right, hand, 

; then will I go to the left/ This plainly implies an ac- 
j knowledged right in either to occupy whatever ground 
ho pleased, that was not pro-occupied by other tribes. 
4 And Lot lifted up his eyes, and beheld all the plain 
; of Jordan, that it was well watered everywhere, even 
j 09 tho garden of the Lord. Then Lot chose him all 
| tho plain of Jordan, and jonmied cast, and Abraham 
dwelt in the land of Canaan/ 

Upon the same principle was founded the right of 
migration, or sending colonies to find out new habita¬ 
tions, when the mother-country was overcharged with 
inhabitants; which was practised as well by the Phoe¬ 
nicians and Greeks, as the Germans, Scythians, and 
other northern people. And so long as it was con- 
I fined to the stocking and cultivation of desert, unin¬ 


habited countries, it kept strictly within the limits of 
the law of nature. But how far the seizing on coun- ! 
tries already peopled, and driving out or massacring ; 
the innocent arid defenceless natives, merely because j 
they differed from their invaders in language, in reli- I 
gion, in customs, in government, or in colour; how | 
far such a conduct was consonant to nature, to reason, j 
or to Christianity, deserved well to be considered by j 
those who have rendered their names immortal by thus 
civilising mankind. 

As the world by degrees grew more populous, it 
daily became more difficult to find out new spots to 
inhabit, without encroaching upon former occupants; 
and, by constantly occupying the same individual 
spot, the fruits of the earth were consumed, and its 
spontaneous produce destroyed, without any provjsLu 
for a future supply or succession. It therefore be¬ 
came necessary to pursue some regular method of 
providing a constant subsistence; and this necessity 
produced, or at least promoted and encouraged, the 
art of agriculture, by a regular connection and conse¬ 
quence ; introduced and established the idea of a 
more permanent property in the soil than had hitherto 
been received and adopted. It vas clear that the j 
earth would n -t produce her fruits in sufficient quan- { 
tities, without the assistance of tillage; but who i 
would be at the pain** of tilling it, if another might | 
watch an opportunity to seize upon and enjoy the j 
product of hL industry, art, and labour! Had not, j 
therefore, a separate property in lands, as movables, ; 
been vested in some individuals, the world must have ■ 
continued a forest, and men have been mere animals j 
of prey; which, according to some philosophers, is ' 
the genuine state of nature. Whereas now (so ! 
graciously has Providence interwoven our duty and : 
our happiness together) the result of this very neccs- | 
si tv has been the ennobling of the human species, by ; 
giving it opportunities of improving its rational 
faculties, as well as of exerting its natural. Necessity 
begat property ; and, in order to insure that property, 
recourse was had to civil society, which brought along j 
with it a long train of inseparable concomitants— : 
states, government, laws, punishments, and the public ! 
exercise of religious duties. Thus connected together, j 
it was found that a part only of society was sufficient 1 
to provide, by their manual labour, for the necessary j 
subsistence of all ; and leisure was given to others to j 
cultivate the human mind, to invent useful arts, and , 
to lay the foundations of science. | 

The only question remaining is, how this property j 
became actually vested ; or what it is that gave a 
man an exclusive richt to retain in a permanent 
manner that specific land which before belonged j 
generally to everybody, but particularly to nobody! 
And as we before observed, that occupancy gave the 
riirht to the temporary use of the soil, so it is agreed 
upon all hands that occupancy gave also the original 
right to the permanent property in the substance of 
the earth itself, which excludes every one else but the 
owner from the use of it. There is, indeed, some | 
ditVerencc among the writers on natural law concern- i 
ing the reason why occupancy should convey this j 
right, and invest one with this absolute property; j 
Grotius and Puflendorf insisting that this right of 
occupancy is founded upon a tacit and implied 
assent of all mankind, that the first occupant should 
become the owner; and Barbcvrac, Titius, Mr Locke, 
and others, holding that there is no such implied 
assent, neither is it necessary that there should be; for 
that the very act of occupancy alone being a decree 
of bodily labour, is, from a principle of natural jus¬ 
tice, without any consent or compact, sufficient of 
itself to gain a title ; a disputo that savours too 
much of nice and scholastic refinement^ However, 
both sides agree in this, that occupancy is the thing 
by which the title was in fact originally gained; 
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every man seizin# to his own continued use such spots 
of ground as he found most agreeable to his own con¬ 
venience, provided lie found them unoccupied by any 


KARL OF CHESTER FIELD. 

Philip Dormer Stanhope, Earl of Chesterfield 
(1694-1773), was an elegant author, though his only 
popular compositions are his Letters to his Sou, a 
work containing many excellent advices for the 
cultivation of the mind and improvement of the ex¬ 
ternal worldly character, but greatly deficient in the 
higher points of morality. Lord Chesterfield was 
an able politician and diplomatist, and an eloquent 
parliamentary debater. The celebrated ‘Letters to 
his Son’ were not intended for publication, and did 
not appear till after his death. Their publication 
was much to be regretted by every friend of this ac¬ 
complished, witty, and eloquent peer. 

[Definition of flood Breeding.] 

[From Ohcbtorficld’b Letters.] 

A friend of yours and mine has very justly defined j 
[ good breeding to be, * the result of much good sense, ! 
i some good nature, and a little self-denial for the sake j 
of others, and with a view to obtain the saint 1 indul- j 
gence from them.’ Taking this for granted (as 1 
think it cannot be disputed), it is astonishing to me 
that anybody, who has good sense and good nature, j 
can essentially fail in good breeding. As to the modes 
of it, indeed, they vary according to persons, places, 
and circumstances, and are only to he acquired hy 
observation and experience; but the substance of it 
is everywhere and eternally the same, (iood manners 
arc, to particular societies, what good morals are to 
society in general—their cement and their security. 
And as laws are enacted to enforce good morals, or at 
least to prevent the ill eifocts of bad ones, so there 
are certain rules of civility, universally implied and I 
received, to enforce good manners and punish bad 1 
ones. And indeed there seems to me to he less diffe- j 
rence both between the crimes and punishments, than : 
at first one would imagine. The immoral man, who ■ 
invades another’s property, is justly hanged ho* it : 
and the ill-bred man, who by his ill manners invades 
and disturbs the quiet and comforts of private life, ; 
is by common consent as justly banished society. 
Mutual complaisances, attentions, and sacrifices of J 
little conveniences, are as natural an implied compact 
between civilised people, as protection and obedience 
are between kings and subjects ; whoever, in either 
case, violates that compact, justly forfeits all adxnn- 
tages arising from it. For my own part, I really : 
think that, next to the consciousness of doing a good : 

[ action, that of doing a civil one is the most pleasing ;' 

, and the epithet which I should covet the most, next i 
to that of Aristides, would he that of well-bred. 
Thus'much for good breeding in general; 1 will now 
consider some of the various modes and degrees of it. 

Very few, scarcely any, arc wanting in the respect 
which they should show to those whom they acknow¬ 
ledge to be infinitely their superiors, such as crowned 
heads, princes, and public persons of distinguished 
and eminent posts. It is the manner of showing that 
respect which is different. The man of fashion and 
of the world expresses it in its fullest extent, but 
naturally, easily, and w ithout concern; whereas a 
man who is not used to keep good company expresses 
it awkwardly ; one sees that he is not used to it, and 
that it costs him a great deal ; hut I never saw the 
worst-bred man living guilty of lolling, whistling, 
scratching his head, ana such like indecencies, in 
company that he respected. In such companies, 
therefore, the only point to be attended to is, to show | 


that respect which everybody means to show, in an 
eosv, unembarrassed, and graceful manner. This is 
what observation and experience must teach you. 

In mixed companies, whoever is admitted to make 
part of them is, for the time at least, supposed to he 
on a footing of equality with the rest; and, conse¬ 
quently, as there is no one principal object of awe 
and respect, people are apt to take a greater latitude 
in their behaviour, and to be less upon their guard ; 
and so they may, provided it be within certain 
hounds, which are upon no occasion to he transgressed. 
But upon these occasions, though no one is entitled 
to distinguished marks of respect, every one claims 
and very justly, every mark of civility and good 
breeding. Ease is allowed, but carelessness and 
negligence are strictly forbidden. If a man accosts . 
you, and talks to you ever so dully or frivolously, it 
is worse than rudeness, it is brutality, to show him, 
by a manifest inattention to what he says, that you 
think him a fool or a blockhead, and not worth hear¬ 
ing. It is much more so with regard to women, 
who, of whatever rank tiny are, arc entitled, in eon- 
sideration of their m'x, not only to an attentive, hut 
an otheiou> good In-ceding from men. dheir little 
vaiit-s liking*, dislikes, preferences, antipathic*, and 
fancies, must he officiou»l\ attended to, and, if possible, 
j guessed at and ante ipated, by a, well-bred man. 

You must never u*urp to yourself tlm-e convenience-* 

1 and gratifications which are of common right, such a* 
the be*t place*, the best di*hc*, \<\ ; hut on the mn- 
1 trarv, always decline them yourself, and < tier them 
1 to other*, who, in their turn*, will offer them to ywu ; 

I so that, upon the whole, you will in your turn enjoy 
, your share of the common right. It w» u!d he ondic** 
for me to enumerate all the particular instance* in 
; which a well-bred man show* hi- g"..d breeding in ■ 
: good company ; and it would be injurious to u<u to 
*tlppo.*e that your own good *en*e will not point theta 
out to you ; and then your own good nature will n - 
J commend, and your .*eif-interv*t enforce the practice. 

I There i* a third sort <>i good breeding, in which 
f people are the most apt to fail, from a very mi*takt.n 
j notion that they cannot fail at all. 1 mean with 
: regard to one’s most familiar friends and ucipiuint- 
' anees, or those who really are our inferiors ; and ; 
there, undoubtedly, a greater degree of ease i* not 
only allowed, but proper, and contributes much to the 
comfort* of a private social life. 1 tut ea*e and free¬ 
dom have their hounds, which must by no means be 
violated. A certain degree of negb genee and oareb-*- 
licss bee< ines injuriou* and insulting, from the real \ \ 
supposed inferiority of the per-ons ; and that *b 
lightful liberty of conversation among a lew friend* i* 
soon destroyed, a** liberty often lui* been, by being 
carried to licentiousness. But example explains thing* 
best, and I will put a pretty strong ease : Suppose ; 
you and me alone together; 1 believe you will allow 
that I have as good a right to unlimited freedom in I 
your company*, as either you or I ran possibly have in i 
any other; and I am apt to believe, too, that you ' 
would indulge me in that freedom as far a* anybody ■ 
would. But, notwithstanding thi*, do you imagine : 
that I should think there was no bounds to that free- : 
dom ? I assure you 1 should not think so; uml 1 j 
take myself to be as much tied down by a certain I 
degree of good manners to you, as by other degree* ot 1 
them to other people. The most familiar ami inti- i 
mate habitudes, connexions, and friendships, require ! 
a degree ot good breeding both to preserve ami cement ' 
them. r I he best of us have our had sides, and it is us j 
imprudent as it is ill-bred to exhibit them. 1 shall * 
not use ceremony with you ; it would be misplaced I 
between us; but I shall certainly observe that degree j 
of good breeding with you which i*», in the first place, 
decent, and which, I am sure, is absolutely necessary 
bi make us like one another's company long. 

248 ! 



MISCELLANEOUS WRITERS. 


ENGLISH LITERATURE. 


HORACE WALPOLE. 


NOAMK JF.NYNS—DR ADAM FERGUSON— LORD 
MON noi)iX>—HORACE WALPOLE. 

| Soamf. Jknynr (1704-1787) was distinguished in 
j early life as a gay and witty writer, both in poetry 
and prose ; but afterwards applying himself to serious 
j subjects, be produced, in 1 7/>7, A Free. Inquiry into 
the Nature of JCvil ; in 177G, A View of the Internal 
Evidences of the Christian Ucligion; and in 1782, 
Disquisitions on Vttrious Subjects ; works containing 
much ingenious speculation, but which have lost 
most of their early jlbpularity. 

| Dr Adam Ferguson (1721-1810), son of the 
j minister of Logiorait, in Perthshire, was educated 
, at St Andrews: removing to Edinburgh, he be- 
| came an associate of Dr Robertson, Blair, Home, 

! &c. In 1741 he entered the 42<1 regiment as 
chaplain, and continued in that situation till 17.77, 

* when he resigned it, and became tutor in the 
family of Lord Bute. He was afterwards pro- 
lessor of natural philosophy and of moral philo¬ 
sophy in the university of Edinburgh. In 1778 he 
went to America as secretary to the commissioners 
appointed to negotiate with the revolted colonies: 
on bis return be resumed the duties of his professor¬ 
ship. His latter days were spent in ease and afilu- 
ence at St Andrews, when* he died at the patriarchal 
age of ninety-three. The works of Dr Ferguson 
1 are. The History of ('ic'd Society, published in 17fi<*; ' 
Instituti s ot Moral Fhdosophy , 17G9; .1 Reply to Dr 
Frier on ('ml and Rrhgious l.ibrrty , 177U; 'The Jli.s- 
ton/ of' the Fr<»:r»ss and Ttrnunation <f the Homan 
Republic, 17S.'l; and Frnu tpb s i t Moral and Fohticul 
Science, 1 792. Sir Walter Scott, who was personally 
acquainted with Ferguson, supplies sonic interesting 
information as to tin* latter years of this venerable 
professor, whom lie considered the most striking j 
example of the stoic philosopher which could K* ; 
seen in modern days, lie had a shock of paralysis j 
in the sixtieth, year of his life, from which jhtuwI he 
became a strict Pythagorean in his diet, eating no- . 
tiling hut vegetables, and drinking only water or 
milk. The deep interest which he took in the ' 
French war had long seemed to he the main tie ' 
which connected him with passing existence; and- 
the news of Waterloo acted oil the aged patriot as a 
i nunc di mitt is. From that hour the feeling that had 
! almost alone given him energy decayed, and he * 
I avowedly relinquished all desire for prolonged life. J 
| (if Ferguson's ’History of Civil Society,’ Gray the ] 
! poet remarksThere are uncommon strains of; 
j eloquence in il ; and I was surprised to find not one 
j single idiom of his country (1 think) in the whole 
; work. Ilis application to the heart is frequent, and 
j often successful. His love of Montesquieu and 
Tacitus has led him into a manner of writing too 
! short-winded and sententious, which those great 
men, had they lived in better times, and under a 
better government, would have avoided.’ This re¬ 
mark is true of all Ferguson’s writings ; his style is 
too succinct and compressed. His Roman history, 

1 however, is a valuable compendium, illustrated by 
| philosophical views and reflections, 
i Lord Mondoddo’s Essay on the Origin and Fro - 
j gross of Language, published in 1771-3 and 6, is one 
I of those singular works which at once provoke 
| study and ridicule. The author was a man of real 
i learning and talents, hut a humorist in character 
and opinions. He was an enthusiast in Greek litera¬ 
ture and antiquities, and a worshipper of Homer. 
So far did lie carry this, that, finding carriages were 
not in use among the ancients, lie never would enter 
one, but made all his journeys to London (which he 
visited once a year) and other places on horseback, 


and continued the practice till he was upwards of I 
eighty. He said it wasR tiagrrailatjOh of thg gamine 
dignity affcimnmTiature to be dragged at the tail of I 
I a horse instead of mounting upon his back! The j 
eccentric philosopher was less carefiul of flie dignity , 
of human nature in some of his opinions. He gravely i 
maintains in his Essay that men were originally I 
monkeys, in which condition they remained for ages 
destitute of speech, reason, and social affections 
They gradually improved, according to Monboddo’s 
theory, as geologists say the earth was changed by 
successive revolutions; hut he contends that the ou- 
rang outangs are still of the human species, and that J 
in the Bay of Bengal there exists a nation of human ■ 
beings with tails like monkeys, which hud been di— J 
covered a hundred and thirty years before by a j 
Swedish skipper. When Sir Joseph Banks returned . 
from Botany Bay, Monboddo inquired after the long- j 
tailed men, and, according to Dr Johnson, was not i 
pleased that they had not l>een found in all his pere¬ 
grinations. All the moral sentiments and domestic 
affections were, according to this whimsical philoso¬ 
pher, the result of art, contrivance, and experience, 
as much as writing, ship-hui* ling, or any other me¬ 
chanical invention ; and hence he places man, in his 
natural state, lx low leavers and sea-cats, which he 
terms social and political animals! The laughable 
absurdity of those doctrines must have protected ; 
their author from the fulminations of the clergy, 1 
who were then so eager to attack all the metaphy¬ 
sical opponents of revealed religion. In 1779 Mon- 
i boddo published an elaborate work on ancient meta- 
| physics, in three volumes quarto, which, like his 
j former publication, is equally learned and equally 
j whimsical. After a life of study and paradox, dis¬ 
charging his duties as a lord of session with upright¬ 
ness and integrity, and much respected in private 
for his amiable dispositions, James Burnet, Ixird 
Monlxiddo, died in Edinburgh May 20, 1799, at the 
advanced age of eighty-five. 

Horace Walpole, the author of the‘Castle of 
(>tranto,' already noticed, would have held but an 
insignificant place in British literatim 1 , if it had not ; 
been for his Correspondence and Memoirs, those : 
pictures of society and manners, compounded of wit ; 
and gaiety, shrewd observation, sarcasm, censorious- j 
ness, high life, and sparkling language. Ilis situa- I 
tion and circumstances were exactly suited to his 
character and habits. He had in early life travelled . 
with his friend Gray, the poet, and imbibed in Italy : 
a taste for antiquity and the arts, fostered, no doubt, ' 
by the kindred genius of Gray, who delighted in | 
ancient architecture and in classic pursuits, lie 
next tried public life, and sat in parliament for 
twenty-six years. This added to his observation of 
men and manners, but without increasing his repu- j 
j tation, for Horace Walpole was no orator or states- j 
I man. IIis aristocratic habits prevented him from i 
courting distinction as a general author, and he j 
accordingly commenced collecting antiques, building 1 
a baronial castle, and chronicling in secret his opi¬ 
nions and impressions of his contemporaries. His ! 
income, from sinecure offices and private sources, 
was about £4000 per annum; and, as he was never ! 
married, his fortune enabled him, under good ma- ! 
nagement and methodical arrangement, to gratify ! 
his tastes as a virtuoso. When thirty years old, he I 
had purchased some land at Twickenham, near Lon¬ 
don, and here he commenced improving a small 
house, which by degrees swelled into a feudal castle, 
with turrets, towers, galleries, and corridors, win¬ 
dows of stained glass, armorial bearings, and all the 
other appropriate insignia of a Gothic baronial man¬ 
sion. Who has not heard of Strawberry HUl-—that 
‘little plaything house,’ as Walpole styled it, in 
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which were gathered curiosities of all descriptions, 
works of art, ran* editions, valuable letters, memo¬ 
rials of virtue and of vice, ot genius, beauty .taste, 
and fashion, mouldered into dust! Plus valuable 
collection is now (1842) scattered to the Rinds 
dispersed at a public sale. 

Enough to rouse the dead man into rage, 

And warm with red resentment- the wan cheek. 

|| The delight with which Walpole contemplated this 
;! suburban retreat, is evinced in many of his let¬ 
ters. In one to General Conway (the only man he 
\ j seems ever to have really loved or regarded), he runs 
|; on in this enthusiastic manner:—‘ You perceive that 
j | I have got into a new camp, and have left my tub 
i at Windsor. It is a little plaything house that I 
!j have got out of this Chevenix's shop [Strawberry 
! Hitt had been occupied by Mrs Chevenix, a toy- 
; woman!], and is the prettiest bauble you ever saw. 

; It is set in enamelled meadows, with filigree hedges; 

A small Euphrates through the piece is rolled. 

And little lGhes wave their wings of gold. 

Two delightful roads, that you would call dusty. ! 
, supply me continually with coaches and chaises; j 
!' and barges, as solemn as barons of the Exchequer, ; 
move under my window. Kiehmond Hill and Ham | 
Walks bound my prospect; hut, thank God! the 
Thames is between me and the Duchess of Queens- 
! berry. Dowagers, as plenty as flounders, inhabit 
all around; and Tope’s ghost is just now skim¬ 
ming under my window by a most poetical moon- 
light.’ 

; The literary performances with which Walpole 
11 varied his life at Strawberry Hill are all character¬ 
istic of the man. In 17.')^ appeared his ('atahugue of 
Royal and Noble Authors; in 17fil his Anecdotes of 
Painting in England; in 17f»o his Castle of Otranto; 
and in 1707 his Historic Doubts as to the character 
and person of Diehard HI. He left for publication 
Memoirs of the Court of (leu rye Jf and a large col¬ 
lection of copies of his letters ; and lie printed at hi • 
private pres* (for among the collections at Strawlverry 
Hill was a small printing establishment) his tragedy 
of the Mysterious Mother. A complete collection of 
his letters was printed in 1841. in six volumes. The 
writings of Walpole lire all ingenious and entertain¬ 
ing, and though his judgments on men and hooks 
or passing events are often inaccurate, and never 
profound, it is impossible not to bo amused by 
the liveliness of his style, his wit, Ins acuteness, 
and even his malevolence. ‘ Walpole’s Letters,’ says 
Mr Macaulay, ‘ are generally considered as his Ix-st 
performances, and, we think, with reason. His faults 
are far less offensive to us in his correspondence 
than in his books. His wild, absurd, and ever- 
changing opinions of men and things are easily 
j pardoned in familiar letters. Ilis hitter scoffing 
! depreciating disposition does not show itself in so 
unmitigated a manner as in his Memoirs. A 
writer of letters must he civil and friendly to his 
correspondent at least, if to no other person.’ Tic* 
variety of topics introduced is no doubt one cause of 
the charm of these compositions, for every page and 
almost every sentence turns up something new, and 
the whim of the moment is ever with Walpole a 
subject of the greatest importance. The peculiarity 
of his information, his private scandal, his anecdotes 
of the great, and the constant exhibition of his own 
tastes and pursuits, furnish abundant amusement to 
the reader. Another Horace Walpole, like another 
Boswell, the world has not supplied, and probably 
never will. 


[Politics and Keening Parties,] 

To Sir Hohacb Mann—1745. 

'When I receive vour long letters I am ashamed : 
mine are notes in comparison. How do you contrive 
to roll out your patience into two sheets I You cer¬ 
tainly don’t love me better than I do you ; and yet if 
our loves were to he sold by the quire, you would have 
bv far the more magnificent stock to dispose of. 1 
cim only say that age has already an effect on the 
vigour of my pen ; none on yours : it is not, I assure 
von, for you alone, but my ink is at low water-mark 
for all my acquaintance. My present shame arises 
from a letter of eight sides, of December 8th, which I 
received from you last post. 

It is not being an upright senator to promise one’s 
vote beforehand, especially in a money-matter; hut I 
believe so many excellent patriots have just done the 
same thing, that 1 shall venture readily to engage my 
promise to you, to ret y«<u any sum for the defence of 
Tuscany—whv, if is to detcml you and my own 
country! my own palace in Via de Santo Spirito , l my 
own princess (jtuisrc, and all rnv family! I shall i 
quite make interest for you : nay, 1 would Nj>eak to 
our new allv, and your old acquaintance, Lord Sand¬ 
wich, to assist in it : hut I could have no hope of 
getting at his ear, for he lias put on such a first-rate 
tic-wig, fin hi-admission t<> the admiralty-board, that 
nothing without the Junes of « boatswain can ever 
think to penetrate tin* thickness of the curls. 1 think, 
however, it does honour to the dignity of ministers : 
when he wa- 1 hut a patriot, his wi i: was not of halt its 
present gratitv. There are no more changes made ; 
all is quiet yet ; hut next Thursday the parliament 
meets to decide the complexion of the session. My 
Lord Chesterfh Id goes next week to Holland, and then 
returns for Ireland. 

The great present disturbance in politics is my 
Ladv Granville’s assembly ; which 1 do as-uni you 
distress*** the Telhams infinitely more than a myste¬ 
rious meeti nn of the States would, and Tar more than 
the .abrupt breaking up of the Diet at Grodno. She 
had begun to keep Tue-duys before lr r lord resigned, 
which m»w sin* continue* with great* r zeal. Her house 
i-very fine, she very hamG*>me, her hud very agreeable 
and extraordinary ; and yet the Duke of Newcastle 
wonder* that people vvil go thither. He mentioned 
to my father my gome there, who lunched at him ; 

<’ato’;, a proper person to trust with *uch a childish 
jealousy ! Harry Eox say q ‘ D i the Duke of New¬ 
castle op'-n his own house, and see if all that Come 
thither are his friends. 1 'The fashion now G t>» send 
curds to the women, and t<< declare that all men are 
welcome without being asked. ThG is a piece of e*i<e 
that shocks the prudes of the last age. You can’t 
imagine how my Lady Granville diin*M in doing 
honours ; you know Hie G made for it. Mv lord has 
new furnished his mother’* apartment for her, and has 
gnen her a magnificent set of dressing-plate : he is 
very fond of her, and she a* fond of his being so. 

\ ou will have heard of Marshal llellrGle’s l>eing 
made a prisoner at Hanover : the world will believe it 
was not by accident. He is sent for over hither; the 1 j 
first thought was to confine him to the Tower, but that - i 
is contrary to the j*>lite.^r of modern war ; they talk j 
of sending him -to Nottingham, where Tallard vvai. ' 

I am sure, if he G prisoner at large anywhere, iro 
could not have a worse inmate ! so ambitious and in¬ 
triguing a man, who was author of this whole wax, ; 
will be no bad general to Ik* ready to head the Jaco- , 
bites on any insurrection.- j 

] The street in Florence where Mr Mann lived i 

* Kclloinle and his brother, who had. been went by tho klnjj , 
of Fran".- on a mission to the king fit Pruwfa, wore detained, 1 
while changing hoi sen, at F.lbengerode, and from theneo con- j 
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I can «ay nothing more about young Gardiner, but 
that 3 don’t think iny father at all inclined now to 
have any letter written for him. Adieu 1 


[The Scottish Rebellion.] 

[To the «amo—Nov. 15, 1745 ] 

I told you in rny last what disturbance there had 
been about the new regiments ; the allair of rank was 
again disputed on the report till ten at night, and 
carried by a majority of twenty-three. The king had 
been persuaded to appear for it, though Lord Gran¬ 
ville made it a party point against. Mr Pelham. 
Winnington did not speak. J was not there, for J 
could not vote for it, and yielded not to give anv 
hindrance to a public measure (or at least what was 
called so) just now. The prince acted openly, and 
influenced his people against it ; but it only served t * 
let Mr Pelham see what, like everything els**, he did 
not know how strong he is. The king will source 
speak to him, and he cannot yet get Pitt into place. 

The rebel* are come into England : for two days 
we believed them near Lancaster, but the ministry 
now own that tin y don't know if they have passed 
Carlisle. .Some think they will besi< :-* that tmvn, 
which has an old wall, and all the militia in it of 
Cumberland and Westmoreland; but a- they can 
pass by it, l don’t see why tln-y should take it, for 
thev are not strong enough t>» leave garrisons. Several 
desert them as they advance south; ami altogether, 
good men and had, nobody believes them ten thousand. 
By their marching westward to avoid Whole, it is 
evident that they at* not strong enough to tight him. 
Thev mav vet retire hark into their mountains, hut 


if once tiny get t<» Lancaster 
for Wade will not st.r frot: 
embarked them d* rp into Pi 
be behind them. He has * 


er, their retreat i- cut o'!'; 
an Neweasfle till he has 
Pngland, and tln n he will 
sent General Hnndasvde 


Wade had not taken, no 
sent to secure the other 


from Berwick with two regiimnt* to take pn-^s-iuh 
of Edinburgh. The rebels are certainly in a v< n 
desperate situation ; they dated te*t meet Whole; and 
if they had waited for him, tlu ir troops would have 
deserted. l‘nle~s they meet with great ri-ings in 
their favour in Lancashire, ! don’t see what they can 
hope, except Irom a continuation ol our neglect. 
That, indeed, has nobly exerted it<*df for them. They 
were mi fibred to march the wlndo lengtli of N’otlumi, 
and take p<> -es-ion of the capital, without a man 
appearing against them. Then two tlmu-nnd men 
sailtd to them, t » run from them. Till the flight of 
Cope’s army, Wade was not sent. Two roads still 
lav into Pngland, and till they had chosen that which 
Wade had not taken, no army was thought of being 
sent to secure the other. Now Ligonier, with sevcfli 
old regiments, and six of the new, is ordered to lam- 
cash ire ; before this first division of the army could 
get to Coventry, they are (breed to order it t<* halt, 
for fear the enemy should Ik up with it he!ore it was 
all assembled. It is uncertain if the rebels will inarch 
to the north of Wales, to Bristol, or towards London. 
If to the latter, Ligonier must fight them ; if to either 
of the other, which I hope, the two armies may join 
and drive them into a corner, where they must all 
perish. They cannot subsist in Wales, but by being 
supplied by the Papists in Ireland. The best is, that 
we are in no fear from Franco; there is no prepara¬ 
tion for invasions in any of their ports. Lord Clan- 
carty, 1 a Scotchman of great parts, but mad and 
drunken,’ and whose family forfeited £90,000 a-year 
for King James, is made vice-admiral at Brest. The 

veyed to England; where, refusing to give their parole in the 
mode it was required, they were confined In Windsor castle. 

» Donagh Maccarty, Earl of Clancarty, was an Irishman, 
and not a Scotchman. 


Duke of Bedford goes in his little round person with 
his regiment ; he now takes to the land, and flays he 
is tired of being a pen-and-ink man. Lord Gower 
insisted, too, upon going with his regiment, but is laid 
up with the gout. ! 

With the rebels in England, you may imagine we 
have no private news, nor think of foreign. From ! 
this account you may judge that our case is far from 
desperate, though disagreeable. The prince, 1 while 
the princess lics-in, has taken to give dinners, to which 
he asks two of the ladies of the bed-chamber, two of ! 
the maids of honour, kc. by turns, and five or six , 
others. He sits at the head of the table, drinks and 
harangues to all this medley till nine at night; and 
the other day, after (he affair of the regiments, drank 
Mr Fox’s health in a bumper, with three huzzas, for 
; opposing Mr Pelham— |j 

‘ Si <]ii& fata a.«i*?ra nun pas, * 1 

Tu Marcdlua eri.-i 1’ j 

You put me in pain for my cagn, and in more for 
the Chutes, whoso zeal is very heroic, but very ill- 
placed. J long in hear that all my Chutes and eagles 
arc safe out r-f the Pope's hands! Pray, wish the 
NiareCs joy of all their espousals. Does the princess 
pray abunduntly for her friend the Pretender? Is 
she extremely c dibat m with her devotion ? and does 
she last till she has g<\ a violent appetite for supper? 
And then, does she eat so l<>ng, that old Sarrasin is 
quite impatient t<» go to cards again ? Goodnight! 

I intend you .-hall still be resident from King George. 

P.S.— l tor ; v i to tell Yuli, that the other day I Con¬ 
cluded the mini-try knew tin* danger was all over; 
lor the Duke of Nev.va-tle ventured to have the Pre- 
tender’.- dei.Iiirutioh burnt at the Koyttl Exchange. 

Nov. 2'J, 1745. 

For these two days we have been expecting news of a 
battle. Wade marched last >aturday from Newcastle, 
and must have got up with the rebels if they stayed 
; »r him, thmiirh the roads are exceedingly bad, and 
great quantities of -now have fallen. But last night 
there was some notice of a body of rebels being ad- j 
vaneed to Penrith. We were puf into great spirits 
by a heioic K*ti**r from the mayor of Carlisle, who 
had fired on the rebels and made them retire; he 
concluded with saying, 4 And so 1 think the town of 
Carli-le has done his majesty more service than the 
great city of Edinburgh, or than all Scotland together.’ 
But this hero, who was grown the whole fashion for 
four-and-tvventy hours, had chosen to Atop all other 
letters. The king spoke of him at bis levee with I 
great encomiums ; L*rd Stair said, ‘ Yes, sir, Mr 
Patterson has behaved very bravely.’ The Duke of 
Beil lord interrupted him ; 4 My lord, bin name is not 
Patti rsuii; that is a Scotch name; his name is Patttn - 
But, alack! the next day the rebels returned, 
having placed the women and children of the country 
in wagons in front of their army, and forcing the 
peasants to fix the scaling-ladders. The great Mr’ 
l’attihson, or Patterson (for now his name may be 
which one pleases), instantly surrendered the town, 
ami agreed to pay two thousand pounds to pave it 
from pillage. 

[London Earthquakes and London 

[To the same—March 11, 1750.] ! 

Portents and prodigies are grown so frequent, 

That they havo lost their name.—Drydcn. 

My text is not literally true ; but as far a* earth¬ 
quakes go towards lowering the price of wonderful 
commodities, to be sure we aro overstocked. We 

1 Ferdinand of Wales. 
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have had a second, much more violent than the first ; 
and you must not he surprised it, by next post, you 
hear of a burning mountain sprung up in Smithfield. 
In the night between Wednesday and Thursday last 
(exactly a month since the first shock), the earth had 
a shivering fit between one and two, but so slight, 
that, if no more had followed, 1 don't believe it would 
have been noticed. 1 had been awake, and had scarce 
dozed again—on a sudden I felt my bolster lift up my 
head ; 1 thought somebody was getting from under 
my bed, but soon found it was a strong earthquake 
I that lasted near half a minute, with a violent vihra- 
i tion and great roaring. I rung my bell ; mv ser¬ 
vant came in, frightened out of his senses: in an in¬ 
stant we heard all the windows in the neighbourhood 
! flung up. I got tip and found people running into 
j| the streets, but saw no mischief done: there has been 
j j some ; two old houses flung down, several chimneys, 
and much china-ware. The bells rung in several 
houses. Admiral Knowles, who has lived long in 
Jamaica, and felt seven there, says this was more 
violent than any of them : Francesco prefers it to the 
| dreadful one at Leghorn. Then iso say, that if we 
J have not rain soon, we shall certainly hate more. J 
j Several people arc going out of town, for it has nowhere j 
j reached above ten miles from London : they say they ; 

J are not frightened, but that it is such line weather, | 
4 Lord ! one can't help going into the country !’ The ! 
only visible effect it has had was on the Kidotto, at 1 2 
which, being the following night, there were but four 
ij hundred people. A parson who came into White's 
j the morning of earthquake the first, and heard Lot - 1 
laid on whether it was an earthquake or the blowing j 
j lip of powder mills, went away exceedingly scan- ' 

: dalised, and said, ‘ J protest they are such an im- i 
| pious set of people, that I believe if the last trumpet 
J was to sound they would bet puppet-show amiin^t 
* Judgment.’ If we get any nearer still to the torrid 
I zone, I shall pique myself on sending you a present 
j of cedrati and orange-flower water; I am already 
! planning a terreno for Strawberry Jlill. 
j The Middlesex election is carried against the eotirt : 

11 the Prince in a green lroek (and 1 won’t swear, but in 
i a Scotch plaid waistcoat) sat under the park-wall in 
! his chair, and hallooed the voters on to Ihontlbid. 

■ ‘ The Jacobites are so transported, that they are opening 
jl subscriptions for all boroughs that >luill be meant 
this is wise! They will spend their money to carry a 
few more seats in a Parliament where they will never 
have the majority, and so have none to carry the 
general elections. The omen, however, is bad for 
Westminster; the Inch-bailiff went to \oto for the 
opposition. 

I now jump to another topic; I find all this letter 
will be detached scraps; 1 can’t at all contrive to 
hide the seams. Put 1 don’t care. J began my letter 
merely to tell you of the earthquake, and 1 don’t 
pique myself upon doing any more than telling you 
what you would be glad to have told you. 1 told 
you, too, how pleased I was with the triumphs of i 
another old beauty, our friend the princess. 1 Do 
you know', I have found a history that has great re¬ 
semblance to hers; that is, that will be very like 
hers, it hers is but likg it. I will tell it you in as 
few words as I can. Madame la Marcrhulcde l’Hd- 
I pital was the daughter of a sempstress ^ a young 

1 The Princess Craon, who, it had been reported, was to 
marry Stanislaus Leczlnsky, Puke of Lorraine and ex-kin? of 
Poland, whose daughter, Maria Leozinsky, was married to 
Louis XV., king of France. 

2 This is the story of a woman named Mary Mignot. Khc 
was near marrying a young man of the name of La Cardie, 
who afterwards entered the Swedish service, ami became a 
field-marshal in that country. Her first husband was. If 1 
mistake not, a proeureur of Grenoble; her second was the 


gentleman fell in love with her, and wa* going to bo 
married to her, but the match was broken on. An 
old fermier-general, who bad retired into the province 
where this happened, hearing the story, lmd a curio¬ 
sity to see the victim ; he liked her, married her, 
died, and left her enough not to care for her incon¬ 
stant. She came to Paris, where the Mareehal dc 
I’ll dpi tal married her for her riches. After the Mare- 
chaPs death, (’asimir, the abdicated king of Poland, 
who was retired into Franee, fell in love with the 
Mnrechale, and privately married her. If the event 
ever happens, I shall certainly travel to Nancy, to 
bear her talk of nut In lie Jille hi Urine tie /'mure. 
What pains mv Lady Pomtret would take to prove 1 
that an abdicated king’s wife did not take place of 
an English countess; and how the princess herself 
would grow still fonder of the Pretender- for the 
similitude of his fortune with that of It AW won mart! 
Her daughter, Mirepoix, was frightened the other 
night with Mrs Nugent’s calling out, un rohvr! un 
I volt nr.’ The ambassadress had heard so much of 
j robbing, that she did not doubt but ee pule rn. 

they robbed in the middle of an a>semblv. It turned 
out to be a thuf ui flu ('(tiulh ! (iood nicht ! 


Till: KALI. OF CHATHAM. 

Another series of letters, w ritten at this time, has 
since liven published. The collection is far inferior 
in value, hut its author was one of the greatest men 
of his age--perhaps the first of Iaighsh orators and 
statesmen. We allude to a \o!ume of letters written 
by the Karl of Chatham to his nephew, Thomas Pitt, 
Lord Caniclford. 'This w«•:!: <•< utuinx much excel¬ 
lent advice as to life and conduct, a sincere admira¬ 
tion of classical learning, and great kindliness of 
domestic felling and affection. Another collection 
of the correspondence of L rd Chat ham was made 
and published in Is 11, in four volutins. Some light 
i is thrown on contemporary history and public events 
j by this eorrcspcndi nee ; but ii.x principal value is of 
, a reflex nature, dcri\cd from our interest in all that 
I re lates t<» the 1-dry and commanding intellect \\hi< h 
i shaped the destinies of Kuropc. Wii.i.ivm Pitt was 
horn on the loth of November 17ns, He was edu¬ 
cated at Kton. whence he removed to Trinit v college, 
Oxford. He was afterwards a cornet in the blues! 
His military career, however, was of short duration; 
for, Indore he w as quite twenty-one. he had a seat in 
parliament. His talents for debate wore soon con¬ 
spicuous; and on the occasion of a hill for rreister- ■; 
ing seamen in 17-10. he made his memorable reply 
to Mr Walpole, who had taunted him on account of ,j 
hi* youth. This burst of youthful ardour lias been ! 
immortalised by Dr Johnson, who then reported the *j 
parliamentary debates for the Gentlemans Muga- ; 
/.ine. Johnson was no laborious or diligent note- 
taker; he often had merely verbal communications 
of the sentiments of the speakers, w hich he imbued : 
with his own energy, and coloured with his jH-euliar , 
style and diction. Pitt’s reply to Waljvole may 
therefore be considered the composition of Johnson, J 
founded on some* note or statement of the actual j 
speech; yet we are tempted to transcribe it, on 
account of its celebrity and its eloquence: - ! 

Marshal dc 1 Ilfrpltnl ; and tier third m supposed to have been 
(’usinitr, the ex-kin# of Poland, who had retired, after hi* 
abdication, to the* monastery of St Germain dett Prf*i». It d<tox 
not, however, npjxrnr certain whether OtKiisiir actually married 
her or not. 

1 Lady I’omfret an t Prune** Croon did not vital at Florence, i 
upon a diapute of precedence. j 

8 The Pretender, when in Lorraine, lived in Prince Cratin'* 
house. , 
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[Speech, of Chatham, on Iwing taunted on account of 
youth.] 

Sir— The atrocious crime of being a young man, 
which the honourable gentleman has, with such spirit 
and decency, charged upon me, 1 shall neither attempt 
to palliate nor deny, but content myself with wish¬ 
ing that I may be one of those whose follies may cease 
with their youth, and not of that number who are 
ignorant in spite of experience. Whether youth can 
be imputed to any man as a reproach, I will not, 
sir, assume the province of determining ; but surely 
age may become justly contemptible, if the oppor¬ 
tunities which it brings have passed away without 
j improvement, and vice appear* to prevail when the 
i passions have subsided. The wretch who, after having 
j seen the consequences of a thousand errors, continues 
still to blunder, and whose age has only add**d ob*ti- 
j naey to stupidity, is surely the object either of ab* | 
f horrence or contempt, and deserves not that his gray i 
! hairs should secure him from insult. Much more, i 
; sir, is he to be abhorred who, us he has advanced in ; 
I age, has receded from virtue, and become more wicked 
1 with less temptation; who prostitute* himself for J 
! money which he c;ymot enjoy, and spends ihe 10 - I 
; mains of his life in the ruin of his country. Hut ! 
youth, sir, is not mv only crime ; I have been accused 
of acting a theatrical pan. A theatrical part may j 
, either imply some peculiarities of gesture, or a di*"i- : 
initiation of my real -entimenu, ami an adoption of j 
the opinion* and language of another man. i 

In the fii-vt sen.-e, sir, the charge iv t*>.. trilling to 
; be confuted, ami deserves only to be mentioned that I 
j it may ho despised. 1 am at liberty, like every other ; 
i man, to use my own language ; and though, perhaps, 

; I may have **»mr ambition to please thi" gentleman, 

1 shall mu lay myself under an\ restraint, imr very ’ 
! solicitously copy hi" diction or his mien, however! 
I matured by age, or modelled by experience. Hut if 
any man shall, by charging me with theatrical beha- 
\iour, imjdy that 1 utter any sentiment" but my own, 

,' I shall tnat him as a calumniator and a \ ilium ; m r 
shall any protection shelter him from the treatment 
he desenes. I shall, on such an occa-ion, without , 
scrujde, tram]»lc upon all those forms with which j 
wealth and dignity entrench themselves ; nor shall i 
anything but ago restrain my resentment; ago, which i 
always brings one privilege, that of b**ing insolent and ! 
suporciliou", w itlpmt punishment. Hut with regard,; 
sir, t<* those whom 1 have offended, I am of opinion 
; that if 1 had acted a borrowed part, 1 should have 
. ( avoided their censure; the heat that offended them , 
i i is the ardour of conviction, and that zeal for the ser- 
i vice of my country which neither hope m>r fear shall 
influence me to suppress. I will not sit unconcerned ' 
j while my liberty is invaded, nor look in silence upon 
. public mbberv. I will exert my endeavours, at what¬ 
ever hazard, to repel the aggressor, and drag the thief 
to juHtioe, whoever may pmteet him in his v illany, 
and whoever may partake ot hi* plunder. 

j We need not follow* the public career of Pitt, 
w hich is, in fact, u part of the history of England 
during along and agitated jicriod. llis style of ora- j 
tory was of the highest class, rapid, vehement, and I 
overpowering, and it was adorned by all the graces of 
action and delivery. His public conduct was singu¬ 
larly pure and disinterested, considering the venality 
of the times in which he lived ; but as a statesman 
he was often inconsistent, haughty, and impracti¬ 
cable. Ilis acceptance of a peerage (in 1766) hurt 
liis popularity with the nation, w r ho loved and reve¬ 
renced him as ‘ the great commonerbut he still 
‘ shook the senate’ with the resistless appeals of his 
eloquence. His speech—delivered w hen he was up¬ 
wards of sixty, and broken down and enfeebled by 


disease —against the employment of Indians in the 
war with America, is too characteristic, too noble, to 
be omitted. 

[Sjteceh of Chatham against the employment of Indians 
in the war with America .J 

I cannot, my lord*, I will not, join in congratu¬ 
lation on misfortune and disgrace. This, my lords, 
is a perilous and tremendous moment; it is not a 
time for adulation ; the smoothness </f flattery cannot 
save us in this rugged and awful crisis. It is now 
necessary to instruct the throne in the language of 
truth. W e must, if po.-.dMe, dispel the delusion and 
darkness which envelope it, and display, in its full 
danger and genuine colours, the ruin which is brought 
t<» our doors, (’an in ini.•-ter* still presume to expect 
«upport in their infatuation ? Can parliament be so 
dead to their dignity and duty, us to give their sup¬ 
port to measure* thus obtruded and forced upon them ; 
measures, my lords, which have reduced thi* late j 
flourishing empire to scorn and contempt ? Hut yes¬ 
terday, and England might have stood against the ! 
world; now, none so poor t<> do h< reverence 1 The ( 
people whom we at fir.^t despised as rebels, but whom ; 
we now acknowledge as enemies, are abetted against ; 
\<-u, supplied with every military store, have their j 
interest consulted, and their ambassadors entertained, ] 
by your inveterate enemy ; and ministers do not, and j 
dare not, interpose with dignity or effect. The des- j 
penile state of our army abroad is in part known. 1 
No man more highly esteems and honour" the English j 
troops than 1 do; I know their virtues ami their : 
valour; 1 know they can achieve anything but im- i 
possibility-; and I know that the conquest of English 
America is an impo-dhility. You cannot, my lords, ! 

\ on cannot conquer Ami rica. What is your present 
situation there? We do not know the worst ; but we ■ 1 
know that in three campaign" we have done nothing { 
and suffered much. You may swell every expense, ! 
accumulate every assistance, and extend your traffic ; 
to the shambles of every German despot; your attempt" 
will be forever vain and impotent—doubly so, indeed, ! 
from this mercenary aid on which you rely ; for it i 
irritates, to an incurable resentment, the minus of 1 
your adversaries, to overrun them with the mercenary • 
sons of rapine and plunder, devoting them and their 
possessions to the rapacity of hireling cruelty. If 1 
were an American, as I am an Englishman, while a i 
foreign troop was landed in my country, I never would j 
lay down my arms: Never, never, never! Hut, my j 
lord", who is the man that, in addition to the dis¬ 
graces and mi"chicf* of the war, lias dared to autho¬ 
rise and associate to our arms the tomahawk and 
scalping-knife of the savage ; to call into civilised 
alliance the wild and inhuman inhabitant of the 
woods ; to delegate to the merciless Indian the defence 
of disputed rights, and to wage the horror* of his bar¬ 
barous war against our brethren ? My lords, these 
enormities cry aloud for redress and punishment. 
Hut, my lords, thi* barbarous measure has been de¬ 
fended, not only on the principles of policy ami neces¬ 
sity, but also on those of morality ; ‘ for it is perfectly 
allowable,’ say* Lord Suffolk, * to use all the means 
which God and nature have put into our hands.’ I 
am astonished, I am shocked, to hear such principles 
confessed ; to hear them avowed in this house or in 
this country. My lords, I did not intend to encroach 
so much on your attention ; but I cannot repress mv 
indignation—1 feel myself impelled to speak. My 
lords, we are called upon as members of this house, 
a* men, as Christians, to protest against such horrible 
barbarity ! That God and nature have put into our 
hands ! What ideas of God and nature that noble 
lord may entertain I know not; but I know that such 
detestable principle* arc equally abhorrent tq, religion , 
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and humanity* What! to attribute the sacred sane* 
iion of God and nature to the massacres of the Indian 
scalping-knife ! to the cannibal savage, torturing, mur¬ 
dering, devouring, drinking the blood of his mangled 
victims! Such notions shock even precept of morality, 
every feeling of humanity, every sentiment of honour. 
These abominable principles, aud this more abominable 
avowal of them, demand the most decisive indignation. 
I call upon that right reverend, and this most learned 
bench, to vindicate the religion of their God, to support 
' the justice of their country. I call upon the bishops to 
l interpose the unsullied sanctity of their lawn ; upon 
j the judges to interpose the purity of their ermine, to 
I save us from this pollution. I call upon the honour 
j of your lordships to reverence the dignity of vmr uu- 
{ cestors, and to maintain your own. I call upon the 
I spirit and humanity of mv country to vindicate the 
i national character. 1 invoke the Genius of the Con- 
I stitution. From the tapestry that adorn these wall", 

J the immortal ancestor of this noble lord frowns with 
indignation at the disgrace of his country. In vain 
did he defend the liberty and establish the ivligiou 
of Britain against the tyranny of Borne, if the-cwor-e 
than Popish cruelties and impii-itoriul praetors are 
endured among us. To scud forth the mereilc"" 
cannibal, thirsting for blond! again.-1 whom \ your 
! Protestant brethren! to lay wa-te their eountry, to 
} desolate their dwellings, and extirpate their race and 
I name by the aid and instrumentality of the.-e horrible 
j hell-hounds of war ! Spain can no longer boast pre- 
} eminence in barbarity. She armed herself with 
blood-houmls to extirpate the wretched native- of 
; Mexico; we, more ruthless, loose the-e dogs of war 
against our countrymen in America, endeared to us 
' by every tie that can sanctify humanity. J solenmh 
1 call upon your lordships, and upon every order of 
men in the sfate, to stamp upon this infamous pro¬ 
cedure the indelible stigma of the public abhorrence. 
More particularly 1 cull upon the holy prelate* of 
our religion to do away this iniquity; let. them per¬ 
form a lustration, to purity the eountry from this 
deep and deadly sin. Mv lords, I am old ami weak, 
and at present unable to say more ; but my feelings 
and indignation were too strong to have .-aid less. I 
could not have slept this night in my bed, nor even 
reposed my head upon my pillow, without giving vent 
j to my eternal abhorrence of such enormous and pre- 
| posterous principles. 

The last public appearance and death of J»rd 
Chatham are thus described by Belsham, in his 
; history of Great Britain:— 

‘The mind feels interested in the minutest cireum- 
| stances relating to the last day of the public life of 
i this renowned statesman and patriot, lie was dressed 
; in a rich suit of black velvet, with a full wig, and 
covered up to the knees in flannel. On bis arrival in 
the house, he refreshed himself in the lord chancellors 
room, where he stayed till prayers were over, and till 
; he was informed that business was going to begin, 
j He was then led into the house by his son and son-in- 
law, Mr \\ illiam Pitt and Lord Viscount Mahon, all 
the lords standing up out of respect, and making a 
lane for him to pass to the earl’s bench, lie bowing 
very gracefully to them as he proceeded. IJe looked 
pale and much emaciated, but his eye retained all its 
!_ native fire; which, joined to his general deportment, 
and the attention of the house, formed a spectacle 
very striking and impressive. 

When the Duke of Richmond had sat down, Lord 
Chatham rose, and began by lamenting “that his 
bodily infirmities had so long and at bo important a 
crisis prevented his attendance on the? duties of par¬ 
liament. He declared that he had made an effort 
almost J>eyond the powers of his constitution to come 


down to the house on this day, perhaps the last 
time he should ever be able to enter its walls, to 
express the indignation ho felt at the idea which he ! 
understood was gone forth of yielding up the sovc- j 
reignty of America. Mv lords,” continued he, “I j 
rejoice that the grave has not el«»-ed upon me, that I . 
am still alive to lift up my voice against the dis* , 
memberment of this ancient ami noble monarchy. I 
Pressed down as I am bv the load of infirmity, I am 
little able to as-ist my eountry in this most perilous 
conjuncture; hut, mv lords, while I have sense and 
memory, 1 ne\er will consent to tarni-h the lustre 1 of 

■ this nation by an ignominious surrender of its rights 

■ ami fairest possessions. Shull a people, so lately the 
terror of the world, now fall prostrate before tlie house 
of Bourbon ! It is impossible ! Irt (iod's name, if it 
is absolutely necessary to declare either for peace or 
war, and if peace cannot he piv-rrved with honour, 

: win is not war commenced without hesitation { 1 am 

‘ not, I routes-, well informed of the resources of this ' 
j kingdom, but I trust it has still sufficient to maintain 
j it.-just rights, though 1 know them not. Anv state, 
i my lords, j- better than de-pair. I.**t us at least 
| make one efibrt, and it’ we mu-f fall, ht its fall like ; 
men.” 

The [take of Uiehniond. m reply, declared himself 
t" be “totally ignorant »■!’ the means bv which we 
were to rcrist with sneer - the r-unbiimtioh of Ame¬ 
rica with the house of Bourbon, lie urged the noble 
lord to point out any po-rihle node, if he wore able 
to do it, of making the Amermain renounce that in- ■ 
dependence of‘which they were in po»v:»ion. 11 i *» 

</raceadded, that if he cmild not, n<> mancuid ; and 
that it was not in hi- power to change hi- opinion on 
the noble lord’-authority, un-uppm-ted by any reavui- 
but a recital of the calamities uri-ing from a state of 
thing- not in tin* power of tin- country now to alts 
Lord t’liJitham, who had appeared greatly moved 
during the reply, made an eag<r effort to ri-e fl t the 
conclu-ion of it, as if labouring w ill) >‘>mo great idea, 
and impatient to give full -cope to his feelings ; but 
before he could utter a word, pie—mg hi- hand on Ins 
bo-oui, he fell down sudd'uls in a nuMul-ne f)jt. 
The Duke of (‘uinhetland. L**rd Temple, and other 
lords near him, caught him in their arm-. The house 
was immediately cleared ; and hi- lord*hip .being 
carried into an adjoining apartment, the debate was 
t adjourned. Medical a-sistnnee being obtained, his 
lordship in some degree recovered, and wa- conveyed 
; to his favourite villa of Hayes, in Kent, where, after 
| lingering some few-weeks, he expired May 11, 177<J, 
i in the 7fith year of his age.' 

| (»rattan, the Irish orator, lias draw u the character , 

i of Lord Chatham, with Midi felicit y and vigour of 
| style, that it will ever he prest rved. if only for its 
I composition. The glittering point ami antithesis of 
his thoughts and language, have seldom been united 
to such originality and force :— 

1 he secretary stood alone. Modern degeneracy 
had not reached him. (Original ami unaccommodating, I 
the features of his character had "the hardihood of ; 
antiquity. His august mind overawed majesty ; and 
one of his sovereigns thought royalty so impaired in 
his presence, that he conspired to remove him, in 
order to he relieved from his superiority. No state 
chicanery, no narrow system of vicious politic*, sunk ! 
him to the vulgar level of the great; hut, overhearing, ' 
persuasive, and impracticable, bis object was England, j 
his ambition was fame. Without dividing, he dc- j 
strayed party ; without corrupting, he made a venal j 
age unanimous. Franco sunk beneath him. With ! 
one hand he smote the house of Bourbon, and wielded | 
in the other the democracy of England. The sight of j 
his mind wa« infinite; and his schemes were to affect, 
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not. England, not the.* present ago only, but Europe 
ami posterity. Wonderful were the meniiH by which 
these schemes were accomplished ; always seasonable, 
always adequate, the suggestions of an understanding 
I animated by ardour and enlightened by prophecy. 

! The ordinary feelings which make life amiable and 
1 indolent were unknown to him. No domestic diffi¬ 
culties, no domestic weakness, reached him ; hut aloof 
from the sordid occurrences of life, and unsullied by 
its intercourse, he came occasionally into our system 
to counsel and to decide. 

A character so exalted, fto strenuous, so various, so 
authoritative, astonished a corrupt age, and the trea¬ 
sury trembled at the name of Pitt through all the 
classes of venality. Corruption imagined, indeed, 
that she had kund defects in this statesman, und 
talked much of the inconsistency of his glory, and 
much of the ruin of his victories; hut the hi"t"V\ of 
his count) v, and the calamities of tie* enemy, an- 
* swered and" refuted her. Nor were his politieal abi¬ 
lities his only talents: bis cloqmnec was an era in 
the senate, peculiar and spontaneous familiarly ex¬ 
pressing gigantic sentiments and instinctive wisdom ; 
not like the torrent ot Jfemostheiie«, or the hjdendid 
conflagration of 'J'ully ; it rcMinbkd M>mct’.::ws the 
thunder, and sonwftimes the inu.-k * the sphere*. 
Like Murra\, la* did not e<mduet the oiider-'tanding 
through the painful subtlety of argumentation ; imr 
was he, like T«*w i^etid, for cut on tin rack of exer¬ 
tion ; hut rather lightened upon the subject, and 
reached the point h\ the Hashings of the mind, which, 
like those of his e\e, were Jelt, hut could m-t be fol¬ 
lowed. Lpoh the wlede, there was i n thh man s m.v- 
j thing that could create, .subvert, < r rcf-TU. : an un- 
! demanding, a spirit, and an ckqu* m • t • summon 
; mankind to s'.ciyn, or to break the bond- oj «i:ucry 
asunder, and t.» rule the wilderness of free mind* 
with unbounded authority; something that could 
establish or ovi rwhelm empire, and striko a blow in 
the woiId that should remand through the miner.*-.' 


r.M Y< I.Ol*.r.I>IAS AM* MAGAZINES. 

The Cw'loptTtlia of IlriiH.UM I’ha.miikiis, published ( 
in 17 ’J*, in two folio volumes, was the first dictionary j 
or repertory of general knowledge produced in Bri¬ 
tain. Chambers, who had been reared to the busi- ; 
ness of a globe-maker, and was a man of n‘•pcctablc , 
though not profound attainments, died in 17-fo. His 
work was printed five times during the subsequent 
eighteen years and has finally been extended. in the 
j present century, under the care of Dr Ahuaham 
i Keen, to forty volumes in quarto. Dr .Ruin Camp- 
I hell, whose share in compiling the l mversa! fits- 
i lory has already been sp**ken of, began in 174*2 to 
! publish his Lin’s of' tin British Admirals , and three 
years later commenced the Biiyraphia Pntanniea ; 
works of considerable ma,.nitudo, and which still 
]K>ssess a respectable reputation. The reign ol 
George II. produced many other attempts to fami¬ 
liarise knowledge; but it seems only necessary to 
allude to one of these, the Preceptor of Rouert 


Dodslky, first published in 1748 , and which long j 
continued to be a favourite and useful book. It j 
embraced within the compass of two volumes, in 
octavo, treatises on elocution, composition, arith¬ 
metic, geography, logic, moral philosophy, human ! 
life und manners, and a few other branches of know¬ 
ledge, then supposed to form a complete course of 
education. 

The age under notice may he termed the epoch : 
of magazines and reviews. The earliest •work of j 
the funner kind, the den finnan's Magazine, com¬ 
menced in the year 1731 hy Mr Edward Cave, a 
printer, was at first simply a monthly condensation 
of newspaper discussions and intelligence, hut in the : 
course of a few years became open to the reeeptior 
of literary and archeological articles. The term 
magazine thus gruduall) departed from its original ; 
meaning as a depository of extracts from newspapers, 
till it was understood to refer to monthly miseel- : 
Janies of literature, sue!) as it is now habitually 
applied to. The design of Mr Gave was so success¬ 
ful, that it soon met with rivalry, though it was 
some time bcfoie any other work obtained sufficient 
encouragement to he continued for any lengthened 
period. The J .iter ary Magazine, startl'd in 1735 
bv Mr Ephraim Chambers, subsisted till about the 
eioM- of the century. The London Magazine , the 
i JL itish Magazine, and the Town and Country Men , 
j (jazinr, were other works of the same kind, pub- 
! li.shrd with more or k-ss success during the reigns j 
I of George II. and George ill. In 1733, the Scots 
1 Maoaziur was commenced in Edinburgh, upon a ; 
plan nearly similar to the 4 GentLmanV ;* it sur¬ 
vived till 1*26, and forms a valuable register of the 
events of the times over which it extends. In the 
old magazines, there is little trace of that anxiety 
for literary excellence whkh now animates the con- , 
durtors of Mich mhutHanie-*; yet, from the notices 
which they contain respecting the characters, inci¬ 
dents, and* manners of former years, they are gene- j 
rally very entertaining. The * Gentleman's Maga- ! 
zinc’ continues to l*e published, and retains much of j 
its early distinction as a literary and archaeological ; 
repository. t j 

Periodical works, devoted exclusively to the criti- I 
eism of new hooks, were scarcely known in Britain 
till 1740. when the Monthly Bccicw was com¬ 
menced under the ’patronage ‘of the Whig and low 
church party. This was followed, in 1756, hy the 
establishment of the Critical llccinc, which for some 
years was conducted by Dr Smollett, and was do- ! 
voted to the interests of the Tory party in church j 
and state. These productions, marked hy no great 
ability, were the only publications of the kind pre- j 
vious to the commencement of the British Critic in \ 
1733. ; 

Another respectable and useful periodical work j 
Was originated in 1758 by Robert Dodsley, under : 
the title of the Annual Peyistcr . the plan being ,sug- ;i 
f csted, ns has been said, by Burke, who for some i 
| years wrote the historical portion with his usual 
; ability. This work is still published. 
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— HE great va¬ 
riety and abun¬ 
dance of the li¬ 
terature of this 
period might, in 
some measure, 
have been pre¬ 
dicted from the 
progress made 
during the pre¬ 
vious thirty or 
forty years, in 

which, as Johnson said, almo>t ; 
every man had come to write 
mtl to express himself correctly, i 
^p-j and the number of readers had \ 
'' ^5,; been multiplied a thousand- ■ 
fold. The increase in national i 
uml population natu- 1 
rally led, in a country like (Ireat 
i— ' • Britain, to the improvement of i 

i literature and the arts, and accordingly we find that j 
! a more popular and general style of composition be- 
, gan to supplant the conventional stiffness and classic 
; restraint imposed upon former authors. The human 
j intellect and imagination were sent abroad on wider 
! surveys, and with more ambitious views. To excite 
! a great mass of hearers, the public orator finds it j 
necessary to appeal to the stronger passions and j 
universal sympathies of his audience ; and in writ- j 
ing for a large number of readers, an author must ! 
adopt similar means, or fail of success. Hence it 1 
seems natural that as society advanced, the character 
of our literature should l>ecome assimilated to it, 
and partake of the onward movement, the popular 
feeling, and rising energy of the nation. There were, 
however, some great public events and accidental 
circumstances which assisted in bringing about a 
change. The American war, by exciting the elo¬ 
quence of Chatham and Burke, awakened the spirit 
of the nation. The enthusiasm was continued by 
the poet Cowper, who sympathised keenly with his 
fellow-men, and had a warm love of his native coun¬ 
try. Cowper wrote from no system; he had not 
read a poet for seventeen years; but he drew the 
distinguishing features of English life and scenery 
with such graphic power and beauty, that the mere i 
poetfy of art and fashion, ancl ITic'sfock images of 
descriptive verse, could not but appear mqaiv&fil&ted, 
and commonplace. Warton’s ‘ History of Poetry,’ and 
I’ercy’s ‘Reliques,’ threw back the imagination to the 
bolder and freer era of our national literature, and 
the German drama, with all its horrors and extra¬ 
vagance, was something better than mere dclinea- 
Kon&o? manners or incidental satire. The French 
devolution came next, and seemed to break down all 
artificial distinctions. Talent and virtue only were 
to be regarded, and the spirit of man was to enter 
on a new course of free and glorious action. This 
dream passed away; but it had sunk deep into some 
ardent minds, and its fruits were seen in bold specu¬ 
lations on the hopes and destiny of man, in the 


strong colourings of nature and passion, and in the 
free and llcxible movements of the native genius of 
our poetry. Since then, every department of lite¬ 
rature lias been cultivated with success. In fiction, 
the name of Scott is inferior only to that of Shak- 
speare; in criticism, a new era may he dated from 
the establishment of the Edinburgh Review ; and in 
historical composition, if wo have no Hume or (iib- 
bon, we have the results of far more valuable and s 
diligent research. Truth and nature have been 
more truly and devoutly worshipped, and real cxcgL 
loncc more highly prized. It has been feared by 
some that tin* principle of utility, which is recog¬ 
nised as one of the features of the present age, and 
the progress ofmechanical knowledge, would be fatal 
to tiie higher efforts of imagination, and diminish 
the territories of the poet. This seems a groundless 
ffar. It did not damp the ardour of Scott or Byron, 
and it has not prevented the poetry of Wordsworth 
from gradually working its way into public favour. 

If we have not the chivalry and romance of the 
Klizal>cthau age, we have the ever-living passions of 
human nature, and the wide theatre of the world, 
now' accurately known and dis< rnnimited, as a field 
for the excreiM of genius. We have the lamefit of 
all past knowledge and literature to exalt our stan¬ 
dard of imitation and taste, and a mop* sure reward 
in the encouragement and applause of a populous 
and enlightened nation. ‘ The literature of England,’ 
says Shelley, ‘ has arisen, as it were, from a new birth. 

In spite ol the low-thoughted envy which would 
undervalue contemporary merit, our own will he a 
memorable age in intellectual acl»ic\cinents, and we 
live among such philosophers and poets as surpass, 
toryoiul comparison, any who have apjM.ired since 
the last national struggle for civil and religious 
liberty. f l he most unfailing herald, companion, and 
follower of the awakening of a great people to work 
a beneficial change in opinion or institution, is jsnrtrv. 
At such periods there is an accumulation of the 
power of eommurrtcutiug and receiving intense and 
impassioned conceptions respecting man and nature. 
The persons in whom this power resides, may often, 1 
as far as regards many ixirtious of their nature, have 
little apparent correspondence with that spirit of 
good of which they an* the ministers. Bur even 
whilst they deny and abjure, they are yet compelled 
to serve the power which is seated on’the throne of 
their own send. It is impossible to read the com¬ 
positions of the most celebrated writers of the pro- ! 
sent day, without being startled with the electric ! 
life which burns within their words. The v measure | 
the circumference and sound the depths of human ai 
nature with a comprehensive and :dl-penctrating J 
spirit, and they are themselves j>erhap» the molt 
Sincerely astonished at its manifestations, for it is 
less their spirit than the spirit of the age. Foots arc ; 
the hierophants of an unapprehended inspiration; i! 
the niirrors of the gigantic shadows which futurity 1 j 
casts upon the present; the words which express 
what they understand not; the trumpet* which sing j 
to battle, and feel not what they inspire; the in- i 
nuenee which is moved not, but moves. Poets are * 
the unacknowledged legislators of the world.’ j 
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I WILLIAM COWPER. 

! William Cowper, 4 the most popular poet of his 
! generation, and the best of Kurdish letter-writers,’ 
! • as Southey has designated him, belonged cmpha- 



Wiiliam Cow j..r. 

tiddly to the aristocracy of Kneland. II is father, 
t!u* Kev. iJrCnwjKT, chaplain toCrorge 1!.. \\as the 
son of Spenivr Cuwjht, one <>f the judges of the 
court of common j»le;e». and a younger brother of 
the first Karl (’owper. lord chancellor. His mother 
was allied to some of tiie noblest families in Kngland, . 
I descended by four dliferent lines from King Henry 111. , 
This lofty linkage eannot add to the lustre of the j 
| jH>et's fame, hut it sheds additional grace on his piety 
I and humility. Dr (‘owper. liesides his royal eiiap- 
i lainev, held the rectory of (ire.*! Rerkhamstead, i:t 
I the county of Hertford, and there tin* |»mt was born, 
i NovemU-r l‘t, 17.M. In bis sixth year he lost his 
; mother (whom he tenderly and affectionately re- t 
; memlKred through all his life), and was planed at j 
a iHiarding-school, win re he continued two years.: 

I The tyranny of one of his school f Hows, who held 1 
j in complete subjection and abject fear the timid and j 
; home-siek h.»v, led to his removal from this semi- j 
i nary, and undoubtedly prejudiced him against the 1 
whole system of public education. ID was next : 

I jdaeed at Westminster school, where, as he says, he 
: served a seven years' apprenticeship to the classics; : 

and at the age of eighteen was removed, in order to j 
; lie articled to an attorney. Having passed through j 
I this training (with the future Lord C'haiv\!lor Tlmr- , 
j low for his fellow-clerk), Cowper, in 17.Vt, was called | 
| to the bar. lie never, hov-ever, made the law a j 
! study: in the solicitor’s office he and Thurlow were 1 
‘constantly employed from morning to night in gig¬ 
gling and making giggle,’ and in his chambers in the 
( Temple lie wrote gay verses, and associated with 
■ Runnel Thornton, Holman, Lloyd, and other wits. 1 le 
contributed u few papers to the (Connoisseur and 
; to the »St James’s Chronicle, both conducted by his 
friends. Darker days were at hand, ( owper’s 
father was now dead, his patrimony’ was small, and 
lie was in his thirty-second year, almost ‘ unprovided 
with an aim,’ for the law was with him a merenomi- 
| nal profession. Iii this crisis of his fortunes his 
I kinsman, Major Cow per, presented him to the office 
! of clerk of the journals to the House of Lords —a 
j desirable and lucrative ap|H>intnient. Cowper ne- 
j cepted it; but the labour of studying the forms of 
! procedure, and the dread of qualifying himself by 


appearing at the bar of the House of Lords, plunged 
him in the deepest misery and distress. The seeds 
of insanity were then in his frame; and after brood¬ 
ing over his fancied ills till reason had tied, he at¬ 
tempted to commit suicide. Happily this desperate 
effort failed ; the appointment was given up, and 
(’owper was removed to a jirivate madhouse at St 
Albans, kept by Dr Cotton. The cloud of horror 
gradually passed away, and on his recover}', he re¬ 
solved to withdraw entirely from the society and 
buMJios of the world. He had stili a small portion 
of his funds left, and his friends subscribed a further 
sum, to enable him t>. live frugally in retirement. 
The bright hopes of (’owper s youth seemed thus to 
have all vanished: his prospects of advancement i’ 
the uwrld were gone; and in the new-born zeul of 
his nligious fervour. Ins iVien Is might well doubt 
whether hi« reason had been completely restored. 
He retired to the town of Huntingdon, near Cam¬ 
bridge. where his brother resided, and there formed 
an intimacy with the family of the Rev. Morlcy 
I I’uwiii. a clergyman resident in the place. lie was 
adopted as one of the family; and Hie it Mr Unwin 
himse lf was suddenly removed, the same connexion 
was continued with Ids widow. Death only could 
sever a tie so strongly knit— cemented by mutual 
faith and friendship, un i by sorrows of which the 
world knew nothing. To the latest generation the 
mime of Marv Hnwin will be united witli that of 
Cowper, partaker of his fame as of his sad decline— 

P»y ^erapli- wri; with beam-. <*f heavenly light. 

After the death ot Mr Unwin in 1707, the family 
were advised by the Rev. John Newton—a remark¬ 
able man in many rejects--to fix their abode at 
Olncy. in the northern division of Buckinghamshire, 
where Mr Newton himself officiated as curate. This 



Olncy Church. 


was accordingly done, and Cowper removed with 
them to a spot which he has consecrated by Ins 
genius. He had still the liver Ouse with him, as 
at Huntingdon, but the scenery is more varied and 
attractive, and abounds in fine retired walks. His 
life was that of a religious recluse; he ceased cor¬ 
responding with his friends, and associated only 
with Mrs Unwin and Newton. The latter engaged 
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his assistance in writing a volume of hymns, but his 
morbid melancholy gained ground, and in 177J it 
became a case of decided insanity. About two years 
were passed in this unhappy state. On his recovery, 
Cowper took to gardening, rearing hares, drawing 
landscapes, and composing poetry. The latter was 
fortunately the most permanent enjoyment; and its 
fruits appeared in a volume of poems published in 
1782. The sale of the work was slow; but his friends 
were eager in its praise, Rnd it received the approba¬ 
tion of Johnson and Franklin. Ilis correspondence 
was resumed, and cheerfulness again became an in¬ 
mate of his retreat at Olney. This happy change 
was augmented by the presence of a third party. 
Lady Austen, a widow, who came to reside in the 
immediate neighbourhood of Olney, and whose con¬ 
versation for a time charmed away the melancholy 
spirit of Cowper. She told him the story of ,fohn 
Gilpin, and ‘ the famous horseman and his feats were 
an inexhaustible source of merriment.’ Lady Austen 
i also prevailed upon the poet to trv his powers in 
I blank verse, and from her suggestion sprung the 
noble poem of The Task. This memorable friend¬ 
ship was at length dissolved. The lady exacted too 
much of the time and attention of the poet—perhaps 
a shade of jealousy on the part of Mrs l T nwin, with 
respect to the superior elmrms and attractions of her 
rival, intervened to increase the alienation—and be- j 
fore the Task was finished, its fair inspirer bad j 
left Olney without any intention of returning to it. j 
In 1785 the new volume was published. Its sue- | 
cess was instant and decided. The public were j 
glad to hear the true voice of poetry and of nature, , 
and in the rural descriptions and fireside scenes of ; 
the Task, they saw the features of English scenery 
and domestic life faithfully delineated. ‘The Task.' 
says Southey, 4 was at once descriptive, mural, and 
satirical. The descriptive parts everywhere bore 
evidence of a thoughtful mind and a gentle spirit, as 
j well as of an observant eye; and the moral senti- 
i ment which pervaded them gave a charm in which 
descriptive poetry is often found wanting. The he'd 
didactic poems, when compared with the Task, are 
like formal gardens in comparison with woodland 
1 scenery.’ As soon as he had completed his labours 
; for the publication of Lis second volume, Cowper 
j entered upon an undertaking of a still more arduous 
nature—a translation of Homer. lie had gone 
through the great Grecian at Westminster school, 
and afterwards read him critically in the Temple, 
and lie w f as impressed with but a poor opinion of the 
translation of Pope. Setting himself to a daily task 
of forty lines, be at length accomplished the forty 
thousand verses. He published by subscription, in 
which his friends were generously active. The work 
appeared in 1791, in two volumes quarto. In the 
j interval the poet and Mrs llnwin had removed to 
| Weston, a beautiful village about a mile from Olney. 
His cousin, Lady llesketh, a woman of refined and 
fascinating manners, had visited him; he had also 
formed a friendly intimacy with the family of the 
Throckmortons, to whom Weston belonged, and his 
circumstances were comparatively easy. His malady, 
however, returned upon hirn with full force, and 
Mrs Umvin being rendered helpless by palsy, the 
task of nursing her fell upon the sensitive and de¬ 
jected poet. A careful revision of his Homer, and 
| an engagement to edit a new edition of Milton, 
j | were the last literary undertakings of Cowper. The 
! i former he completed, but without improving the 
! first edition: his second task was never finished. 

A deepening gloom settled on his mind, with occa¬ 
sionally bright intervals. A visit to his friend 
Hay ley, at Eartham, produced a short cessation of 
his mental suffering, and in 1794 a pension of xdoo 


w r as granted to him from the crown. He was induced, 
in 1795, to remove with Mrs Umvin to Norfolk, on 
a visit to some relations, and there Mrs Unwin died 
on the 17th December 179G. The unhappy poet 
would not believe that his long tried friend was 
actually dead; lie went to see the body, and on wit¬ 
nessing the unaltered placidity of death, flung him¬ 
self to the other side of the room with a passionate 
expression of feeling, and from that time he never 
mentioned her name nor spoke of her again. He 
lingered on for more than three years, still under ' 
the same dark shadow of religious despondency and j 
terror, but occasionally writing, and listening at ten- i 
lively to works read to him by his friends. His I 
last poem was the Castaway, a strain of touching ; 
and beautiful verse, which showed no decay of Ins j 
poetical powers: at length death came to his release j 
on the 25th of April 1800. So sad and strange a ! 
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destiny has never before or since been that of a man * 
of genius. With wit and humour at will, he was j 
nearly all his life plunged in the darkest melancholy, j 
Innocent, pious, and confiding, he lived in jht- ! 
petual dread of everlasting punishment: he could 
1 only see between him and heaven a high wall which 
he despaired of ever being able to scale ; vet his in¬ 
tellectual vigour was not subdued by affliction. What 
be wrote for amusement or relief in the midst of 
4 supreme distress,’ surpasses thy elaborate efforts of 
others made under the most favourable cireum- ! 
stances; and in the very winter of his days, his j 
faney w as as fresh and blooming as in the spring j 
and morning of existence. ’That he was constitu- j 
tionally prone to melancholy and insanity, seems j 
undoubted; hut the predisjxjsing causes were as ! 
surely aggravated by his strict and secluded mode j 
of life. Lady Hesketh w as a better guide and com- j 
panion than John Newton ; and no one can read ! 
his letters without observing that cheerfulness wuis 
inspired by the one, and terror by the other. The 
iron frame of Newton could stand unmoved amidst 
shocks that destroyed the shrinking and apprehen¬ 
sive mind of Cow per. All, however, have now'gone 
to their account—the stern yet kind minister, the 
faithful Mary Umvin, the gentle high-born relations 
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who forsook case, and luxury, and society to soothe 
I the misery of one wretched being, and that immortal 
j being himself has passed away, scarce conscious that 
1 he had bequeathed an imperishable treasure to man- 
! kind. We have greater and loftier poets than 
| Cowper, hut none so entirely incorporated, as it 
; were, with our daily existence—none so completely 
a friend—our companion in woodland wanderings, 

: and in moments of serious thought—ever gentle and 
; affectionate, even in Ins transient fits of ascetic 
gloom— a pure mirror of affections, regrets, feelings, 
and desires which we have all felt or would wish to 
cherish. Shukspcare, Spenser, and Milton, are spirits 
of ethereal kind: Cowper is a steady and valuable 
friend, whose society we may sometimes neglect for 
that of more splendid and attractive associates, hut 
whose unwavering principle and purity of character, 
j joined to rich intellectual powers, overflow upon us 
in secret, and hind us to him for ever. 

It is scarcely to Ik: wondered af that Cowpcr's 
first volume was eoldlv received. The subjects of 
his poems (Table Talk, the Progress of Error, Truth, 
Expostulation, Hope, Charity, &c.) did not promise 
much, and his manner of handling them was not 
calculated to eomlliate a fastidmus public, lie 
was 1 k>11 1 too harsh and too spiritual for general 
readers. Johnson had written moral poems in the 
same form of verse, hut they possessed a ri' h declama¬ 
tory grandeur and brilliancy of illustration which 
| Cow|K*r did not attempt, and probably would, from 
f principle, have rejected. There are passages, how¬ 
ever, in these evangelical works of Cowper of 
masterly execution and lively fancy. His character 
of Chatham has rarely been surpassed, even by Hop* 
or Drydcn : — 

A. Patriot*, ala- ! the f-v\ that have bum b-und 
Where most they Houn-di, upon F.uglish ground, 
The countrv’* need have scantily '-applied ; 

And the hi*t left the scene when Chatham died 
/>'. .Not so; the ■virtue stiii adorn* oui age, 
Though the chief urtor died upon the stage. 

In him Heinosthcnes was heard again ; 

Liberty taught him her Alhemau strain ; 

She <dot)ied him with authority and awe. 

Spoke from hi* lips, and in his look* gave law. 

H is *jK*eeh, hi* form, his action full of grace, 

And all his country beaming in his face, 

He stood us some inimitable hand 

Would strive to make a Paul or 'fully stand. 

No sycophant <>r slave that dared oppo.*e 
Her sacred eau*» , but trembled when he rose ; 

And everv venal stickler foi 1 the yoke, 

Felt himself crushed at the first word he spoke. 

Neither has the fine simile with which the follow¬ 
ing retrospect closes :— 

Ages elapsed ere Homer’s lump appeared. 

And ages ere the Mantuan swan was heard ; 

To carry nature lengths unknown before, 

To give a Milton birth asked ages more. 

Thus genius rose and set at ordered times, 

And shot a day-spring into distant climes, 
Ennobling every region that he chose. 

He sunk in Greece, in Italy he rose; 

And, tedious years of Gothic darkness past, 

Emerged all splendour in our isle at lust. 

Thus lovely halcyons dive into the main, 

Then show far off their shining plumes again. 

| The poem of Conversation in this volume is rich 
in Addisonian humour and satire, and formed no 
unworthy prelude to the Task. In Hope and Retire¬ 
ment, we see traces of the descriptive powers and 
natural pleasantry afterwards so finely developed. 


The highest flight in the whole, and the one most 
characteristic of Cowper, is his sketch of 

[ The Greenland Missionaries,] 

That sound bespeaks salvation on her way, 

The trumpet of a life-restoring day; 

'Tin hoard where England's eastern glory shines, 

And in the gulf's of her Comubian mines. 

And still it spreads. Sec Germany send forth 
Her sons to pour it on the h*rlhost north; 
fired with a zeal peculiar, they defy ! 

The rage and rigour of a polar sky,* 

And plant successfully sweet Sharon’s rose 
On icy plains and in eternal snows. | 

<)1j blc.**ed within the enclosure of your rocks, 

Nor herds have y. to boast, nor bleating flocks; ' 
No fertilising streams your fields divide, 

That show reversed the villas on their side; 

No groves have ye ; no cheerful sound of bird, 

Or voice of turtle in your land is heard ; 

Nor grateful eglantine regales the smell 
< >f those that walk at evening where ye dwell; 

Hut Winter, armed with terrors here unknown, 

Sits absolute on hi* unshaken throne, > 

Piles up his stores amidst tire frozen waste, ; 

And Lidi* the mountains lie has built stand fast; 
Heckon* the lemons of his storms away 
From happier scenes to make your lands a prey ; j 
Proclaim* the soil a conquest he has won, 

And scorns to share it with the distant sun. 

Yet Truth i» your*, mmole unenvied isle ! 

And Peace, the genuine ofi*pring of her smile; 

The pride of lettered ignorance, that binds 
In chain* of error our accomplished minds, 

That decks with all the splendour of the true, 

A false religion, is unknown to you. 

Nature indeed v om-hnafes for uur delight j 

The sweet v iei.**itude* of day and night; j 

>oft aii> and genial moisture feed and cheer i 

Field, fruit, and fbuver, and every creature here; ! 
Pot brighter beam* than his who lire* the skies j 
Have risen at length on your admiring eyes, 

That shoot into y<»ur darkest caves the day 
From which our nicer optics turn away. 

In this mixture of argument and piety, poetry and 
plain sense, we have the distinctive traits of Cowper’s 
genius. The freedom acquired by composition, and , 
especially the presence of Lady Austen, led to more 
valuable results; and when he entered upon the Task, 
he was far more disposed to look at the sunny side 
of things, and to launch into general description. 
His versification underwent a similar improvement. 
His former poems were often rugged in style and 
expression, and were made so on purpose, to avoid 
the polished uniformity of Pope and fits imitators. • 
He was now sensible that he had erred on the oppo¬ 
se side, and accordingly the Task was made to ; 
unite strength and freedom with elegance and har¬ 
mony. No poet has introduced so much idiomatic 
expression into a grave poem of blank verse; but the 
higher passages are all carefully finished, and rise 
or fall, according to the nature of the subject, with 
inimitable grace and melody. In this respect Cow- j 
per, as already mentioned, has greatly the advantage ! 
of Thomson, whose stately march is never relaxed, i 
however trivial be the theme. The variety of the 
Task in style and manner, no less than in subject, 
is one of its greatest charms. The mock-heroic 
opening is a fine specimen of his humour, and from . 
this he slides into rural description and moral reflec¬ 
tion so naturally and easily, that the reader is carried 
along apparently without an eflbrt The scenery of 
the Ouse —its level plains and spacious meads—is 
described with the vividness of painting, and the 
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poet then elevates the character of his picture by a 
rapid sketch of still nobler features:— 

[ Rural Sounds.] 

Nor rural sights alone, but rural sounds. 

Exhilarate the spirit, and restore 
The tone of languid nature. Mighty winds 
That sweep the shirt of some far-spreading wood 
Of ancient growth, make music not unlike 
The dash of ocean on his winding shore. 

And lull the spirit while they fill the mind, 
Unnumbered branches waving in the blast, 

And all their leaves fast fluttering all at once. 

Nor less composure waits upon the roar 
Of distant floods, or on the softer voice 
Of neighbouring fountain, or of rills that >lip 
Through the cleft rock, and chiming as they fall 
Upon loose pebbles, lose themselves at length 
In matted grass, that with a livelier green 
Betrays the secret of their silent course. 

Nature inanimate displays sweet sounds 
But animated nature sweeter still. 

To soothe and satisfy the human ear. 

Ten thousand warblers cheer the day, and one 
The livelong night; nor these alone vvhme notes 
Nice-fingered art must emulate in vain, 

But cawing rooks, ami kites that swim sublime 
In still-repeated circles, screaming loud. 

The jay, the pie, and even the boding owl 
That hails the rising moon, have charm - for me. 
Sounds inharmonious in themselves and hurxh, 

Yet heard in scenes where peace for ever reigns, 

And only there, please highly for their sake. 

The freedom of this versification, and the admirable 
variety of pause and cadence, must strike the most 
uncritical reader. With the same playful strength 
and equal power of landscape painting, he describes 

[The Diversified CJuivovter of Creation.] 

| The earth was made so various, that the mind 
Of desultory man, studious of change 
And pleased with novelty, might he indulged. 
Prospects, however lovely, may be >■*( n 
{ Till half their beauties fade ; the weary sight, 

Too well acquainted with their smiles, Hides oil* 
Fastidious, seeking less familiar scene*. 

Then snug enclosures in the sheltered vale, 

Where frequent hedges intercept the eye, 

Delight us, happy to renounce a while, 

Not senseless of its charms, what still we love, 

That such short absence may endear it more. 

Then forests, or the savage rock may plea*e 
That hides the sea-mew in his hollow clefts 
Above the reach of man ; his hoary head 
Conspicuous many a league, the manner 
Bound homeward, and in hope already there, 

Greets with three cheer* exulting. At his waist 
A girdle of half-withered shrubs he shows, 

And at his feet the baffled billows die. 

The common overgrown with fern, and rough 
With priekly goss, that, shapeless and deform, 

And dangerous to the touch, has yet its bloom, 

| And decks itself with ornaments of gold, 

Yields no unpleasing ramble ; there the turf 
Smells fresh, and rich in odoriferous herbs 
And fungous fruits of earth, regales the sense 
With luxury of unexpected sweets. 

From the beginning to the end of the Task we 
never lose sight of the author. His love of country 
rambles, when a boy, 

O’er hills, through valleys, and by river’s brink ; 

his walks with Mrs Unwin, when he had exchanged 
the Thames for the Ouse, and had * grown sober in 


the vale of yearshis playful satire and tender j 
admonition, bis denunciation of slavery, his noble j 
patriotism, his devotional earnestness and subli¬ 
mity, bis warm sympathy with his fellow-men, and \ 
his exquisite paintings of domestic peace and hap¬ 
piness, are all so much sclf-jinnraiture, drawn with 
the ri|H* skill and taste of the master, yet with a 
modesty that shrinks from the least obtru*dvencss 
and display. The very rapidity of his transitions, 
where tilings light and sportive are drawn up with 
the most solemn truths, and satire, pathos, and re- j 
proof alternately mingle or repel each other, are j 
characteristic of his mind and temperament in onli- J 
nary life. 11 is inimitable ease and colloquial fne- i 
dom, which lends silt h a ( harm t<> his letters, is j 
never long absent from his poetry; and his peculiar J 
tastes, as seen in that somewhat grandiloquent line, j 

Who loves a garden, hoes u ,'rornhoUic f>"», - 

i* 

are all pietuivd in tin* pure and hie: 1 pages of the ' 
Tusk. D cannot be sail tint Cowp.-r ever ahum ! 
(toned bis sectarian nliemus tenets, y« t they an j 
little seen in his great work. His pit fy is that 
which all should feel ami vein rate; and i! his sad f 
experience of the world had tinned the prospect o( 
life, ‘ its thietuution* and its vuM concerns,' with a 
deeper shade than st ems consonant with the general j 
welfare and happiness, it also imparted a higher 
authority and im-rc impressive wisdom to his earnest 
and solemn appeal*. Ho was* a stricken deer that 
left the herd.'couvri-u:* of the 1 ■ ■ U:t• - and wants of 
those he left behind, and inspin d with power to 
minister t » the delight and in*tri:e:io i of tin whole 
human race. 

[A rum * fh/i/ < '•rutrt.i' [ 

The emphatic speaker dearly bo. to epp. ■, ,! 

In contact, inconvenient, no*-' t<> n--se, 

A* i! the gnomon on hi* ncighbitu ’* phi/. 

Touched with a magnet, had nt»ruci-‘d hi". 

His whispered theme, dilated an 1 a* hngt , 

Proves alter all a w iml-gnn’* airy ehargt— 

An extract of his diary- no more 
A tastele-s journal of the day before. 

He walked abroad, oYrtaken m the rain, ‘ 

Calh d on a fiiend, (hank tea, -o pt ionic a-'uiu ; 

Resumed hi* purpose, had a world * 1 talk 

With one he .stumbled on, and lost his walk ; J 

1 interrupt him with a sudden b.»w. 

Adieu, dear sir, lest y-ni .should b».*e it no" . ! 

A graver coxcomb we may .sometimes 
Quite as ab*urd, though not *o ligln a> h- ; 

A shallow brain behind a scriou* inn 
An orach* within an empty cask, 

The solemn fop, significant and budge; 

A fool with judges, amongst fools a judge ; 

He says hut little, and that little said. 

Owes all its weight, like loaded dice, to b ad. i: 

If is wit invites \ ou by his looks to come, 

But when you knock, it. never is at home: , 

’d’is like a parcel sent you by the stage, 

Some handsome present, as your hopes presage; 

’iis heavy, bulky, and bids fair to prove 
An absent friend's fidelity of love ; 

But when unpacked, your disappointment groans j 
7 o find it stuffed w ith brickbats, earth, and stones. ! 

Some men employ their health—an ugly trick— 

In making known how oft they have been sick, 

Ami give us in recitals of discaso 
A doctor’s trouble, but without the fees; 

Relate how many weeks they kept their bed, 

How an emetie or cathartic aped ; 

Nothing is slightly touched, much less forgot; 

Nose, ears, and eyes seem present on the spot. 
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Now the distemper, spite of draught or pill, 
Victorious seemed, and now the doctor’s skill; 

And now —alas! for unforeseen mishaps ! 

They put on a damp nightcap, and relapse; 

They thought they must have died, they were so bad, 
Their peevish hearers almost wish they had. 

.Some fretful tempers wince at every touch, 
j You always do too little or too much : 
j You speak with life, in hopes to entertain, 
j Your elevated voice goes through the brain ; 
j You fall at once into a lower key, 
i That’s worse, the drone-pipe of a humble bee. 

; The southern sash admits too .strong a light ; 
j You rise and drop the curtain - now Yis night. 

; He shakes wbh cold—you stir the lire, and strite 
j To make a blaze- that’s rousting him alive. 

| Serve him with vonUon, and he choose- ti.-h ; 

I With sole -1hut’s just the sort hr* would riot wi»h. 
j He takes what hr* at first prof»*s*ed f<» loathe, 

( And in due time feed- heartily on both ; 

Yet -till oYn loiidrd with a (onstant frown. 

Hr* does not swallow, but he gulps it down. 

Your hope to please him tain on eterv plan. 

Himself should work that wonder, if he cun. 

Alas! hin effort- double his distress, 
i He likes \ours 1:n l<* and his own -till h*-- ; 

! Thus always tea dng other*, alwav s teased, 

; His only ph*a*urc i- to l»e di-pba-td. 
j I pitv ba-hful men, who |r»-l tlr pain 
j Of funned scorn and undeserved disdain, 

And bear tin* marks upon a Mu •hin.' tin*.- 
1 (»f needier *»hume and -1 * I: - imposed di*giacc. 

Our sensibilities u'e so acute, 

The fear of bong rilent muk*- it* mute. 

We sometimes think w<* r-nbi ;t *pn-**h producr* 
Much to the purposr-. if mi: tongues \\» :e lo<»*r ; 
i Hut being trod, it dies upon thr* lip, 

faint as a chu ken's note that has the pip ; 

Our wasted oil unprofitaMy burns, 
hike hidden lamps in old sepulchral urns. 

On (hr /o . ,‘yg uj hi* Mother's Pu'tiny. 

(dr that those 1 ijw had language ! Life ha< passed 
With me but roughly sinee 1 heard tine last. 

Tlmse lips are thine thv own sweet smiles l see, 

The same that oil in childhood solaced llic ; 

Voire nulv lath, else, lew di-tinet they sa\, 

‘ (>rie\e not, jiiv chihl, chase all thy liars av.nv !’ 

The meek intelligence of those dear e v« s 
(Blest, be tire art that can imnmrtali* . 

Tin* art thut bailies time’s tyrannic claim 
To quench it) here shine* «>n me still th.* same. 

Faithful remembrancer of one so ■: ar, 
i O welcome guest, tlrouglr unexpected hen*! 

Who hidd’st me h> rmur, with an artless song 
i Affectionate, a mother lost so long. 

I will obey, not willingly alone. 

Hut gladly, us the precept were her own : 

A ml while that fare renew* my filial grief, 
i Fancy shall weave a charm for my relief; 

! Shall steep me in Fly-ian reverie, 
j A momentary dream, that thou art she. 

My mother! when I learned that thou wn*t dead, 

| Say, want thou conscious of the tears I shed? 
j Hovered thy spirit o’er thy sorrowing son, 

] Wretch even then, life’s journey just begun? 

] Perhaps thou parent me, though unseen, a kiss ; 

| Perhaps a tear, if souls can weep in Idiss— 
j Ah, that maternal smile ! it answers—Yes. 

1 heard the liell tolled on thy burial day, 

I I Haw the hearse that bore thee slow away. 

And, turning from my nursery window, drew 
A long, long sigh, and wept a last adieu ! 

But was it such? It was. Where thou art gone, 
Adieus and farewells arc a sound unknown. 


May I but meet thee on that peaceful shore, 

The parting sound shall pass my lips no morel 
Thy maidens grieved themselves at my concern, 

Oft gave me promise of a quick return : 

What ardently I wished I long believed. 

And, disappointed still, was still deceived; 

By disappointment every day beguiled, 

Dupe of to-morrow even from a child. 

Thus many a sad to-morrow came and went, 

Till, all my stock of infant sorrow' spent, 

1 learned at last submission to my lot, 

Hut, though I less deplored thee, ne’er forgot. 

Where once we dwelt our name is heard no inort, 
i Children not thine have trod my nursery floor; 
j And where the gardener Kobin, day bv day, 

! Drew me to o hool along tlie pubbe way, 
i Delighted with my bauble e >ach, and wrapt 
j In «c:ulct mantle warm, and velv<t-capt, 

I ’Tis mav become a history little known, 

That once we called the pastoral house our own. 
Short-lived po«.!M *. ,jon ! but the record fair, 

That memory keeps of all thy kb- ’ness there, 

Still outlives many a storm that has effaced 
A thou-and other themes Jess deeply traced. 

Thy nightly visits to my chamber made, 

That thou might’-t know me safe and warmly laid; 
Thy morning bounties ere I left my home, 

The hivwii or confectionary plum ; 

The fragrant waters on my cheeks bestowed 
By thy own hand, till fn-dr they shone and glowed: 
i All thi**, and more endearing still than all, 

Thy constant flow of lo\e, that knew no fall, 

Ne’er roughened by thoM.* cataracts and break*, 

That hum<-r:r in:< rpo*ed too often makes; j 

All thi*, “till legible in memory’s page, 

And still to b** *o to my latest age. i 

Adds joy to duty, make- me glad to pay 
Swell honours to thee as my numbers may; 

Perhaps a frail memorial, but sincere, 

Not scorned in heaven, though little noticed here. 

Could Time, hi* flight reversed, restore the hours, j 
When, playing with thy vesture’s tissued Hewers, j 
'flu* violet, tin* pink, and je ssamine, j 

I pricked them into paper with a pin, { 

(And thou wast happier than my.-elf the while, j 

Would softly -peak, and stroke my head and smile), j 
Could tlu-e Jew pleasant hours again appear, 

Might one \vi*h bring them, would I wish them here ? j 
1 would not trust my heart—the dear delight 
Seems so t-» be desired, perhaps 1 might. j 

Hut no— uhat here we call our life is such, I 

So little to be loved, and thou So much, 

That I *hould ill requite thee to constrain 
Thy unbound spirit into bonds again. 

Thou, a* a gallant bark from Albion's coast 
(The storms all weathered and the ocean crossed). 
Shoots into port at some weli-havened isle, 

Where spices breathe and brighter seasons smile, 

There sits quiescent on the floods, that show 
Her beauteous form reflected clear below', 

: While airs impregnated with incense play 
Around her, fanning light her streamers gay; 

So thou, with sails how swift! hast reached the shore 
* Where tempests never beat nor billows roar;’ 

And thy loved consort on the dangerous tide 
Of life, long since, lias anchored at thy side. 

Hut me, scarce Imping to attain that rest, 

Always from port withheld, always distressed— 

Me howling winds drive devious, tempest-tossed, 

Sails ript, seams opening wide, and compass lost; 

And day by day some current’s thwarting force 
Sets me more distant from a prosperous course. 

Hut oh the thought, that thou art safe, and he! 

That thought is joy, arrive what may to me. 

My boost is not that l deduce my birth 
From loins enthroned, ami rulers of the earth ; 
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But higher far my proud pretensions rise— 

The son of parents passed into the skies. 

And now, farewell—Time unrevoked has run 
His wonted course, yet what T wished is done. 
By contemplation's help, not sought in vain, 

I seem to have lived my childhood o'er again : 
To have renewed the joys that once were mine, 
Without the sin of violating thine ; 

And, while the wings of fancy still are free, 

( And I can view this mimic show of thee, 

Time has but half succeeded in Ins theft— 
Thyself removed, thy power to soothe me left. 

[ Voltaire and the Lacc-workcr.] 

Yon cottager, who weaves at her own door, 
Pillow and bobbins all her little store; 

Content though mean, and cheerful if not gay, 
Shuffling her threads about the live-long day, 
Just earns a scanty pittance, and at night 
Lies down secure, her heart and pocket- light ; 
She, for her humble sphere by nature fit. 

Has little understanding, and no wit; 

Receives no praise; but though her lot he such 
j (Toilsome and indigent), she renders much : 

| Just knows, and knows no more, her Bible true— 
j A truth the brilliant Frenchman never knew ; 

I And in that charter reads, with sparkling eye*, 
j Her title to a treasure in the skies. 

[ 0 happy peasant! O unhappy bard ! 

| His the mere tinsel, hers the rich reward ; 

; He praised, perhaps, for ages yet to come, 

She never heard of half a mile from home ; 

He lost in errors his vain heart prefers 
She safe in the simplicity of hers. 

To 31 ary (Mrs Cnu-in). 

Autumn, 17&3. 

The twentieth year is well nigh past 
Since first our sky wa* overcast; 

Ah, would that this might be our last! 

I M v Mary ! 

I 

Thy spirits have a fainter flow, 

I see thee daily weaker grow ; 

’Twas my distress that brought thee low, 

My Mary! 

Thy needles, once a shining store, 

For my sake restless heretofore, 

Now rust disused, and shine no more, 

My Mary ! 

For though thou gladly wouldst fulfil 
I The same kind offlee for me still, 

I Thy sight now seconds not thy will, 

I My Mary ! 

But well thou play’dst the housewife’s part, 
And all thy threads, with magic art, 

Have wound themselves about this heart, 

My Mary! 

Thy indistinct expressions seem 
Like language uttered in a dream ; 

Yet me they charm, whate’er the theme, 

My Mary! 

Thy silver locks, once auburn bright, 

Are still more lovely in my sight 
Than golden beams of orient light, 

My Mary! 

For, could I view nor them nor thee, 

What sight worth seeing could I see 1 
The sun would rise in vain for me, 

My Maryl 


Partakers of thy sad decline, 

Thy hands their little force resign ; 

Yet gently pressed, press gently mine, 

My Mary! 

Such feebleness of limbs thou prov’st, 

That now at every step thou niovYt 
Upheld by two; yet still thou lov’st, 

My Mary 1 

Ami still to love, though pressed with ill, 

In wintry age to feel no chill, 

With me is to be lovely still, 

My Mary! 1 

But ah! by constant heed 1 know, 

How oft the sadness that I slmw, 

Transforms thy smiles to looks of wo, ' 

My Mary ! 

And should my future lot be east j- 

With much ivscmMamv ot tin* past, , 

ThV worn-out heart will break at last, } 

My Mary ! j 

[ 117/iM- Kreniny in the Country, J j 

[From * The Task.’J 

Hark ! Yi* the twanging horn o\t yonder bridg**, 

That with its wearisome but needful length j 

Bestrides the wintry flood, in which the mo-m < 

Sees her unwrinkhd tare retlcrled bright ; j 

He comes, the herald of a noisy world, i 

With .-pattered bunts, strapped waist, and boron f 
b.eks : j 

News Irom all nations lumbering at his back. j 

True to his charge, the close-parked load behind, ■ 

Yet careless what lie brings, his one concern ! 

Is to conduct it to the destined inn ; t 

And, having dropped the expected bag, pass oil. ij 

1 He whirries as he goes, light-hearted wretch! ' i 

(’old and yet cheerful : me.-onger of gijof 
Perhaps to thousands, and ot joy to some ; ; 

To him indifferent whether grief or joy. j( 

Houses in ashes, and the tall of stork*, ' 

Births, deaths, and marriages, epistles wot ij 

With tears, that trickled down the writer’s cheeks ij 

Fa*t a* the period* fmm his fluent quill, ,j 

(tr charged with amorous sighs of absent swains, J 

< >r nymphs response, equally albert i 

Hi* hor>e. and him, unconscious of them all. !! 

But O the important budget ! ushered in 
With sueli heart-shaking music, who ran say ; 

What are its tidings ? have our troops awaked I j 

Or do they still, as if with opium drugged, 

Snore to the murmurs of the Atlantic waive t !| 

Is India free' ami docs she wear her plumed j; 

Ami jewelled turban with a smile of peace, ji 

Or do we grind her .still f The grand debate, ij 

The popular harangue, the tint reply, ij 

The logic, and the wisdom, and the wit, J 

Ami the loud laugh—1 long to know them all ; il 

1 burn to *ct. the imprAoied wranglers free, ji 

And give them voice and utterance once again. 

Now stir the fire, and dose the shutters fast, I 

Let fall the curtains, wheel the sofa round, 

And while the bubbling and loud-hissing uni 
Throws up a steamy column, and the cups, 

That cheer but not inebriate, wait on each, 

So let us welcome peaceful evening in. 

Not such his evening who, with shining face, 

Swe ats in the crowded theatre, and squeezed 
And bored with elbow-point# through both his rides, 
Out-scolds the ranting actor on the Ntage: 

Nor his who patient stands till his feet throb, 

And his head thumps, to feed upon the breath 
Of patriot#, bunting with heroic rage, 
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Or placemen, all tranquillity and smiles. 

This folio of four page*, happy work ! 

Which not oven critics criticise; that holds 
Inquisitive attention, while 1 read, 

Fast bound in chains of silence, which the fair, 
Though eloquent themselves, yet fear to break; 
What is it but a map of busy life. 

Its fluctuations, and its vast concerns? 

Here runs the mountainous and craggy ridge 
That tempts ambition. On the summit see 
The seals of office glitter in his eyes ; 

He climbs, he pants, he grasps them! At his heels, 
('lose at his heels, a demagogue ascends, 

And with a dexterous jerk soon twist.- him down, 
And wins them but to lose them in his turn. 

Here rills of oily eloquence in soft 
‘ Meanders lubricate the course they take ; 

| The modest speaker is ashamed and grieved 
To engross a moment's notice, and yet begs, 

Hegs a propitious ear for his poor thoughts, 

However trivial all that he conceives. 

Sweet bashfulne-s! it claims at, least this praise, 

The dearth of in format i'-n and good sense 
That it foretells u.«, always comes to pass. 

Cataracts of declamation thunder here ; 

There forests of no meaning spread toe page, 

In which all comprehension wanders lost ; 

While fields of pleasantry amu-e us there. 

With merry descants on a nation's vvov. 

The rest appears a wilderw-s of strange 
Hut gay confusion ; ros«-s f..r the cheeks. 

And lilies for the brow.* of faded ag**. 

Tilth for the toothless, ringlet- for the bald. 

Heaven, earth, and ocean, plundered <d their swnt- ; 
NectareouH essences, Olvmpiun dews, 

Sermons, and city feasts, and favourite airs, 
yKthereal journeys, submarine exploits. 

And Katterfello/ with his hair on end 
At his own wonders, wondering for his bread. 

’Tis pleasant through the loop-holes of retreat 
To peep at such a world ; to see the stir 
Of the great Hubei, and not feel the crowd ; 

To hear the roar she sends through all her gat< 

At a safe distance, where the dying sound 
Falls a >■ >ft murmur on the uninjured ear. 

Thus sitting, and surveying thus at ea.se 
The globe and its o.morns, 1 seem advanced 
To some sreure and more than mortal height. 

That Id" tales and exempts me from them ail. * * 

O Winter! ruler of the inverted year, ' * 

1 love thee, all unlovely as thou seem'st. 

And dreaded as then art ! Tlnai hold'st the sun 
A prisoner in the yet undawning east. 

Shortening his journey between morn and noon, 

And hurrying him, impatient ot hi- stay, 

Down to the rosy west ; but hindl\ still 
Compensating his loss with added hours 
i Of social converse and instructive ease, 

And gathering, at short notice, in one group 
; The family dispersed, and fixing thought, 
i Not less dispersed bv daylight and its cares, 
j I crown thee king of intimate delights. 

Fire-side enjoyments, home-born happiness, 
j Ami all the comforts that the lowly roof 
| Of undisturbed retirement, and the hours 
Of long uninterrupted evening, know. 

No rattling wheels stop short Indore these gates ; 

No powdered pert proficient in the art 
Of sounding an alarm assaults these doors 
Till the street rings ; no stationary steeds 
Cough their own knell, while, heedless of tho sound, 
The silent circle fan themselves, and quake : 

Hut hen; the needle plies its busy task. 

The pattern grows, tho well-depicted flower, 

* A noted conjuror of the day. 


Wrought patiently into the snowy lawn, 

Unfolds its bosom : buds, and leaves, and sprigs, 

And curling tendrils, gracefully disposed, 

Follow the nimble finger of the fair ; 

A wreath, that cannot fade, of flowers, that blow 
With most success when all besides decay. 

The poet’s or historian’s page by one 
Made vocal for the amusement of the rest; 

The sprightly lyre, whose treasure of sweet sounds 
The touch from many a trembling chord shakes out; 
And the clear voice symphonioos, yet distinct, 

And in the charming strife triumphant still, 

Hrguilo the night, and set a keener edge 

Mn female industry: the threaded steel j 

Flies swiftly, and unfelt the task proceeds. 

The volume closed, the customary rites 

< )f the la"t no .il commence. A Homan meal; 

Such as the mistress of the world once found 
Delicious, when her patriots of high note, 

Perhaps by moonlight, at their bumble doors, 

And under an old oak’s domestic shade, 

Fnjoved, spare feast! a radish and an egg. | 

Discourse ensues, not trivial, yet ret dull, j 

Nor such as with a frown forinds the play ■ 

Of fancy, or proscribes the sound of mirth: j 

Nor do we madly, like an impious world, 1 

Who doom religion frenzy, and the Hod i 

That made them an mtruder on their joys, j 

Mart at his awful name, or deem his praise } 

A jarring note, 'rhemes of a graver tone, j 

Inciting oft our gratitude and love, ; 

While «(■ retrace* with memory's pointing wand, 

That <all- the pant to our exact review, 

Tim dangers wt have Neaped, the broken snare, 

Th» disappointed foe, deliverance found 
Unbaked for, life preserved and peace restored, 

Fruits of omnipotent eternal love. 

() evenings worthy of the gods! exclaimed 
The Mihine hard. O evenings, 1 reply. 

More to be prized and coveted than yours! 

As m«»re illumined, and with Holder truths. 

That I, and mine, and those we love, enjoy. * * 

t’ome livening, once again, season of peace; i 

Return sweet livening, and continue long! j 

Mi think- 1 see thee in the streaky west, i 

With matron--tep slow-moving, while the night 
Treads on thy sweeping train ; one hand employed j 
hi letting fail the curtain of repose ! 

< hi bu d and beast, the other charged for man 

With .sweet oblivion of the cares of day : i 

Not sumptuously adorned, nor needing aid, 1 

Like homely-featured night, of clustering gems; j 

A star or two, just twinkling on thy brow, 

Suffices thee ; save that the moon is thine 

No le.-s than hers: not worn indeed on high , 

With ostentatious pageantry, but set 

With modest grandeur in thy purple zone, j 

Resplendent less, but of an ampler round. 

t ome then, and thou shalt find thy votary calm, 

t »r make me so. Composure is thy gift; 

And whether I devote thy gentle hours j 

To books, to music, or the poet's toil; j 

To weaving nets for bird-alluring fruit; 

Or tw ining silken threads round ivory reels, j 

When they command whom man was lx>m to please, j 
I jdight thee not, but make thee welcome still. j 

dust when our drawing-rooms begin to blaze 
With lights, by clear reflection multiplied 
From many a mirror, in which he of Hath, 

Holiah, might have seen his giant bulk 
Whole without stooping, tow ering crest and ally 
My pleasures too begin. Rut me perhaps 
The glowing hearth may satisfy a while 
With faint illumination, that uplifts 
The shadow's to the ceiling, there by fits 
Dancing uncouthly to the quivering flame. 
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Not undelightful is an hour to me 
So spent in parlour twilight: such a gloom 
Suits well the thoughtful or unthinking mind, 

The mind contemplative, with some new theme 
Pregnant, or indisposed alike to all. 

Laugh ye who boast your more mercurial powers, 

That never felt a stupor, know no pause, 

Nor need one ; I am conscious, and confess 
Fearless a soul that does not always think. 

Me oft has fancy, ludicrous and wild, 

Soothed with a waking dream of houses, towers, 

' Trees, churches, and strange visages, expressed 
• In the red cinders, while with poring eve 
; I gazed, myself creating wluit 1 saw. 
j Nor less amused have 1 quiescent watclu d 
I The sooty films that play upon the bars 
I Pendulous, and foreboding in the view 
i Of superstition, prophesying still, 

J Though still deceived, some stranger's near approach, 
l *Tis thus the understanding takes repo.-e 
j In indolent vacuity of thought, 

| And sleeps and is rt freshed. Meanwhile the face 
I Conceals the mood lethargic with a mask 
I Of deep deliberation, as the man 
i Were tasked to bis full strength, absorbed and h>-t. 

I Thus oft, reclined at va-e, I h>-e an hour 
| At evening, till at Icm.lh the free/ing blast, 
i That sweeps the ladled shutter, summon^ home 
i The recollected powers ; and snapping short 
The glassy.threads wit It which the fancy weaves 
Her brittle toils, re-lore- me to myself. 

IIow calm is my rere— ; and how the frost, 

! Raging abroad, and the rough wind, endear 
! The silence and the warmth cnjo\cd within! 

I saw the woods and tield.- at close of flay, 

A variegated show; the meadows green. 

Though faded ; and the lands, where lately waved 
The golden harvest, of a mellow brown, 

Upturned so lately by the forceful share. 

I saw far off the weedy fallows smile 
With verdure not unprofitable, grazed 
By flocks, fast feeding, and selecting eu«‘h 
His favourite herb ; while all the leatle-s greie- 
That skirt the horizon wore a sable line, 

Scarce noticed in the kindred dusk of me. 

To-morrow brings a change, a total change ! 

Which even note, though silenth performed. 

And slowly, and by most unfelt, the face 
Of universal nature undergoes. ; 

Fast falls a lieecy shower: the downy Hakes 
I Descending, and with never-ceasing lapse 
Softly alighting upon all below, 

| Assimilate all objects. Earth receives 
j Gladly the thickening mantle; and the green 
j And tender blade, that feared the chilling blast, 

I Escapes indent beneath so warm a \eih 

In such a world, so thorny, and where none 
Finds happiness unblighted ; or, if found, 

Without some thistly sorrow at its side, 

It seems the part of wisdom, and no sin 
Against the law of love, to measure lots 
With less distinguished than ourselves ; that thus 
We may with patience bear our moderate ills, 

And sympathise with others suffering more. ! 

Ill fares the traveller now, and he that stalks i 

In ponderous boots beside his reeking team. 

The wain goes heavily, impeded sore 
By congregated loads adhering close 
To the clogged wheels; and in its sluggish pace 
Noiseless appears a moving hill of snow. 

The toiling steeds expand the nostril wide, 

While every breath, by respiration strong 
Forced downward, is consolidated soon 
Upon their jutting chests. He, formed to bear 
The pelting brunt of the tempestuous night, 

With half-shut eyes, and puckered checks, and teeth 


Presented bare against the storm, plods on. 

One hand secures his hat, save when with botli 
He brandishes his pliant length of whip, 
Hcsoumling oft, and never heard in vain. 

O happy and in my account denied 
That sensibility of pain with which 
Refinement is endued- thrice happy thou ! 

Thy frame, robust and hardy, feels indeed 
The pierring cold, but feds it unimpaired. 

The learned linger never need explore 
* Thy vigorous pulse; and the unhealthful east, 
That breathes the spleen, and searches every bone 
. Of the infirm, is wholesome air to tliee. 

Thy days roll on exempt from household care ; 

, Thy wagon is thy wife; and the poor ben-ts 
! That drag the dull companion to and fro, 

; Thine helpless charge, dependent on thy care. 


Ab, treat them kindly ; 
Vet show that thou La -1 
With needle-- hurry wh 
11umane they would v 
Poor, yd iudu-triou<. 
Such claim companion i 
A id ha\ c a friend ii: r\» 
Warmed, while it la-: -, 
Tl.g\ bra\ e t In* -• a >< n, a 
Hi dad, and fed but pa 
The frugal holism lie tie 


rude as thou appearest, 
mercy ! wInch the .great 
rled from place to place, 
eem, not always show, 
inode-:, quirt, neat, 
it a night like this, 
ry feeling heart. 

•y laboii;-, all day long 
id yet find, at eve, 
rely, t iDie to cool, 
able- u Idle she lights 


llir -canty stork of brushwood, blazing clear 
But dving soon, like all terrc-tnal jots. 

The few small ember- left she nur-e- well ; 

And, while her infant raec, with outspread hands 
And crowded knn s. -it cowering >-'er the sparks, 
Retires, content to ipmk' , -«• they be warmed. 

T he man feds bad, a-, more mured than she 
To winter, and the current in l:is veins 
More briskly mov* d hv bis -.-verer toil ; 

Yet he, too, liud- ldm own distie-s in theirs. 

'J'he taper soon exringui-hed, wlinli 1 saw 
Dangled along at the cold linker's end 
Just when the day *b < lined, and flic brown loaf 
Lodged on the s’a If, half eaten without uunk: 

<M -nv.uirv cheese, or butter, eodiier still. 

Sleep seems tlndi onlv h liige ; }•>;, ala 1 -. 

Where penury is felt the thought is chained, 

And sweet colloquial pleasure- ate but few! 

With all this thrift they thrive m f. All tlm 
Ingenious pur-iim-uv take-, but p: l 
Saves the -mall inventory, bed and -tool, 

Skillet and old calved ehe-t, from public sna 
They live, ami live without extolled aim- 
From gnulging hands • but other bo.i-t have 
'fo si “the tie ir horn -t pride, that M orns t" b 
Noreomloit e!-.e. but in their mutual hue. 

1 praise you nnn !i, ve meek and j.atient pair, 
lor \e arc . rtby ; ehoo-ing rather far 
A dry but indi pend'uit r; u-t, hard <arn*d, 

And eaten wbh a sigh, Limn to endure 


-t pride, that -conn t" be<, 
tint heir mutual bu e. 
c meek and ].at ient pair, 
ixioo-ing rat her far 
■lit o; u-t, hard < arm *1, 
h, tiuin to endure 


The rugged frowns and insolent rebut!- 


(If knav < s in 
Of distribut io 
To elamoiou 
But ofttirnes < 
To wear a tail 


lice, narl ial in t lie vvoj k 
; liberal of their aid 
inpoi'funity in rag-, 

•at t<- suppliants who would Hush 
red garb, how< ver coarse. 


W horn famine cannot reconcile to h;tl» : 

Those ask with painful shvia., and, refused 

Because deserving, rilently retire! 

But be ye of good courage! Time itself 

Shall much befriend you. Time shall give increase; 

And all your numerous progeny, well-trained, 

But helpless, in few years shall find their hand*, 

And labour loo. Meanwhile yc shall not want 
What, conscious of your virtues, we ran Hpare, 

Nor what a wealthier than ourwelveg may Htuid. 

T mean the man who, when the distant poor 
Need help, denies them nothing but bin name. 
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[ of Nature .] 

[From the* name.] 

’Tis born with nil : the love of Nature’* works 
I# an ingredient in the eonipound man, 

Infused at the creation of the kind. 

, And, though the Almighty Maker has throughout 
1 Discriminated each from each, by strokes 
j And touches of bis hand, with so much art 
| Diversified, that two were never found 
! Twins at all points yet this obtains in all, 

' That all discern a beauty in his wotks, 

• And all can taste them : minds, that have been formed 
| And tutored with a reli-.li, more exact, 

j Hut none without some relish, none unmoved, 
i It is a llume that dies m>t even then*, 

Where nothin ; feed 1 ' it : neither hu-iness, crowd-, 

• Nor habits of luxurious city-life, 

Whatru*r el-e they smother of true worth 
In human bosoms, quench it or abrte. 

The \ i 1!:is with which Loudon stands begirt. 

Like a swarth Indian with his belt of beads. 

Prove it. A breath # of unadultemt* air, 

The glimp-o of a L'lvcii pasture, how they eheer 
The citizen, and brace hi- languid tVame ! 

L\en in the stilling buyout of the town, 

• A garden, in which noth in;.' thrives, h:»- charms 
That «o«*the the rich possessor; much eon*«dcd 
That here ami there some sprigs of mounjful mint, 

(if nightshade or valerinfi. ^ran* the wall 

lie eij It i i ales. These serve him with a hint 
That nature lives ; that Mght-refreshing green 
Is still tlie livery she delights to wear. 

Though siek!y samples of the exuberant whole. 

What are the casement'* lined with creeping herbs, 

'I he prouder m4io !i\nt*d with a range 
Of orange, invrtha < ;■ the fragrant weed, 

The Frenchman** darling f Arc they lmt all ju.iui- 
That man, immured m cities, still retain* 

His inborn ihextingm-babb* thir-t 
Of rural -eenes, c<»mpcn-atihg Li** 1<—’ 

Hv Mippleim-utal shifts the best he may? 

Tin* im»st unfurnished with the means of life. 

And they that never pass their brick-wall bounds 
To range the held- and treat their lun*.'* with air, 

Yet feel the burning instinct ; over-head 
Suspend their crazy boxes, planted thick, 

And watered duly. There the pitcher stands 
A fragment, and the spmiile-* tea-pot there; 

Sad witnesses )n»w clo,< -pent man regrets 
( The country, with what ardour he connive* 

A peep at nature, when lie can m> nmre. 

Hail. tln-refoii, patroness of health and ease. 

And i-onteniplut mu, heart -eon si dine joys 
‘ And harnileH> pleasures, in the thronged abode 
Of multitudes unknown: hail, ruial liiel 
, Address himself who will i » the puisuil 
1 Of honour*, or emolument, or lame, 

| I shall not add mvself to such a chase, 

; Thwart his attempts, or envy his succe-s. 
j Some must be great. Orcat otlices will have 
j Ureal talents. And Uod give- to every man 
j 'Fhe virtue, temper, understanding. taste, 
j That lifts him into life, and lets him fall 
| Just in the niche he was ordained to till. 

To the deliverer of an injured land 
| lie gives a tongue to cnlarpe upon, a heart 
j To feel, and eon rape to redress her wrong*; 

| To monarchs dignity ; to judges sense ; 

To artists ingenuity ami skill ; 

| To me an unambitious mind, content 
In the low vale of life, that early felt 
A wish for com* and leisure, and ere long 
Found here that leisure and that ease I wished. 



[English Liberty.] 

We love | 

The king who loves the law, respects his bounds, i 

And reigns content within them ; him we serve • 

Freely and with delight, wdio leaves us free: j 

Hut recollecting still that he is man, I 

We trust him not too far. King though he be, 

And king in Kngland too, he may be weak, I 

Ami vain enough to be ambitious still; ! 

Mnv exercise amiss his proper powers, 

(lr covet more than freemen choose to grant: 

Heyond that mark is treason. He is ours 
To administer, to guard, to adorn the state, 

Hut not to warp or chan-jo it. We are his j 

T*> serve him nobly in the common cause, j 

True to the death, but not to be bn slaves. t 

Mark now' the difn venee, ye that boast your love ! 

Of king-, between your loyalty and ours. 1 

We love the man, the paltry pageant you ; l 

We the chief patron of the commonwealth, | 

You the regardless author of its v. j.s ; ! 

We for the sake of liberty, a king, 

You chains and bondage for a tyrant’s sake: ! 

Our love i- principle, and has its root j • 

In reason, is judicious, manly, free; j 

! Yours, a blind in-ti* t, crouches to the rod, \ 

! And licks the fiKrt that treads it in the dust. 1 

i Were kingship a* true treasure us it seems, j 

Sterling, and worthy of a wise man’s w ish, j 

1 would m*t be a king to be beloved j 

( au-ele--, and daubed with undiscerning praise, ; 

Where love i- mere attachment to the throne, 

Not to the man who till- it a* lie ought. 

’Ti- litany alone that give- the liower 
Of fleeting life its lustre ami perfume; 

And v.e are weed* without it. All constraint, 

Kxeept what wisdom lay- on evil men, 

Is evil ; hurt- the faculties, impedes 
Their progre-s in the road of science, blind* 

The eye-ight »>f discovery, and begets 
In tlio-e that sutler it a sordid mind, 

He-tial. a meagre intellect, unfit 
To lie the tenant of man’s i.oble form. 

Time therefore still, blameworthy as thou art, 

With all thy b»*- of empire, and though squeezed 
Hy public exigence, till annual food 
Fails for the craving hunger of the state, 

Thee 1 account still happy, and the chief 
Among the nations, seeing thou art free. 

My native nook of earth ! thy clime is rude, 

Deplete with vapour*, and disposes much 

All hearts to .-adne-s, and none more than mine : 

Thine unadultcratc manners are less soft 
And pluu-ible than social life requires, 

And thou hast need of discipline and art 
To give thee what politer France receives 
From nature’s bounty—that humane address 
And sweetness without which no pleasure is 
In converge, either starved by cold reserve, 

(>r (lushed with fierce dispute, a senseless brawl. 

Yet being free, 1 love thee: for the sake 

Of that one feature can Ik* well content, i 

Di-graeed as thou hast been, poor as thou art, 

To seek no sublunary rest beside. 

Hut once enslaved, farewell! I could endure 
Chains nowhere patiently ; and chains at home, ' 

Where I am free by birthright, not at all. 1 

Then what were left of roughness in the grain I 

Of Hriti-h natures, wanting its excuse 
That it belongs to freemen, would disgust 
And shock me. I should then with double pain 
Feel all the rigour of thy fickle clime ; 

And, if I must bewail the blessing lost, 

For which our Hampden.* and our Sidneys bled, 

* rw* t I 
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I would at least bewail it under skies 
Milder, among a people less austere; 

In scenes which, having never known me tree, 
Would not reproach me with the loss 1 felt. 

Do I forebode impossible events, 

And tremble at vain dreams? Heaven grant 1 may 
But the age of virtuous politics is past, 

And we arc deep in that of cold pretence. 

Patriots are grown too shrewd to be sincere, 

And we too wise to trust them. He that takes 
Deep in his soft credulity the stamp 
Designed by loud declaimers on the part 
Of liberty, themselves the slaves of lust, 

Incurs derision for his easy faith. 

And lack of knowledge, and with cause enough: 

For when was public virtue to be found 
Where private was not ? Cun he love the whole 
Who loves no part l He be a nation’s friend, 

Who is in truth the friend of no man there ( 

Can he be strenuous in his country’s cause 
Who slights the charities, for whose dear sake 
That country, if at all, must he beloved ? 

’Tis therefore sober and good men are sad 
I For England's glory, seeing it wax pale 
j And sickly, while her champions wear their hearts 
So loose to private duty, that no brain. 

Healthful and undisturbed bv factious fumes, 

Can dream them trusty to the general weal. 

Such were they not of old, whose tempered blades 
Dispersed the shackles of usurped control, 

And hewed them link from link ; then Albion's sons 
Were sons indeed ; they felt a filial heart 
Beat high within them at a mother's wrongs ; 

And, shining each in his domestic sphere, 

Shone brighter still, once culled to public view. 

’Tis therefore many, whose sequestered lot 
Forbids their interference, looking on, 

Anticipate perforce some dire event ; 

And, seeing the old castle of the state, 

That promised once more firmness, so assailed 
That all its tempest-beaten turrets shake, 

Stand motionless expectants of its fall. 

All has its date below; the fatal hour 
Was registered in heaven ere time began. 

We turn to dust, and all our mightiest works 
Die too: the deep foundations that we lav, 

Time ploughs them up, and not a trace remains. 

We build with what we deem eternal rock : 

A distant age asks where the fabric stood : 

And in the dust, sifted and searched in vain, 

The undiscoverablc secret sleeps. 

[A Winter Wall.-] 

The night was winter in his roughest mood ; 

The morning sharp and clear. But now at noon, 

Upon the southern side of the slant hills, 

And where the woods fence off the northern blast, 

The season smiles, resigning all its rage, 

And has the warmth of May. The vault is blue 
Without a cloud, and white without a speck 
The dazzling splendour of the scene below. 

Again the harmony comes o’er the vale, 

And through the trees I view the embattled tower, 
Whence all the music. I again perceive 
The soothing influence of the wafted strains, 

And settle in soft m usings as I tread 

The walk, still verdant, under oaks and elms, 

Whose outspread brandies overarch the glade. 

The roof, though movable thnugh all its length 
As the wind sways it, has yet well sufficed, 

And, intercepting in their silent fall 
The frequent flakes, has kept a path for me. 

No noise is here, or none that hinders thought. 

The redbreast warbles still, but is content 
With slender notes, and more than half suppressed: 


Pleased with his solitude, and Hitting light 
From spray to spray, where’er he rests he shakes 
Front many a twig the pendant drops of ice, 

That tinkle in the withered leaves below. 

Stillness, accompanied with sounds so soft, 

! Charms more than silence. Meditation here 

May think down hours to moments. Here the heart 
May give u useful lesson to the head, 

And learning wiser grow without his books. 
Knowledge and wisdom, far from being one, 

Have oft times no connexion. Knowledge dwells 
In heads replete with thoughts of other men, 

Wisdom in minds attentive to their own. 

Knowledge, a rude unprofitable mass, 

The mere materials with which wisdom builds. 

Till smoothed and squared and fitted to its place, 

Does but incumber whom it seems to enrich. 
Knowledge is proud that he has learned so much, 
Wisdom is humble that he know*. no more. 

Books are not seldom talismans and spells, 

By whieh the magic art of j ir( . Wv dvr wits 
Holds an unthinking muhtude euth railed. 

Some to the fascination u t 

Surrender judgment, <'"i»e the style 

Infatuates, and throng) ] u fi V rintbs a’ nd wilds 
Of error leads them b; a tu ,* )( . <>ntram’Ctl ; 

While sloth seduces n ‘ lun>> t „„ w . u k bear 
'J’ln insupportable tut j L , ll( . ( ,f thought. 

And swallowing H«,at p-*use or choice 

The total grist ui^jft^tmvdriabd all. 

But trees, and ri^rs left she nur id course 
Defies the cheek <*it, «*:<?»», with ( ' of deer, 

And >dicep-walks populof»erin> r ' bleating lambs. 

And lanes in which the prr«im*s<. ere her time 
Peeps through the men* that clothes the hawthorn 
root, 

Deceive no student. Wisdom then- and truth, 

Not shy as iii the world, and to be won 

By slow solicitation, .-eize at once 

The roving thought, and fix. it on themselves. 

What prodigies can power divine perform 
More grand than it produces year by year, 

And all in sight of inattentive man ! 

Familiar with tin* eflbct, we slight the cause, 

And in the constancy of nature’s course, 

The regular return of genial months, 

And renovation of a faded world, 

See nought to wonder at. Should < Jod again, ; 

As once in < iihoon, interrupt the race ; 

Of the undeviating and punctual sun, 

How would the world admire? But speaks it loss 
An agency divine, t** make him know 
His moment when to sink and when to rise, ; 

Age after age, than to arrest his course? j 

All we behold is miracle; but seen 

So duly, all is miracle in vain. i 

Where now the vital energy that moved, ! 

While summer was, the pure and subtle lymph 
Through the imperceptible meandering veins 
Of leaf and flower ? It; sleeps ; and the icy touch 
(unprolifio w inter has impressed 
A cold stagnation on the intestine tide. 

But let the months go round, a few* short months, 

And all shall be restored. Those naked shoots, 

Barren as lances, among which the wind 
Makes wintry music, sighing as it goes, 

Shall put their graceful foliage on again, 

And more aspiring, and with ampler spread, 

Shall boast, new charms, and more than they have lost. 
r J hen, each in its peculiar honours clad, 

Shall publish even to the distant eye 
Its family and trila?. Laburnum, rich 
In streaming gold ; syringa, ivory pure ; 

The scentless and the scented rose ; this rod, 

And of a humbler growth, the other tall, 

And throwing up into the darkest gloom 
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Of neighbouring cypress, or more sable yew, 

Her silver globes, light as the foamy surf 
That the wind severs from the broken wave ; 

The lilac, various in array, now white, 

Now sanguine, and her beauteous head now set 
With purple spikes pyramidal, as if 
Studious of ornament; yet unresolved 
Which hue she most approved, she chose them all ; 
| Topious of flowers the woodbine, pale and wan, 

; Hut well compensating her sickly looks 
With never-cloying odours, early and late; 
Hypericum all bloom, so thick a swarm 
Of flowers, lik<> flies clothing her slender rods, 

That scarce a leaf appears ; ine/.erion too, 

Though leafless, well attired, and thick beset 
With blushing wreaths, investing every spray; 
Althira with tin* purple eve ; the hro<»m, 

Yellow and bright, as bullion unalloyed, 

.Her blossoms; and luxuriant above all 
The jessamine, throwing wide her elegant sweet-, 
The deep dark green of whose unvarnished loaf 
Makes more conspicuous, and illumines more 
The bright profusion of her mattered stars. 

The.se haw been, and these shall be in their day ; 
And all this uniformmnd coloured -ccue 
Shall be dismantled of it*, tleecv load, 

Ami flush into variety again. 

From dearth t*» plenty, and from death to life, 

Is Nature's piogre~s, when she lectures man 
In heavenly truth ; evincing, a- she makes 
Tlu* grand tran-itmn, that there live*, and Work- 
A soul in all tilings, and that soul i-G>d. 

The beauties of the wilderness are hi-, 

That make so guy the solitary pla»v 

Where no eve -ee- them. And tin* fairer form- 

That cultivation gl<ui<- in are his. 

He sets the bright proecs-ion on its way, 

And marshals all the order of the war; 

He marks the bounds which winter may not pa--. 
And hlunts his pointed furv ; in it- ca-e, 

Ku-sct and rude, folds up the t< nder germ 
ITiinjured, with inimitahle art ; 

And, ere one flowery season fades and dies, 

Hesigns the blooming wonders of the next. 

Tl> hlnttuuj History (f John (ii!j>ii<: 

Showing how ha went further than he iuteiulcd, ami came 
safe home apain. 

John (Jilpin was a citizen 
()f credit and ren<*wn, 

A train-band captain eke was be 
< >f famous London town. 

John Gilpin's spouse said t<> her dear, 

Though wedded we have been 
Those twice ten tedious 3 ear-, yet we 
No holiday have seen. 

To-morrow is our wedding day. 

And wo will then repair 
Unto the Hell at Kdmonton 
All in a chaise and pair. 

My sister, and my sister’s child, 

Myself and children three, 

Will fill the chaise; so you must ride 
On horseback after we. 

lie soon replied, I do admire 
Of womankind but one, 

And you are she, my dearest dear; 

Therefore it ahull be done. 

I am a linen-draper bold, 

As all the world doth know, 

And my good friend the calender 
Will lend his horse to go. 


Quoth Mrs Gilpin, That’s well said 
And for that wine is dear, 

We will be furnished with our own, 

Which is both bright and clear. 

John Gilpin kissed k is loving wife; 

O’erjoyed was he to find 
That, though on pleasure she was bent, j 

She had a frugal mind. I 

The morning came, the cliaise was brought, ! 

Hut yet was not allowed j 

To drive up to the duor, lest all i 

Should say that she was proud. j 

So three doors off the chaise was stayed, Jj 

Where they did all get in ; !j 

Six precious souls, and all agog ;) 

To du<h through thick and ihin. j 

Smack went the whip, round went the wheels, j 
Were never folk so glad ; 

The stones did rattle underneath, 

As if Chcapside were rnad. 

John Gilpin at his horse s sid* , 

Seized t i-t the flowing inane, \ 

And up he got, in haste to ride, ; 

Hut soon came down again ; j 

For -addle-tree arce reached had he, ; 

JI is journey to begin, j 

When, turning round his head, he -aw j 

Three customer* come in. 

So down he came; for los* of time, 

Although it grieved him sore, 

Yet lo-> of p'*nee, full well he know, 

Would trouble him much more. 

’Twas Jong before the customers 
Were suited to their mind, 

When Hetty screaming came down stairs, 

‘ The wine is left behind 

Good lack ! quoth he—yet bring it me, j 

My leathern belt likewise, 

In which 1 bear my trusty sword 

When I do exercise. 1 

Now Mistress Gilpin (careful soul !) 

Had two stone bottles found, 

To lodd tlu* liquor that she loved, j 

And keep it safe and sound. 

F.acli bottle had a curling ear, 

Through which the belt be drew, i 

And bung a bottle on each side, 

To make his balance true. 

Then over all, that he might be j 

Kquippcd from top to too, 1 

His long red cloak, well brushed and neat, j 

He manfully did throw. 1 

* 1 

Now sec him mounted once again i 

Upon his nimble steed, I 

Full -lowly pacing o’er the stones I 

With caution and good lleed, ! 

Hut finding soon a smoother road 
Heneath his well-shod feet, 

The snorting beast began to trot, 

Which galled him in his seat. 

So, fair and softly, John he cried, 

Hut John he cried in vain ; 

That trot became a gallop soon, 

In spite of curb and rein. 

So stooping down, as needs he must 
Who cannot sit upright, 

He grasped the maim with both his hands, 

And eke with all his might. 
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His horse, which never in that sort 
Had handled been before, 

What thing upon his back had got 
Did wonder more and more. 

Away went Gilpin, neck or nought; 

Away went hat and wig ; 

He little dreamt when he set out 
Of running such a rig. 

The wind did blow, the cloak did fly, 

I Like streamer long and gay, 

Till, loop and button failing both, 

| At last it flew away. 

| Then might all people well discern 
The bottles he had slung ; 

A bottle swinging at each side, 

As hath been said or sung. 

The dogs did bark, the children screamed, 
Up flew the windows all ; 

And every soul cried out. Well done ! 

As loud as he could bawl. 

Away went Gilpin—who but he ? 

Jiis fame soon spread around ; 
lie carries weight ! he rides a race ! 

Tis for a thousand pound! 

And still, as fast ns he drew near, 

’Twas wonderful to view 
How* in a trice the turnpike men 
Their gates wide open threw. 

And now, as he went bowing down 
llis reeking head full low, 

The bottles twain behind his back 
Were shattered at a blow. 

Down ran the wine into the road, 

Most piteous to be seen. 

Which made* his horse’s flanks to smoke 
As they had basted been. 

But still he seemed to carry weight. 

With leathern girdle braced ; 

For all might see the bottle necks 
Still dangling at bis waist. 

Thus all through merry Islington 
These gambols he did plav. 

Until he came unto the Wash 
Of Edmonton so gay. 

And there he threw the wash about 
On both sides of the way. 

Just like unto a trundling mop, 

Or a wild goose at play. 

At Edmonton his loving wife 
From the balcony spied 
Her tender husband, wondering much 
To see how he did ride. 

Stop, stop, John Gilpin !—Here’s the house— 
They all aloud did cry ; 

The dinner waits, and we are tired : 

Said Gilpin—So am I! 

But yet his horse was not a whit 
Inclined to tarry there ; 

For why? his owner had a house 
Full ten miles off at Ware. 

So like an arrow swift he flew', 

Shot by an archer strong ; 

So did he fly—which brings me to 
The middle of my song. 

Away went Gilpin out of breath, 

And sore against his will, 

Till at his friend the calender’s 
His horse at last stood still. 


The calender, amazed to see 
llis neighbour in such trim, 

Laid down his pipe, flew to the gate, 

And thus accosted him : 

Wlmt news! what news? your tidings tell— 
Tell me you must and shall— 

Say why bareheaded you arc come, 

Or why you come at all ! 

Now Gilpin had a pleasant wit, 

And loved a timely joke ; 
j And thus unto the calender 
j In merry guise he spoke: 

| I came because your horse would come; 
i And, if 1 well forebode, 

j My hat and wig will soon be here— 
i They are upon the road. 

The calender, right glad t<* find 
llis friend in merry pin, 

Hctunicd him not a •'ingle word, 

But to the house went in. 

! Whence straight he e.uno w ith hat and wig ; 

| A wig that flowed behind, 

A hat not much the wor»e for wear, 

Each comely in its kind. 

lie held them up, and in his turn 
Thu- showed in'! ready wit. 

My head is twice as big a- \ours, 

They therefore needs mu-t tit. 

But let me scrape the dirt away 
That hangs upon your face ; 

And and eat, for well you may 
Be in a hungry ca-c. 

Said John, It is my wedding day, 

And all the world would stare 
If wife should dine at Edmonton, 

And I should dine at Ware. 

So turning to his horse, he said, 

1 am in haste to dine ; 

’Twa*-" for your pleasure you came here, 

You shall go back for mine. 

Ah, luckless speech, and booties bouM ! 

For which he paid lull dear ; 

For, while he spake, a braving as* 

Did sing most loud and clear ; 

Whereat his horse did snort, as lie 
Ilad heard u lion roar. 

And galloped oil’with all his might, 

As he had done before. 

Away went Gilpin, and away 
Went Gilpin's hat and wig : 

He lost Lhnii sooner than at lir*t ; 

For why!—they were too big. 

Now Mistress Gilpin, when she saw 
Her husband posting down 
Into the country far a way, 

She pulled out half-a-crown ; 

And thus unto the youth she said, 

That drove them to the Bell, 

This shall be yours when you bring back 
My husband safe and well. 

The youth did ride, and soon did meet 
John coming back amain ! 

Whom in a trice he tried to stop, 

By catching at his rein ; 

But not performing what he meant, 

And gladly would have done, 

The frighted steed he frighted more, 

And made him faster run. 
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Away went Gilpin, and away 
Went post-boy at his heels. 

The post-boy’s horse right glad to miss 
The lumbering of the wheels. 

Si* gentlemen upon the road 
Tims seeing Gilpin fly, 

With j>ost-boy scampering in the rear, 
They raised the hue and cry :— 

Stop thief! stop thief! a highwayman ! 
Not one o( them was mute ; 

And all and each that passed that way 
I)id join in the pursuit. 

And now the turnpike gate** again 
Flew o|h*ii in short spare ; 

The tollmen thinking as before* 

That Gilpin rede a race. 

And so he did, and won it too, 

For he got first to town ; 

Nor stopped till a here he had got up 
lie did again get down. 

Now let us sing long live the king, 

And <iilpin, long live lie ; 

And, when he ne # \t doth ride abroad, 
Mnv I be there to see ! 


WILLIAM IIAYLKV. 

William IIaylly (17 to l^go), the biographer of 

Cowjht, wrote various poetical works, which en¬ 
joyed great pojmlaritv in their day. 11 is principal 
productions arc tie* Tnawphs >»/ 7V/«per ( 17^1 ), a 
series of poetical epistle* on history, addressed to 
Gibbon, and AVx/v'* on Paintm'j, on Epic Poetry, Ac. 
He prtKiuced several unsuccessful tragedies, a novel, 
and an Essay on (HI Maul s. A gentleman by educa¬ 
tion and fortune, and lbnd of literary communication, 
11 ay ley enjoyed the acquaintance of most of the 
eminent men of his times, llis overstrained sensi¬ 
bility and romantic tastes exposed him to ridienk., 
yet lie was an amiable and benevolent man. It was 
through his |>ersoi)nl application to Pitt that Cowper 
received his ]K.msion. lie had fwhat appears to have 
been to him a sort of melancholy pride and satis¬ 
faction) the task of writing epitaphs for most of his 
friends, including Mrs Unwin and Uowpcr. Ilis life 
of Cow per apj>eared in lsufi, and three years after¬ 
wards it was enlarged by a supplement. Hay ley 
prepared memoirs of his own life, which he disused 
of to a publisher on condition of his receiving an 
annuity for the remainder of his life. This annuity 
he enjoyed for twelve years. The memoirs ap- 
jieared in two line quarto volumes, hut they failed 
to attract attention. 1 lay ley had outlived his popu¬ 
larity, and his smooth hut often unmeaning lines 
had vanished like chaff before the vigorous and 
natural outpourings of the modern muse. As a 
*l>ecinicn of this once much-praised poet, we subjoin 
some lines on the death of his mother, which had 
the merit of delighting Gibbon, and with which Mr 
Southey lias remarked Cowper would sympathise 
deeply 

[Tribute to a Mother , on her Death.] 

[From the 4 Essay on Epic Poetry.*] 

For me who feel, whene’er I touch the lyre, 

My talents sink below my proud desire ; 

Who ofteu doubt, and sometimes credit give, 

When friends assure me that my verso will live ; 
Whom health, too tender for the bustling throng, 

Led into pensive shade and soothing song; 

Whatever fortune my unpolished rhymes 
May meet in present or in future times, 


Pet the blest art my grateful thoughts employ, 
Which soothes my sorrow and augments my joy ; 
Whence lonely peace and social pleasure springs, 
And friendship dearer than the sinile of kings. 

While keener poets, querulously proud, 

Lament the ill of poesy aloud, 

And magnify with irritation’s zeal, 

Those common evils we too strongly feel, 

The envious comment and the subtle style 
Of specious slander, stabbing with a smile; 
frankly I wish to make her blessings known, 

And think those blessings for her ills atone; 

Nor would my honest pride that praise forego, 

Which makes Malignity yet more my foe. 

If heartfelt pain e’er led me to accuse 
T he dangerous gift of tlr* alluring Muse, 

’T'vvas in the moment when my verse impressed 
Some anxious feelings on a mother** breast. 

O thou fond spirit, v\iu> with jui lo hast smiled, 

And frowned with fear on thy poetic child, 

Pleased, vet alarmed, when in hi- boyish time 
He sighed in numbers or he laughed in rhyme ; 
While thy kind cautions warned L • i to beware 
Of Penury, the hard's perpetual snare; 

Marking the early temper of his soul, 

Careless of wealth, nor lit for base control ! 

Thou tender saint, to whom lie owes much more 
Than ever child to pureut owed before ; 

In life’s first season, when the fever’s flame 
I Shrunk to deformity hi* shrivelled frame, 
j And turned each fairer image in his brain 
To blank confusion and her crazy train, 

Twas tbine, with con-taut hoe, through lingering years, 
To bathe thy idiot orphan in thy tear- ; 

Day after day, and night succeeding night, 

To turn incessant to the hideous sight, 

And fn-Mpient watch, if haply at tin view 
Departed reason might not dawn anew; 

T hough medicinal art, with pitying care, 

(’ould lend no aid to save thee from despair, 

Thy fond inutcrnal heart adhered to hope and prayer: 
Nor pruned in vain ; thy child from power? above 
Received the sense to feel and bless thy love. 

O might he thence receive the happy skill, 

And force proportioned to his ardent will, 

With truth’s unfading radiance to emblaze 
Thy virtues, worthy of immortal praise ! 

Nature, who decked thy form with beauty’s flowers, 
Exhausted on thy soul her finer powers ; 

Taught it with all her energy to feel 

Love’s melting softness, friendship’s fervid zeal, 

The generous purpose and the active thought, 

With charity’s diffusive spirit fraught. 

There all the best of mental gifts she placed, 

Vigour of judgment, purity of taste, 

| Superior parts without their spleenful leaven, 
i Kindness to earth and confidence in heaven. 

! While my fond thoughts o’er all thy merits roll, 

. Thy praise thus gushes from my filial soul ; 
i Nor will the public with harsh rigour blame 
This my just homage to thy honoured name ; 

To please that public, if to please be mine, 

Thy virtues trained me—let the praise be thine. 

Inscription on the Tomb of Coicpcr. 

Ye who with warmth the public triumph feci 
Of talents dignified bv sacred zeal, 

Here, to devotion’s bard devoutly just, 

Pay your fond tribute due to Cowper’s dust! 

England, exulting in his spotless fame. 

Ranks with her dearest sons his favourite name. 

Sense, fancy, wit, suffice not all to raise 
So clear a title to affection’s praise: 

His highest honours to the heart belong; 

His virtues formed the magic of bis song. 
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On the Tomb of Mrs Unwin. 

Trusting in God with all her heart and mind, 

This woman proved magnanimously kind ; 

Endured affliction’s desolating hail, 

And watched a poet through misfortune’s vale. 

Her spotless dust angelic guards defend! 

It is the dust of Unwin, Cowper’s friend. 

That single title in itself is fame, 

For all who read his verse revere her name. 

Dll ERASMUS DARWIN. 

T)r Erasmus Darwin, an ingenious philosophi¬ 
cal, though fanciful pout, was horn at Elston, near 
Newark, in 1781. Having passed with credit 
through a course of education at St John’s college, 
Cambridge, he applied himself to the study of 
physic, and took his degree of bachelor in medicine 
at Edinburgh in 1755. He then commenced prac¬ 
tice in Nottingham, but meeting with little encour¬ 
agement, he removed to Lichfield, where he long 
continued a successful and distinguished physician. 
In 1757 Dr Darwin married an accomplished Indy 
of Lichfield, Miss Mary Howard, by whom lie had 
five children, two of whom died in infancy. The 
lady herself died in 1770; and after her decease, 
Darwin seems to have commenced his botanical 
and literary pursuits, lie was at first afraid that 
the reputation of a poet would injure him in Ins 
profession, but being firmly established in the latter 
capacity, he at length ventured on publication. At 
this time he lived in a picturesque villa in the 
neighbourhood of Lichfield, furnished with a grotto 
and fountain, and here he began the formation of 
a botanic garden. The spot lie has described as 
‘adapted to love-scenes, and as being thence a 
proper residence for the modern goddess of botany/ 

; In 1781 appeared the first part or Darwin's Botanic 
j Garden , a poem in glittering and polished heroic 
! verse, designed to describe, adorn, and allegorise the 
j Linmean system of botany. The Kosicrueian doe- 
j trine of gnomes, sylphs, nymphs, and salamanders, 

I was adopted by the poet, as ‘affording a projxT 
| machinery for a botanic poem, as it is probable 
; they were originally the names of hieroglyphic 
: figures representing the elements.’ The novelty 
i and ingenuity of Darwin’s attempt attracted much 
j attention, and rendered him highly popular. In 
| the same year the poet was called to attend an 
aged gentleman, Colonel Sadie veil Dole of Kad- 
bourne-hall, near Derby. An intimacy was thus 
j formed with Mrs Pole, and the colonel dying, the 
poetical physician in a few months afterwards, in 
1781, married the fair widow, who possessed a join¬ 
ture of L.600 per annum. Darwin was now released 
from all prudential fears and restraints as to the cul¬ 
tivation of his poetical talents, and lie went on adding 
to his floral gallery. In 1789 appeared the second 
part of his poem, containing the Lows of the Plants. 
Ovid having, he said, transmuted men, women, and 
even gods and goddesses into trees and flowers, he 
had undertaken, by similar art, to restore some of 
them to their original animality, after having re¬ 
mained prisoners so long in their respective vege¬ 
table mansions:— 

From giant oaks, that wave their branches dark, 

To the dwarf moss that dings upon their hark, 

What beaux and beauties crowd the gaudy groves, 
And woo and win their vegetable loves.* 

* Linnaeus, the celebrated Swedish naturalist, has demon¬ 
strated, that all flower* contain familios of males or females, 
or both ; and on their marriage, has constructed his invaluablo 
system of bot any. — Darwin. 


How snowdrops cold, and blue-eyed harebells blend 
Their tender tears, as o’er the streams they bend j 
The love-sick violet, and the primrose pale, 

Bow their sweet heads, and whisper to the galo ; 

With secret sighs the virgin lily droops, 

And jealous cowslips hang their tawny cups, 
llow the young rose, in beauty’s damask pride, 

Drinks the warm blushes of his bashful bride; 

With honied lips enamoured woodbines meet, 

Clasp with fond arms, and mix their kisses sweet! J 
Stay tliy soft murmuring waters, gentle rill; j 

Hush, whispering winds ; ye rustling leaves be still; j 
Best, silver butterflies, your quivering wings; j 

Alight, ye beetles, from your airy rings ; | 

Ye painted moths, your gold-eyed plumage furl, i 

Bow your wide horns, vour spiral trunks uncurl ; ! 

Glitter, ye glow-worms, on your mossy beds ; ) 

Descend, ye spiders, on your lengthened threads ; 

Slide here, ve horned snails with varnished shells; •! 
Ye bee-nymphs, listen in your waxen cells ! ' j 

This is exquisitely melodious verse, and ingenious j 
subtle fancy. A few passages have moral sentiment : j 
and human interest united to the same powers of j 
vivid painting and expression;— ,i 

Boll on, ye ?tai> ! exult in youthful prime, ! 

Mark with bright curves the printh”** steps of'1 ime ; ;j 
Near and more near y<<ur beamy cars approach, ; j 

Ami lessening orhs mi lrs-oning orbs encroach ; J 

Flowers of the sky ! ye, loo, to age must yield, jl 

Frail as your silken sifters of the held ! j{ 

Star after star ii«*m h< ;ocn’> high arch shall rush, ! 
Suns sink on suns, and system - m- terns crush, , 

Headlong, extinct, to one dark ctntiv fall, j, 

And death, and night, and chaos mingle all! | 

Till o'er the wreck, emerging from the storm, J 

Immortal nature lifts her changeful form, 

Mounts from her funeral pyre on wings of flame, j 

And soars ami shine?, another and the same ! i 

In another part of the poem, after describing the || 
cassia plant, ‘cinctured with gold,* and borne on j 
by the current to the coasts of Norway, with all its ij 
‘infant loves,’ or seeds, the poet, in his usual strain j 
of forced similitude, digresses in the following happy 
and vigorous lines, to Moses concealed on the JVilc, and 
the slavery of the Africans :— 

So the sad mother at the noon of night, 

From Moody Memphis stole her silent flight ; 

Wrapped her dear lathe beneath her folded vest, 

And clasped the treasure to her throbbing breast; 

With soothing whispers hushed it^ feeble cry, j 

Pressed the soft kiss, and breathed the secret sigh. j 
With dauntless step she seeks the winding shore, j 

Hears uuappalled the glimmering torrents roar; 

With paper-flags a floating cradle weaves, 

And hides the smiling boy in lotus leaves; 

Gives her white bosom to his eager lips, 

The salt tears mingling with the milk he sips ; 

Waits on the reed-crowned brink with pious guile, 

And trusts the scaly monsters of the Nile. 

Frewhile majestic from his lone abode, 

Ambassador of heaven, the prophet trod ; j 

Wrenched the red scourge from proud oppression’s 
hands, 

And broke, cursed slavery ! thy iron bands. 

Hark! heard ye not that piercing cry, 

Which shook the waves and rent the sky ? 

E’en now, e’en now, on yonder western shores 
Weeps pale despair, and writhing anguish roars; 

E’en now in Afric’s groves with hideous yell, 

Fierce slavery stalks, and slips the dogs of hell; 

From vale to vale the gathering cries rebound, 

And sable nations tremble at the sound 1 
Y e bands of senators 1 whose suffrage sways 
Britannia’s realms, whom either Ind obeys; 
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Who right the injured and reward the brave, 

Stretch your strong arm, for ye have power to save! 
Throned in the vaulted heart, his dread resort, 
Inexorable conscience holds his court; 

With still small voice the plots of guilt alarms, 

Hares his masked brow, his lilted hand disarms; 

Hut wrapped in night with terrors all his own, 

He speaks in thunder when the deed is done. 

Hear him, ye senates! hear this truth sublime, 

‘ He who allows oppression shares the crime!’ 

The material images of I )arwin are often less happy 
than tin* al>ove, being !>otli extravagant and gross, 
and grouped together without any visible connexion 
or dependence one on the other. He has such a 
throng of sUrUmg metaphors and descriptions, the 
latter drawn out to an excessive length and tiresome 
minuteness, that nothing is left to the reader s ima¬ 
gination, and the whole passes like a glittering 
pageant before the eye, exciting wonder, but without 
touching the heart or feelings. As the poet was then 
past fifty, the exuberance of his fancy, and his pecu¬ 
liar choice of subjects, an 1 the more remarkable. A 
third part of the ‘ Hotanic Garden’ was added in 
170:2. Darwin next, published his or thr 

Laws of ()rqanu Life, part of which he had written 
rnnnv years previously. This is a curious and original 
physiological treatise, evincing an inquiring and 
attentive study of natural phenomena. Dr Thomas 
Brown, Professor Dugald Stewart. Puley. and others, 
have, however, successfully combated the positions 
of Darwin, particularly his theory which r< firs in¬ 
stinct to sensation. In Dot our author came forward 
with another philosophical disquisition, entitled 
Phytoloyin, or the Philosophy of Ayri< ulture and (lor- 
deni to}. lie also wrote a short treatise on Female 
Education, intended lbr the instruction and assist¬ 
ance of part of his own family. This was Darwin's 
last publication, lie had always ln*en a remarkably 
temj>crate man. Indeed he totally abstained from 
all fermented and spirituous liquors, and in his 
Botanic Garden he compares their effects to that 
of the Promethean fire. He was, however, subject 
to inflammation as well as gout, and a sudden attack 
carried him off in his seventy-first year, on the ISth 
of April 1 HOg. Shortly after his death was pub- 
lished a poem, Thr Trmpfr of An fair, which he had 
ready for the press, the preface to the work being 
dated only three months before his death. The 
Temple of Nature aimed, lik** the Botanic Garden, 
to amuse by bringing distinctly to the imagination 
the beautiful and sublime images of the operations 
of nature. It is more metaphysical than its prede¬ 
cessor, and more inverted in style and diction. 

The poetical reputation of Darwin was as bright 
and transient as the plants and flowers which formed 
the subject of his verse. Cowjar praised his sotuj 
for its rich embellishments, and said it was as 
‘strong’ as it was * learned and sweet.’ * There is a 
fashion in poetry,’ observes Sir Walter Scott, * which, 
without increasing or diminishing the real value of 
the materials moulded upon it, does wonders in 
facilitating its currency while it has novelty, and is 
often found to impede its reception when the mode 
has passed away.* This has been the fate of Darwin, 
Besides his at Lichfield, the poet of Flora had 

considerable influence on the poetical taste of his own 
day. lie may be traced in the ‘Pleasures of Hope’ 
of Campbell, and in other young poets of that time. 
The attempt to unite science with the inspirations 
of the Muse, was in itself an attractive novelty, and 
lie supported it with various and high powers, llis 
eomjBMul o£ fancy* of poetical language, dazzling 
lfiekpho£| Jw ..aiid sonorous versification, was well 
secondedby his Qqriaua^liiliultilari 


The effect of the whole, however, was artificial, and 
destitute of any strong or continuous interest. The 
Uosicrucian machinery of Pope was united to the 
delineation of human passions and pursuits, and 
became the auxiliary of wit and satire ; but who can 
sympathise with the loves and metamorphoses of 
the plants ? Darwin had no sentiment or pathos, 
except in very brief episodical passages, and even 
bis eloquent and splendid versification, for want of 
variety of cadence, becomes monotonous and fatigu¬ 
ing. Therein no repose, no cessation from the glare 
of big hold images, his compound epithets, and high- 
toned melody^ lie had attained hi rare peff@Bt*'in 
in tlie niecTianism of poetry, hut wanted those im¬ 
pulses of soul and sense, and that guiding taste w hich 
were required to give it vitality, and direct it to its 
true objects. 

[7 n vocation to tin (iuddrxx of I lot any.~\ 


[}'ru?n * The Hotanic Garden.'} 

‘ Star vourrude steps ! whose throbbing breasts infold 
The legion-fiends of gl«»ry and of gold ! 

Star, whose false lips seductive simpers part, 

While cunning nestles in the harlot heart! 

For you no dryads dr ■ - the roseate bower, 

For you no nymph- their sparkling vases pour; 

Fit marked by you, light graces swim the green, 

And hovering t'upids aim their shafts unseen. 

Hut thou whornc mind the well-attempered ray 
Of taste and virtue lights with purer day ; 

Whose liner souse with soft vibration owns 
With sweet responsive sympathy of tones ; 

So the fair flower expands it* lucid form 
To meet the sun, and shut- it to the storm; 

For thee my borders nurse the fragrant wreath, 

My fountains murmur, and my zephyrs breathe ; 

Slow slides tin* painted snail, the gilded fly 
Smooths hi* fine down, to charm thy curious eye; 

On twinkling fins my pearly pinions play, 

Or win with sinuous train their trackless way; 

My plumy pair- in gay embroidery dressed, 

Form with ingenious bill the pensile nest. 

To love's sweet notes attune the listening dell, 

And echo sounds her soft svmphonious shell. 

And if with thee some haple-s maid should stray, 
Disastrous love companion of her wav, 

< Hi, lead her timid step* to yonder glade, 

Whose arching cliff- depending alders shade ; 

Where, as meek evening wakes her temperate breeze, 
And moonbeams glitter through the trembling trees, 
The rills that gurgle round shall soothe her ear, 

The weeping rocks shall number tear for tear; 

There, as sad Philomel, alike forlorn, 

Sings to the night from her accustomed thorn ; 

While at sweet intervals each falling note 
Sighs in the* gale and whispers round the grot, 

The sister wo shall calm her aching breast. 

And softer slumbers steal her cares to rest. 

Winds of the north! restrain your icy gales, 

Nor chill the bosoiu of these happy vales! 

Hence in dark heaps, ye gathering clouds, revolve! 
Disperse, ye lightnings, and ve mists dissolve ! 

Hither, emerging from yon orient skies, 

Hotanic goddess, bend thy radiant yyes; 

< Per these soft scenes assume thy gentle reign, 
Pomona, Ceres, Flora in thy train; 

O’er the still dawn thy placid smile effuse. 

And with thy silver sandals print the dews; 

In noon’s bright blaze thy vermeil vest unfold, 

And wave thy emerald banner starred with gold.’ 
Thus spoke the genius as he stept along, 

And bade these lawns to peace and truth belong; 
Down the steep slopes he led with modest skill 
The willing pathway and the truant rill. 
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Stretched o’er the marshy vale yon willowy mound, 
Where shines the lake amid the tufted "round ; 
Raised the young woodland, smoothed the >wv\y green, 
And gave to beauty all the quiet scene. 

She comes ! the goddess! through the whispering air, 
Bright as the morn descends her blushing car; 

Each circling wheel a wreath of flowers entwines. 

And, gemmed with flowers, the silken harness shines; 
The golden bits with flowery studs are decked, 

And knots of flowers the crimson reins connect. 

And now on earth the silver axle rings, 

And the shell sinks upon its slender springs; 

Light from her airy seat the goddess hounds. 

And steps celestial press the pansied giomuls. 

Fair Spring advancing calls her feathered quire, 

And tunes to softer notes her laughing lyre ; 

Bids her gay hours on purple pinions move, 

And arms her zephyrs with the shafts of love. 

[Destruction of Si nnaf'h cell'd Aran/ h/ a Pestilential 

I ‘ nw.] 

! 

j [From the ‘ Economy of Vegetation.’] 

I From Ashur’s vales when proud Sennacherib trod, 
Poured his swuln heart, defied the living (iod, 

I Urged with incessant shouts his glittering powers, 

| And Judah shook through all her massy towers; 
j Round her sad altars press the prostrate crowd, 

Hosts beat their breasts, and suppliant chieftains 
bowed ; 

Loud shrieks of matrons thrilled the troubled air, 

And trembling virgins rent their scattered hair; 

High in the midst the kneeling king adored, 

Spread the blaspheming scroll before the Lord, 
liaised his pale hands, and breathed his pausing sighs, 
And fixed on heaven his dim imploring eyes. 

‘ Oh ! mighty God, amidst thy seraph throng 
Who sit’at sublime, the judg* of right and wrong ; 
Thine the wide earth, bright sun, and starry zone, 
j That twinkling journey round thy golden throne; 

. Thine is the crystal source of life and light, 
i And thine the realms ol'death’s eternal night. 

| Oh! bend thine ear, thy gracious eye incline, 

Lo ! Ashur’s king blasphemes thy holy shrine, 
j Insults our offerings, and derides our vow>. 
j Oh ! strike the diadem from his impious brows, 
j Tear from his murderous hand the Moody r».d, 
l And teach the trembling nations ‘ Thou art God !’ 

! Sylphs! in what dread array with pennons broad, 

I Onward ye floated o’er the ethereal mad ; 
i Called each dank steam the reeking marsh exhales, 

I Contagious vapours and volcanic gales ; 
j Gave the soft south with poisonous breath to blow, 

| And rolled the dreadful whirlwind on the foe! 

Hark ! o’er the camp the venomed tempest sings, 

I Man falls on man, on buckler buckler rings ; 

! Groan answers groan, to anguish anguish yields, 

; And death’s loud accents shake the tented fields! 

High rears the fiend his grinning jaws, and wide 
Spans the pale nations with colossal stride, 

Waves his broad falchion with uplifted hand, 

And his vast shadow darkens all the land. 

[The Belgian Lovers and the Plague.] 

[From the same.] 

[When the plague raided in Holland in 1(1.%, a young girl was 
seized with it, and was removed to a garden, where her lover, 
who was betrothed to her, attended her as*a nurse. He re¬ 
mained uninfected, and she recovered, and was married to 
: him.] 

| 

| Thus when the plague, upborne on Belgian air, 

Looked through the mist, and shook his clotted hair, 
O’er shrinking nations steered malignant clouds, 

And rained destruction on the gaping crowds; 


The beauteous /Egle felt the envenomed dart, j 

Slow rolled her eye and feebly throbbed her heart; 

Each fervid sigh seemed shorter than the last, I 

And starting friendship shunned her as she passed. ! 
With weak unsteady step the fainting maid , 

Seeks the cold garden’s solitary shade, i 

Sinks on the pillowy moss her drooping head, I 

And prints with lifeless limbs her leafy bed. 

On wings of love her plighted swain pursues, 

Shades her from winds and shelters her (rom dews, 
Extends on tapering poles the canvass roof. 

Spreads o’er the straw-wove mat the flaxen woof; 

Sweet buds and blossoms on her bolster strews, 

And binds his kerchief round her aching brow*; : 

Soothes with soft kiss, with tender accents charms, ' 
And clasps the bright infection in his anus. 

With pale and languid smiles the .Matetui fair 
Applauds his virtues and reward- hi- care; 

Mounts with wet cheek her fair companions fled, 

On timorous stop, or numbered with the dead ; 

Calls to her bo-mu all its scattered rays, | 

And pours on Thyrsis the collected blaze ; 

Braves the chill night, caressing and caressed, I 

And folds Iter horo-b*ver to her breast. 

Less bold, Lean dor, at the dtiskv hour, 
lived, as lie swam, the far Iow-lt"hted tower; 

Breasted with struggling arm- the toeing wuw i , 

And sunk benighted in the watery grate. 

Less bold, Tobias claimed the nuptial bed, | 

W here seven fond lovers by a l'.eitd bad bled ; 

And dro\c, in-trueted by hi- angel guide, 

'J'he enamoured demon from the fatal bride. 

Sylphs ! while your winnow in" pinions funned the air, 

, And shed gay visions o’er the sleeping pair, 

; Love round their couch effused Ins rosy breath, 

And with his keener arrows cwiqtiered death. 

[Death of J'JIm r' the Haiti of M Men.] 1 

[From {!.•• ‘ I.«w, ,..f the Plant.-.’J ’ 

So stood Eliza on the wood-crowjmd height. 

O’er Minden'rt plain, speetatre-s <.f the fight, 
j Sought with bold eye amid the bloody strife 
Her dearer self, the partner of her life ; 

From hill to bill the rushing host pursued, 

And \iewcd bis banner, or believed she viewed. 

Pleased with the distant roar, with quicker tread 
Fast by ltis hand one lisping boy -he led ; 

And one fair girl amid the loud alarm 
Slept on her kerchief, cradled by her arm ; 

While round her brows bright beauts of Honour dart, 
And Love’s warm eddies circle round her heart. < 

Near and more near the intrepid beauty prts-ed, . j 
Saw through the driving' smoke his dancing crest ; • 

Saw on his helm, her virgin hands imvove, 

Bright stars of gold, and mystic knots of love ; I 

Heard the exulting shout, ‘ They run ! they run !’ 

‘Great God !’ she cried, 4 lie’s safe ! the battle’s won !* 

A ball now hisses through the airy titles, j 

(Some fury winged it, and some demon guides’) •! 

Parts the fine locks her graceful head that deck, j 

Wounds her fair ear, and sinks into her neck ; > j 

The red stream, issuing from her azure veins, \ 

Dyes her white veil, her ivory bosom stains. 

‘Ah me !’ she cried, and sinking on the ground, ! 

Kissed her dear babes, regardless of the wound ; { 

‘ Gh, cease not yet to beat, thou vital urn ! j 

W ait, gushing life, oh wait my love’s return !’ 

Hoarse barks the wolf, the vulture screams from far! ! 
The angel pity shuns the walks of war I j 

4 (Jh spare, ye war-hounds, spare their tender ago; 

On me, on me,’ she cried, * exhaust your rage !’ 

Then with weak anus her weeping babes caressed, j 
And, sighing, hid them in her blood-stained vest. 

From tent to tent the impatient warrior flies, 

» Fear in his heart and frenzy in his eyes ; 
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j j Eliza’s name along the camp ho calls, 
j * Eliza’ echoes through the canvass walls ; 

Quick through the murmuring gloom hi* footstep 
! tread, 

; O’er groaning heaps, the dying and the d«-<td. 

Vault o'er the plain, and in the tangled wuod, 

Lo! dead Eliza weltering in her hlood ! 

Soon hears his listening son the welcome sounds, 

With open arms and sparkling eye he bounds : 

‘ Speuk low,’ he cries, and gives his little hand, 

‘ Eliza sleeps upon the dew-cold sand ;* 

Poor weeping babe with bloody linger* pressed, 

And tried with pouting lip* her milklc** breast ; 
‘Alas! we both with cold and hunger ipinke 
Why do you weep !■ .Mamma will soon awake.’ 
‘She'll wake no more !’ the hapless mourner ciied. 
rpturned lii-s eves, and cl.i'pcd ho hand.*, and 
si::lu-d ; 

Stretched on tin* ground, a while enhanced he la;, 

• And pressed warm cn the lil’ch- ■ < Hy ; 

, And then upsprung witii wild coimiHm- Man, 

And all the lather kindled in his heart : 

‘Oil heavens! he cried, ‘my li;M rash \ '-w forgi\»-; 
These hind to earth, for these I pray to Inc !’ 

Pound his chill babe- he w Kipped his ciitn on vc'*.. 
And < lasped them *fhl iiej to his aching breast/ 

{ / *inutnlh < —N / Ihm-t ,/.] 

; iVem the * ]."'..•* ,.f the 1*1. 

And now, phiianthi..py! thy ray- divim* 

Diet round the globe lr<>m /embia l<* the Lm ; 

O’er each dark pn-ou jdays tie chirring T. lit, 

Like northern lustres »»Yi the vault "j' ni-h;. 

I'l'om realm to realm, with cro*, ..r cit-'V! •? ■t'"wmd, 
WhcroYr mankiiei and misery are mntid. 

1 (Yr burning sand drop war t or w i! 1- e? -o ; ■« t 
1 by Howard jourm-xing rrrk*.ibi- lea; •> ol' wo. 

Down manv a winding step t > dungeons dan*, 

Wiiere anguish wail* aloud, and tetrei - clank ; 

To caves br*trewrd with manv a mouldering bone, 
And cells w hose celm* •* o:,l\ Hum to ; 

Where n<> i.ind bat- a w liisperie:: lnei.d di-eh.a.-. 

No sunbeam enteis, and m» /cpiiyr blows, 

He treads, unemulous »T fame or wealth, 

I’rotu.se ut toil, and prodigal of In aitl;. 

W ith soft ass uu*i v e tdoijuence rxpaml* 

I’owt Ts rigid he,u t, and opes h.is elenehing hands ; 

! Leads .stern-eyed Justice to the dark domain', 

If not to set *‘r, to relax the chains ; 

1 ()r guides av, nkem d mercy ihr*>ugh tlie glo, ju, 

And shows the p:i- »n. sister to the tomb ! 

! Hive* to her h.da •> tin seit-d.\ .<K‘ii will, 

To her fond husband liberty and lib ! 

The spirits of the good, who bend from high 
Wide o’er these earthly scenes their partial eye, 

W hen first arrayed in Virtue's purest robe, 

; They saw' her Howard traversing the globe ; 
i Saw round his blown her Min-like glory bhi/e 
J In arrowy circles of unwearied rays; 

; Mistook a mortal for an angel guest, 

1 And asked what seraph foot the earth impressed, 
(inward lie moves ! Disease and Death retire. 

And murmuring demons lmte him and admire 1 

* Those who him* the opportunity may compare this death 
scete* (much to the advantage of the living author) with that 
of (iertrude of Wyoming, which may have Ir en suggested, very 
jvinotely and quite uneoimdonsly, by Darwin’s Kit/.a. Sir 
Walter fceott excels in painting hat tie-pice^, us overseen by 
some interested sis'Ctator. Eliza at Minden is eiroumstanced 
; so nearly Jike t iara at Hodden, that the mighty Minstrel of 
j tho North may |>owdbly have caught the idea of the latter from 
> the Lichfield Botanist; hut oh, bow has lio triumphed!— 
j Montffomny't Lotuns on Poetry. 


LITERATURE. 


Sony to May. ! 

[From the same.] 

Born in yon blaze of orient sky, 

Sweet May! thy radiant form unfold; 

Enclose thy blue voluptuous eye, 

And wave thy shadowy locks of gold. 

l or thee tin* fragrant zephyrs blow, 1 

l or thee descends the sunny shower; 

The rills in soft* r murmurs flow. 

And brighter blossoms gem the bower. i 

Eigbt grace* decked m flowery wreaths 
And tiptoe joys their hands combine ; 

And Hove his sweet contagion breathes, ! 

And, laughing, dances round thy shrine. i 

Warm with new lift*, th< glittering throng J 

(hi epli wring fin and rustling wing, ' 

Delighted join their votive song, 

And hail tl ce (iodde-s of the Spring! 

Sony (<> In ho. 

[ Er-'iii the same.J j 

i. ! 

Sweet Eeled sleep* thy voeu! sin 11, j 

Where this high arch oYrhungs the dell ; ! 

While Tweed, with sun-reflecting streams, 

( hc.pier* thy lock* with dancing beams \ 

ii. 

Here may no clamour* har*h intrude, , 

No brawling hound or clarion rude ; 

Here m< fell beast of midnight prowl, 

And leach thy tortured eliti* to howl. 

in. 

Ik thine to pour these vales along 
Some artless shepherd’.* owning song ; 

While night’.* sweet bird from yon high spray 
JU'*ponsi\e listen* to his lay. 

IV. 

And if, like me, some bne-lorn maid 
Nhouhl sing her sorrows to thy shade, 

Oh ! sooth her breast, u* rocks around, 

With *oftest sympathy of sound. f 

!M Its CHARLOTTE SMITH. * 

This lady (whose admirable prose fictions will 
afterwards Ik* noticed) was the daughter of Air 
Turner of Stoke House, in Surrey, and w as lairn on 
the 4th of May 174'». She was remarkable for pre¬ 
cocity of talents, and for a lively playful humour 
that showed itself in conversation, anil in composi¬ 
tions botli in prose and verse. Iking early deprived J 
of her mother, she was carelessly’ though expensively !! 
i educated, and introduced into society' ut a very'early' , j 
age. Her father having decided on a second mar- > 
riage, the friends of the young and admired poetess 
endeavoured to establish her in life, and she was j 
induced to accept the hand of Mr Smith, the son i 
and partner of a rich West India merchant. The 
husband was twenty-one years of age, and his w ife |j 
fifteen ! This rash union was prod.ntive of mutual ; 
discontent and misery'. Mr Smith was cureless and j 
extravagant, business was neglected, and his father 
dying, left a will so complicated and voluminous 
that no two lawyers understood it in the same sense. 
Lawsuits and embarrassments were therefore the j 
portion of this ill-starred pair for all their after-lives, j 
Air Smith was ultimately forced to sell the greater \ 
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part of his propertv, after lie had been thrown into Till the bright day-star to the west 


prison, and his faithful wife had shared with him 
the misery and discomfort of his confinement. A 
numerous family also gathered around them, to add : 
to their solicitude and difficulties. In 1782 Mrs j 
Smith published a volume of sonnets, irregular in j 
structure, but marked by poetical feeling and ex- ! 
pressiou. They were favourably received by the ! 
public, and at length passed through no loss than j 
j eleven editions, besides being translated into French ; 
and Italian. After an unhappy union of twenty- 
three years, Mrs Smith separated from her husband, ' 
and, taking a cottage near Chichester, applied her- i 
t self to her literary occupations with cheerful assi- ; 

! duity, supplying to her children the duties of both 
parents. In eight months she completed her novel 
of Emmeline, published in 178S. In the following . 
year appeared another novel from her pen, entitled 
Ethdimle ; and in 17 hi a third undirthe name oft 
Celcstina. She imbibed the opinions of the French [ 
.Revolution, and embodied them in a romance en¬ 
titled Desmond. This work arrayed against her 
many of her friends and readers, but she regained 
the public favour by her tale, the Old Minor IJim.se. : 
which is the best of her novels. Fart of this work < 
was written at Knriham. the ivsnCncc of Hayh-v, 
j during the period of (.'owner's -visit to that poetical : 

! retreat. 1 It was delightful/ say - llav’u v. ‘t<» hear ! 

her read what she had just written.’ for sir- read, 1 
| as she wrote, with simplicity and grace.’ Cowper 
was also astonished at the rapidity and excellence 
of her composition. Mrs Smith* continued her 
• literary labours amidst private and family distress. 

! She wrote a valuable little compendium for rhil- 
j dren, under the title of ( \ nerrsutions; ,1 J/i.st, •n/ 

| of British Birds: a descriptive p.,.em on 
I Head, &c. The delays in tlm settlement of her 
proj)erty, which had been an endless source of 
vexation and anxiety to one possessing all the sus¬ 
ceptibility and ardour of the poetical temperament. 

| were adjusted by a compromise: hut Mrs Smith 
j bad sunk into ill health. She died at Tilford. mar 
j Farnham, on the 2 Mb of < h-lobcr isoh. The p (H *trv 
I of Mrs Smith is elegant and .sentimental, and grnr- 
j rally of a pathetic* cast. She wrote as if * im lam-holy 
had marked her tor her own. The keen satire- and 
observation evinced in her novels do not, appear in 
! l ier verse, hut the same powers of description an* I 
j: displayed. J lor sketches ot Tnglish sccihtv are true j 
j | and pleasing. ‘ Rut while we allow,’ savs Sir Walter | 
Scott, ‘ high praise to the sweet and sad ellusions of 1 
Mrs Smith’s muse, we cannot admit that by the.se I 
alone she could over have risen to the height of, 
eminence which we arc disposed to claim for her as 
authoress of her prose narratives.’ 

j 

Flora's Iforolujt. 

In every copse and sheltered dell, 

Unveiled to tlie observant eye, 

{ Are faithful monitors who tell 

Ilow pass the hours and seasons by. 

The green-robed children of tin; spring 
M ill mark the periods as they pans, 

Mingle with leaves rime’s feathered wing, 

| And bind with flowers his silent glass. 

| Mark where transparent waters glide, 

Soft flowing o’er their tranquil bed*; 

There, cradled on the dimpling tide, 

Nymphcea rests her lovely head. 

But conscious df the earliest beam, 

She rises from her humid nest, 

And sees, reflected in the stream, 

The virgin whiteness of her breast. 


Declines, in ocean’s surge to lave; 

Then, folded in her modest vest. 

She slumiters on the rocking wave. 

See Jlicrueium’s various tribe, 

Of plumy seed and radiate flowers, 

The course of Time their blooms describe, 

And wake or sleep appointed hours. 

Ilroad o’er its imbricated cup 

'I'he goat'Tourd spreads its golden rays, 

But shuts its cautious petals up, 

Retreating from the noontide Maze. 

Bale ns a pensive cloistered nun, 

The Bethlom star her face unveil s 
When o’er the mountain peers the sun, 

But shades it from the vesper gales. 

Among the loose and arid .-amis 
The humble armaria deep- ; 

Slowly the purple -tar expands, 

But soon within it- calyx sleep-,. 

And those small bell- >•> lightly raved 
With young Aurora’s rosy hue. 

Arc to the noontide sun di-pluvcd, 

I’m shut their plaits agarist the dew. 
t’n upland slope-! the -lu plu id- nunh 
The ln»ur vlun. as the dial true, 

Ciehorium to the towerim; lark 
Lifts her soft eves serenely blue. 

And tlmu, * \\>o crimson tipped flower/ 

(iatherest thy fringed mantle round 
1 hv heroin at th«‘ closing hour, 

When night-drops bathe the turfv ground. 

I nlike silene, who declines 
The garish noontide's blazing' light ; 

But when the evening ore-rent -him 
Hives all her sweenies* to th> ■ night. 

Tims in each flower and simple bell, 

That m our path betrodden lie. 

Are sweet remembrancers who tell 
How fast their winged moments flv. 

Fnoo 

t»n t!ie 1»epni-ture of the Ni«htin«iik\ 

Sweet poe' oj the woods’, a long adieu! 

Farewell soft minstrel of the earlv year! 

Ah ! ’twill h<> long ore thou shall sing anew, 

And pone thy music »n tin- night's dull ear. 

Whether <■»< opting thy wandering flight* await, 

Hr whether .silent in our groves you dwell, 

1 he pensive mu-*- w hall own thee f<>r her mate 
And still protect the song she loves so well. 

With cautious step the love-lorn youth shall elide 
'Through the lone brake that shades thv mo-synest • 
Aral shepherd girls from eyes profane shall hide 
The gentle bird who sings of pitv best : 

For still thy voice shall soft affections move, ; 

And still he dear to sorrow- and to love ! 

\\ riften at the (lose of Hprin^. 

The garlands fade that Sju-ing so lately wove; 

Fach simple flower, wliich she had numed in clew, 
Anctnonicft that spangled every grove, 

^ The primrose wan, and harebell mildly blue. 

No more shall violets linger in the dell,’ 

Or purple orchis variegate the plain, , 

Till Spring again shall call forth every bell, 

Ami dress with Immid hands her wreaths again. 1 
Ah, poor humanity! so frail, so fair, jj 

Are the fond visions of thy early day, jj 

1 ill tyrant passion and corrosive care jj 

Bid all thy fairy colours fade away 1 t 

j Another May new buds and flowers shall bring; j 

, Ah ! why has happiness no second Spring! j 
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Should the lone wanderer, fainting on his way, 
j Best for a moment of the sultry hours, 
j And, though his path through thorns and roughness 
i lav, 

1 Pluck the wild rose or woodbine’s gadding flowers; 

Weaving gay wreaths beneath some sheltering tree, 
The sense of sorrow he a while may lose ; 

So have 1 sought thy flowers, fair Poesy ! 

So ebunued my way with friendship and the Muse. 
Put darker now grows life’s unhappy day, 

Park with new clouds <»f evil yet to come; 

Her pencil sickening paney throws av.nv, 

And weary 11 opr recline* upon the toml), 

And point* :ny wising to that hatupiil 
Wiier*- t}»<• puff? spectre (‘are ]>ursu< ■* m- morel 

; /,*» c/„Vc<7/0 ns of ft S"n>r>/.] 

I Fm-.i * V.'-u h } He cl/a Pecimj 

'* Haunt-* of my y-.'uth ’ 

| Seines <d’fond day-dream-,, 1 l»» mud \ e \et. ! 

Where ’tvvns so pieasjuit by thy northern .-lope , 
do climb the winding sheep-}.ath, aided oft 
Py scattered thorn-*, wlm-c spiny branches bore 
Small woolly tufts, spoil* «,f‘the Migrant Lmh, 

J '1 here seeking shelter fY.-m the imon-diiy M.n : 

And ph asunt, seated mi the den soft tuif, 

To look beneath upon th< ii !b-w wav, 

While hea\i!\ upward ncord the labouring v.ain, 

And stalking *d"wlv by, the -turdv hiiid, 

To ease his panto./ t> am, rt »>id with a -t«-ir 
'J he grating w he* ;. 

Advancin'/ higher 

Tim pio-tpert widen*, ami tin* v iliage chinch 
Put little <«Yr tic- b-ulv ii.ni- nr- utcl 
Pears it* gray be;!-.y as./ b*. *.ii. ; i• • • • \;im : 
d iotsc 1 >iw 1 \ roof* of that'-li arc half e-umealed 
Py the rude arm* of tiee>, lovely in .spring; 

When on each bough the r *-y titietured bloom 
Sit* thick, ami pr'-mi-i* autumnal pb'ntv. 
li<r even t !»•>*,.• orchard* round tin- Shuman farm-. 
Whu h, a* their owner* marked the pmmi-ed fruit, 
(‘ons- b* them, for tie* vihevanL <>f flic south 

>urpass n <t these. 

Where woods of ash and brerb, 
Ami partial copse* fringe tin- green hill foot, 

The upland -hepherd rear* hi* modest home; 

There wander** by a littit- numele-s stream 
That from th<* liill well* forth, bright now*, and 
clear, 

Or after ruin with chalky mixture gray. 

Put still refreshing in its shallow course 
The cottage garden ; most for u*e designed, 

Yet not of beauty destitute. 'Hie vine 
Mantle* the little easement ; yet the brier 
Prop* fragrant dew among the duly bowers; 

And pansies raved, and freaked, and mottled pink', 
(•row among balm ami rosemary and rue; 

There honeysuckle* flaunt, and roses blow 
Almost uncultured ; some with dark green leave* 
Contrast their flower* of pure unsullied white; 

Other* like velvet robe* of regal state 
Of richest crimson ; while, in thorny mo** 

Knshrincd and cradled, the most lovely wear 
The hue* of youthful beauty** glowing cheek. 

With fond regret I recollect e’en now 
In spring (vncl summer, wlrnt delight I felt 
Among these cottage garden*, and how much 
Such artless nosegays, knotted with a ru*h 
Py village housewife or her ruddy maid, 

Were welcome to me; soon and simply pleased. 

An early worshipper at nature’* shrine, 

I loved her rudest scenes-—warrens, and heaths, 

; And yellow commons, and birch-shaded hollows, 

; And-hedgerows bordering unfrequented lanes, 

; Powered with wild roses and the clasping woodbine. 


MISS BLAMIRE. | 

Miss Susanna Blamire (1747-1794), a Cumber- j 
land lady, was distinguished for the excellence of , 
her Scottish poetry, which has all the idiomatic case 
and grace of :i native minstrel. Miss Blamire was 
born of a respectable family in Cumberland, at Car- 
dew Hall, near Carlisle, where she resided till her 
twentieth year, beloved by a circle of friends and i 
acquaintances, with whom she associated in what 
were called merry neets, or merry evening parties, in 
her native district. Her sister becoming the wife of 
Colonel Graham of I Kiehrav, Perthshire, Susanna 
accompanied the pair to Scotland, where she re¬ 
mained some years, and imbibed that taste for Scot¬ 
tish melody ami music which prompted her beautiful 
J\n S, The Aahoh, 77/r Siller rourt , &<■. She also 
wrote some- pieces in the (Tunhrian dialect, and a 
deM-riptiv(- juK-m of some length, entitled Sturkle- 
H'lifh, or (hr ('umhrutn Vtlhun. Miss Blamire died 
unmarried at Carl Me, in her forty-seventh year, 
and her name had almost faded from remembrance, 
when, in 1S42, her poetical works were collected and 
published in one volume, with a preface, memoir, 
and notes by Patrick Maxwell. 

The AVcA 

When *iient time, vvi* lightly foot, 

Had tn-d »>n thirty years, 

I nought again mj native land 
Wi* nc-ny hope-* and tears. 

Wha kens I'm. the dear friends 1 left 
May -till continue mine ! 

* >r gm 1 e’er again -.hall taste 

The my* 1 left lang*yno ! 

As l drew near mv ancient ]dlc, 

My heart heat a‘ tin* way ; . 

I Ik place I priced seemed yet to speak ‘ 

( b s um 1 dear former duv ; ' 

Tlcsc days that followed me afar, J 

Tlm.e happy days o’ mine. j 

Whilk made me think the present joys i 

A’ micihing to latig-vne ! | 

The ivied tower now met mv eye, \ 

Whcr*’ minstrel* used to blaw ; ! 

Nae friend stopped forth wi’ open hand, j 

Nae iMcl-kenned face I saw ; j 

Till Uonald tottered to the door, , 

Wham 1 left in his prime, ; 

And grat to *fe the lad return 

lie hore itl*«nit lang*yne. 1 

I ran to ilka dear friend’s room, 

As if to find them there, 1 

I knew where ilk ano used to sit, j 

And hang o’er mony a chair ; •, 

'fill soft remembrunee threw a veil j 

Aero*.* these een o’ mine, 

1 rinsed the door, and Bohlied aloud, ! 

'l o think on atild lnngsync ! J 

Some pensy chid*, a new sprung race. 

Wad next their welcome pay, 

Wha shuddered at my Gothic wn’s, 

And wished my groves away. 

* Cut, cut,* they cried , 1 those aged elms. 

Lay low yon moumfu* pine.’ 

Na ! nu ! our fathers' names grow there, l 

Memorials o’ langsyne. j 

To wean me fmc these wnefiT thoughts, ! 

They took me to the town ; j 

But sair on ilka wcel-kenned face • 

I missed the vouthfu’ bloom. i 
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I At balls they pointed to a nymph 

! Wham a’ doelared divine ; 

j But sure her mother’s blushing cheeks 

I Were fairer far langsync! 

j In vain I sought in music's sound 

j To find that magic art, 

Which oft in Scotland’s ancient lays 
Has thrilled through a’ my heart, 
i The sang had mony an artfif turn ; 

j j My car confessed ’twas fine ; 

i But missed the simple melody 

I listened to langsync. 

jj Ye sons to comrades o’ my youth, 

i Forgie an auld man’s sj)leen, 

ji Wha ’midst your gayest scenes still mourns 

’I The days he ance has seen, 

j j When time lias passed and seasons tied. 

Your hearts will feel like mine ; 

And aye the sang will maist delight 
That minds ye o’ lang-ync 

i What Aits this /hurt v Min' ! 

i p This song seems to him’ been a favourite w ith 1 1 1«■ author 
1 ess, for I have met with it in various forms among her pug i- ; 
I and the labour lies rowed upon it has been well repaid hy the 
! popularity it lias all atom; tnjosod.'- -Ma no 'Is M ,m 
j Miss Blamin'.] 

j What ails this heart o’ mine ? 

| What ails this watery ee \ 

j What gars me a’ turn pale as death 

1 When I take leave o’ thee l 

I; When thou art far awn', 

i' Thou’lt dearer grow to me ; 

i But change o’ jdace and change <f f >Ik 

May gar thy fancy jce. 

! When I gae out at e'en, 

; Or walk at morning air, 

ji Ilk rustling bush will seem to sty 

jj I used to meet thee there. 

Then I’ll sit down and cry, 
j 1 And live anoath the tree, 

j And when a leaf fa's i’ my lap, 

I I'll ca’t a word i'rae the. 

• I’ll hie me to the bower 

j That thou wi’ ro*es tied, 

j And where wi’ mony a blushing bud 

I strove myself to hide. 

I’ll doat on ilka spot 

Where 1 ha’e been wi’ thee ; 

And oa’ to mind some kindly word 
By ilka burn and tree. 

As an example of the Cumberland dialect— 

j Auld Hub in Forbes. 

And auld Robin Forbes lies gien tern a dance, 

I pat on my spcckets to see them aw prance ; 

| I thout o’ the days when I was but fifteen, 

And skipp’d wi’ the best upon Forbes’s green. 

Of aw things that is T think thout is meant queer. 

It brings that that’s by-past and sets it down here ; 

I see Willy as plain as 1 dui this bit leace, 

When he tuik his cwoat lappet and deeghted his fence. 

The lasses aw wondered what Willy cud see 
In yen that was dark and hard featured leyke me; 
And they wondered ay mail* when they talked o’ my 
1 wit, 

j And slily telt Willy that didn’t be it. 

] But Willy he laughed, and he rncade me his weyfe, 

! And whea was rnair happy thro’ aw his lang ley lb \ 

, It’s e’en my great comfort, now Willy is geane, 

| That he often said—nea pleaee was leyke his awn 
I heame ! 


I mind when I carried my walk to yon steyle, 

Where Willy was deyken, the time to beguile, 

He wad tling me a daisy to put i’ my breast, 

And l hammered my noddle to nick out a jest. 

But merry or grave, Willy often wad tell 
There was nin o’ the leave that was leyke my awn scl ; 
And he sj>ak what he thout, for I’d hardly a pluck 
j When we married, and nobbet ae gown to my back. 

! When the clock had struck eight 1 expected him 
j heame, 

i And wbevies went to meet him us far as Ifiimleaic* ; 

Of aw hours it telt, eight was dearest (•> me, 
j But now when it streykes there's a tear i' mv ee. 

O Willy ! clear Willy ! it m-wr r.tu be 
■ That age, time, or death, can divide thee and me ! 

1 For that spm on earth thui’s aye dr ire-: t<» me. 

Is the turf that has o>\cm! my Willie frae urn. 

Mils is.\an vi l l*. 

Anna l.nrn a B \niiAn.i>. the dan.'bier of Dr 
J,illn Aikin, was born at Ktbworlli H.trcuurt, in 
Leicestershire, in 17B>. Her father at this time 
kept a seminary for the < duration of bn\ >, and Anna 
, rrreivrd the same instruct ion, firing e.’.rly initiate I 
; into a knowledge of ckgM'wl lilt ratme. In 3 7.VS 
j Dr Aikin undertaking the oilier -t' elassj ;d tutor 
i in a dissenting academy a! Warrington, his daughter 
| accompanied bun. and resided tlmrc fifteen UMt\ 
jin 17 7-5 she published a volima of miseellatieons 
poems, of w 1 1 it'll four editions w. c.ilh ! f >r in • nr 
year, and also a collection of pieces m pio.e. some 
of which were written by her brother. In May 177! 
she was married to the Rev. Ifoelicnoimt Barbauld, 
a French l’rotestant, who was in 1 ni-? t ;• <,fa disMiif- 
ing congregation at 1’a 1 crave, mar Di'N and who 
1 had just opened a boarding-srlm.il at the neighbour- 
! ine village of Balgravc. in SuftMk. Tim pin tc.-x par¬ 
ticipated with her husband in the task of instruction, 
and toher talents an 1 ixcrtion.s the m minary was 
mainly indebted for its success. In 177.‘» she came 
forward with a volume of devotional pit ces compiled 
from the J’sahns, and another mliimi' ef in 

Prose for children. In I7vk aftt r a tour to the con¬ 
tinent, Mr and Mrs Barbauld established themselves 
at Hampstead, and there several tracts proceeded 
j from the pen of our autlmnss on the topic* of the 
i day, in all which she espoused the principles of the 
j Whigs. She also assisted her father in preparing a 
series of tides for children, entitled Enniuqs at 
Home , and she wrote critical essays on A ken-ode and 
Hollins, prefixed to editions of their works, in lsog , 
Mr Barbauld became pastor of tic- congregation 
(formerly Dr Price’s) at Newington (iiieii, also in 
the vicinity of London; ami quitting Hampstead, 
they took up their abode in ihe village of Stoke 
Newington. Jn l80d Mrs Barbauld compiled a 
selection of essays from tin* 4 Spectator,’ • 'Butler,’ 
i and ‘ (iiiardiun, to which she prefixed a preliminary ’ 
essay ; and in the following war she edited the eor- 
! respondence of Richardson, and wrote an interesting 
and elegant life of the novelist. Her husband died 
in 1808, and .Mrs Barbauld lias recorded her feelings ! 
; on this melancholy event in a poetical dirge In his 1 
t memory, and also in her poem of Eighteen Hundred , j 
and Eleven. Seeking relief in literary occupation, !j 
! she also edited a collection of the British novelists, H 
published in 1810, with an introductory essay, and ! 

I biographical and critical notices. After a gradual ; 
decay, this accomplished and excellent woman died * 
on the 9th of March 182f>. Some of the lyrical jj 
pieces of Mrs Barbauld are flowing and harmonious, jj 
and her ‘Ode to Spring’ is a happy imitation of j! 

■ Lull ins. She wrote also several poems in hlunk it 
i verse, characterised by a serious tenderness and !j 
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elevation of thought. 4 Her curliest pieces/ snvs 
her niece, Mrs Lucy Aik in, ‘as well as her more 
recent oik s, exhibit in their imagery and allusions 
the fruits of extensive and varied reading. Jn youth, 
the power of her imagination was counterbalanced 
hv the activity of her intellect, which exercised itself 
in rapid hut not unprofitable excursions over almost 
every field of knowledge. In age, when this aetivifv 
abated, imagination appeared to exert over her an 
undiminislird sway.’ ('harlcs James Fox is said to 
have been a great admirer of Mrs Rarbauld’s pongs, 
hut they are by no means the best of her composi¬ 
tions, Iw-iog generally artificial, and unimpassioned 
in tle-ir character. 

(h!' t>) Sfit'Ulr/. 

Sweet daughter of n rough and •Uormy "ire, 

Jloar M inter's hi «*ming child, delightful Sjiring ! 

Wlnne un-horn lock* with leaves 

And Mvelling hud-, are crowned ; 


To a Lady, with tome Painted Flowers. 

Flowers to the fair: to you these flowers I bring, 
And strive to greet you with an earlier spring. 
Flowers sweet, and gay, and delicate like you ; 
Fnddenis of innocence, and beauty too. 

\\ ith flowers the (daces hind their yellow hair, 
j And flowery wreaths consenting lovers wear. 

Flowers, the sole luxury which nature knew, 
j Jn Fden’s pure and guiltless garden grew. 

, To loftier lortn^ are rougher tasks assigned ; 

1 The "dickering oak resists tin* hti.rmv wind, 
l lte tougher yew repels invading foe«, 
i And the tall pine for future navies grows : 

Hut this soft family toeares unknown, 

Wen horn for pb a-ure and delight alone. 

(lay without toil, and lovely without art, 

Thev spring to cheer the sense and gktd the heart. 
Nor blu>h, my fair, to own you copy t.hev» ; 

Your best, your ^we-test empire is—to please. 


Fsoin the green island" of < :.•* mil voiith 
(Crowned with fre-h bloom* and c\» r-'prin;:ing shad* >, 
Turn, hithei turn tin st< p, 

<) lliou, ttlni'C powerful Mure 

More oviri than *.« Tt»*,t t-emh of jiorie re<*d 

f >r Indian tlub-, eun ..In' the madding winds, 

And through the -*t.,.nuy d.-ep 
I treat lie thy ..w lit-' der 'aim. 

Thee, hi -t b»! - *ve. 1 ! tin \ irgiii train await 
W ith songs’ a n«i l«-tal utr., and n-v to roe 
'1 in hi -ojuiiig w ii 1 1 - auioifg. 

And \ ales and dew y law m. 

With unlired b-et ; ami mill thy .ariio't sweet" 

To weave fresh gama:id- t> r the glowing hrou 
l if him, the fa\ -ure-i \outli 
That prompt* theit whisj.er.--i sigh. 

Unlock thv cojtioiis stores ; tli*temh r showers 
That drop their suretie s*, on the infant buds, 

And * 1 1 etjt dew - that -w* ii 
The milky ear’s gre n stem. 

And feed the th.wensig o-in-N early >ho.»ts*. 

And call those wind", which through the whimpering 
houghs 

With warm and pleasant hreath 
Salute the blowing flowers. 

Now let me hit beneath tin* whitening thorn, 

And mark thy spreading tints steal o\-r the dale : 

And watch with patient eye 
'i'hv fair unfolding charms. 

(> nymph, approach ! while yet tin* temperate nun 
With bashful forehead, through the cool inoNt air 

Throws Ids young maiden beams, j 

And with chaste kisses w.m.s 

I 

The earth’s fair bosom ; wliile the .streaming veil 
Of luc id clouds, with kind and frequent shade. 

Protects thy modest blooms 

From his severer blaze. I 

Sweet is thy reign, but short : the red dog-star 
Shall scorch thy tresses, and the mower’s scythe 

Thy greens, tliv flowerets all, ; 

Remorseless shall destroy. 

Reluctant shall l bid thee then farewell; j 

For 0 ! not all that Autumn’s lap contains, 

Nor Summer’s ruddiest fruits, 

Can aught for thee atone, 

Fair Spring! whose simplest promise more delights j 
Than all their largest wealth, and through the heart j 
Each joy nml new-born hope j 

With softest influence breathes. 1 


lhi.ua (■> C'/hOj,.. 

-nnfiirn bratn* 

Onuii jiH (H(*(!i"|ii t -i quit e .tmoverit tit /.—VUrudiwu 
< * tln-u, the nvmjih with placid eye ! 

(i seldom found, yet cur nigh ! 

lb •e;\e my u mperate vow : 

Not all tin* storin' that shake the pole 
Can e'er di-turb thv halcyon -oul, 

Aiol snio. th the una.tercd brow. 

<> come, in simph- M't ai rayed, 

Withal! thv sober cheer displayed, 

T" bi«.■" my longing 'ight ; 

'1 by mien composed, tin even pace, 
i h v meek regard, thy matron grace, 

And chaste subdued delighr. 

No ncre by varying pa'^ioiis beat, 

( > gently guide my pilgrim feet 
To find thy hermit cell ; 

Where in some pure and eijual sky, 

Ihneatli thy suit indulgent eye, 

'i’lie modest virtues dwell. 

Simplicity in Attic v i si. 

And Innocence with candid breast, 

And clear undaunted cyt ; 

And Hojh*. who points to distant years, 

Fair opening through this vale of tears, 

A vista to the skv. 

There Health, through whose calm bosom glide 
The temperate joys in even-tide, 

That rarely ebb or flow ; 

And Patience th«*re, thv sister meek, 

Presents her mild unvarying cheek 
To meet the offered blow. 

Her influence taught the Phrygian sage 
A tyrant master’s wanton rage 
With settled smiles to wait: 

Inured to toil and hitter bread, 

He bowed his meek submissive head, 

And kissed thy sainted feet. 

Rut thou, oh nymph retired and coyl 
In what brown hamlet dost thou joy 
To tell thy tender tale! 

The lowliest children of the ground, 

Moss-rose and violet, blossom round, 

And lily of the vale. 

() say what soft propitious hour 
1 best may choose to hail thy power, 

And court thy gentle sway 1 
When autumn, friendly to the -Muse, 

Shall thy own modest tints diffuse, 

And shed thv niiWer day. 
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When eve, her dewy star beneath, 

Thy balmy spirit loves to breathe, 

And every storm is laid ; 

If such an hour was e’er thy choice, 

1 Oft let me hear thy soothing voice 
j Low whispering through the shade. 

I Washing Day. 

The Muses are turned gossips; they have lost 
The buskined step, and clear high-sounding phrase, 
i Language of gods. Come, then, domestic Muse, 

, In slip-shod measure loosely prattling on, 
i Of farm or orchard, pleasant curds and cream, 
i Or droning flies, or shoes lost in the mire 
j By little whimpering boy, with rueful face— 

| Come, Muse, and sing the dreaded washing day. 

! Ye who beneath the yoke of wedlock bend, 
j With bowed soul, i’uil well ye ken the day 
[ Which week, smooth sliding after week, brings on 
j Too soon ; for to that day nor peace belongs, 

| Nor comfort; ore the first gray streak of dawn. 

The red-armed washers come and chase repo-e. 

; Nor pleasant smile, nor quaint device of mirth, 

Era visited that day; the very cat, 

From the wet kitchen scared, and recking ln-arth, 
Visits the parlour, au unwonted guest. 

The silent breakfast meal is soon despatched, 
Uninterrupted, save by anxious looks 
Cast at tUg louring sky, if sky should lour. 

From that last evil, oh preserve us, heavens ! 

For should the skies pour down, adieu to all 
i Remains of quiet; then expect to hear 
; Of sad disasters—dirt and gravel stains 
Hard to efface, and loaded lines at once 
I Snapped short, and linen horse by dog thrown down, 

I And all the petty miseries of life. 

Saints hare been calm while stretched upon the rack, 
And Montezuma smiled on burning coals; 

I But never yet did housewife notable 
Greet with a smile a rainy washing day. 

But grant the welkin fair, require not thou 
Who call’st thyself, perchance, the master there, 

Or study swept, or nicely dusted coat, 

Or usual ’tendance ; ask not, indiscreet, 

Thy stockings mended, though the yawning rent" 
Gape wide as Erebus ; nor hope to find 
Some snug recess impervious. Should'st thou try 
The ’customed garden walks, thine eye shall rue 
The budding fragrance of thy tender shrubs, 

Myrtle or rose, all crushed beneath the weight 
Of coarse-checked apron, with impatient hand 
Twitched off' when showers impend ; or crossing lines 
Shall mar thy musings, as the wet cold sheet 
Flaps in thy face abrupt. Wo to the friend 
Whose evil stars have urged him forth to claim 
On such a day the hospitable rites ; 

Looks blank at best, and stinted courtesy 
Shall he receive; vainly he feeds his hopes 
With dinner of roast chicken, savoury pie, 

Or tart or pudding; pudding he nor tart 
That day shall eat; nor, though the husband try — 
Mending what can’t he helped—-to kindle mirth 
From cheer deficient, shall his consort’s brow 
Clear up propitious ; the unlucky guest 
In silence dines, and early slinks away. 

I well remember, when a child, the awe 
This day struck into me; for then the maids, 

I scarce knew why, looked cross, and drove me from 
them ; 

Nor soft caress could I obtain, nor hope 
Usual indulgences; jelly or creams, 

Relique of costly suppers, and set by 
For me their petted one; or fluttered toast, 


When butter was forbid ; or thrilling talc 
Of ghost, or witch, or murder. So I went 
Ami sheltered me beside the parlour fire ; 

There my dear grandmother, eldest of all forms, 
Tended the little ones, and watched from harm ; 
Anxiously fond, thoiigfl oft her spectacles 
With elfin cunning hid, and oft the pins 
Drawn from her ravelled stocking might have soured 
One less indulgent. 

At intervals my mother’s voice was heard 
Urging despatch ; briskly the work went on, 

All hands employed to wash, to rinse, to wring, 

Or fold, and starch, and clap, and iron, and plait. 

Then would 1 sit me down, and ponder much 

Whv washings \>eiv ; sometimes through hollow hole 

Of pipe amused we blew, and "cut aloft 

The floating bubbles ; little dreaming then 

To see, Montgolfier, thy silken ball 

Ride buoyant through the clouds, *<> m ar approach 

The sports of children and the tuiN of men. 

Earth, air, and sky, and ocean hath its bubbles, 

And vcr*c is one of them —this most of all. 


-- Mils HENTER MRS 
.rant mi:* Tuan;. 


— MRS 


Several other poetesses of this period fire deserving 
of notice, though their works are now almost faded 
from remembrance. With much that is delicate 
in sentiment and feeling, and with considerable 
powers of poetical fancy and expression, their lead¬ 
ing defect is a want of energy or of genuine passion, 
and of that originality which can alone forcibly 
. arrest the public attention. One of the most con¬ 
spicuous of these was Miss Anni Sew aui> ( 1 747- 
I 1HW). the daughter of the ltev. Mr Seward, canon- 
| residentiary of Lichfield, himself a poet, and one of 
. the editors of Beaumont and Fletcher. This lady 
j was early trained to a taste for poetry, mid, Indore 
; she wa* nine years of age, she could repeat the three 
first hooks of Paradise Lost. Even at this time, Hie 
says, she was charmed with the numbers of Milton, 
Miss Seward wrote several elegiac poems —an KLyy 
to the Memory of ('ajitam (,'ooly a Monthly on the Death 
, of Major AndrL Ko.~ -which, from the popular nature 
of the subjects, and the animated though inflated 
i style of the composition, enjoyed great celebrity. 
Darwin complimented her as 4 the mventress of 
epic elegy and she was known by the name of the 
Swan of Lichfield. A poetical novel, entitled Louisa, 
was published by Miss Seward in 1782, and passed 
, through several editions. After bandying eompll- 
i incuts with the poets of one generation, Miss Seward 
j engaged Sir Walter Scott in a literary corrcspon- 
i denee, and bequeathed to him for publication three 
volumes of her poetry, which he pronounced execrable. : 
At the same time she left her correspondence to Con- 
stable, and that publisher gave t<> the world six 
volumes of her letters. Both collections were un¬ 
successful. 'The applauses of Miss Seward’s early 
admirers were only calculated to excite ridicule, 
and the vanity and affectation which were her be- 
setting sins, destroyed equully her poetry and prose. 
Some of her letters, how ever, are written with spirit 
j and discrimination. In contrast to Miss Seward 
I was Mrs John Hcntkk (1742 -1821). a retired but 
highly accomplished lady, sister of Sir Everard 
Home, and wifi* of John Hunter, the celebrated 
surgeon. Having written several copies of verses, 
which were extensively circulated, and some song* 
that even Hnydn had married to immortal music, 

I Hunter .was induced, in 1806, to collect her 

j pieces and commit them to the press. In 1802 , Mrs 
i Amelia Opie, whose pathetic and interesting Tales 
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arc so justly distinguished, published a volume of When, fair as their young flowers, thy infant frame 
miscellaneous poems, characterised by a simple and To our glad walls a happy inmate came, 
j placid tenderness. Her Orphan Hoy is one of those O summer morning of unrivalled light ! 

; touching domestic effusions which at once finds its J’atc wrapt thy rising in prophetic white! 

{ way to the hearts of all. In the following year a dune, the bright month, when nature joys to wear 
i volume of miscellaneous poems was published by The livery of the gay, consummate year, 

! Mas Annf. Grant, widow of the minister of Lagging Have that envermiled duvspring all her powers, 

! in Inverness-shire. Mrs Grant ( 17.TI-18'nS) was th mmed the light leaver and glowed upon the flowers; 


| author of several aide and interesting prose works. 
Slit* wrote f.cltns from (hr Mountains, giving a de¬ 
scription of Highland scenery and manner.-, with 
which she was conversant from her residence in 
the country ; also Memoirs of an American Lady 
( I Mo); and J'ssays on the Superstitions of the Jhyh 
landers, which appeared in IS 11 . The writing* "f 
this hidv display a lively and observant fanev, and 
considerable powers of landscape painting. They 
first drew attention to the more striking and ro- 
|# mantic features of the Scottish Highlands, after- 
; wards so fertile a theme for the genius of Scott. 

: An Irish poetess. Mils Mary Tturn: (177’1-lsio), 
j evinced a more passionate and refined imagination 
j than any id' her tuneful sisterhood. Her poem of 
* Psyche, founded on the classic fable ’-latch by 
, A puleius, of the lo\t‘.s of ('uj)id and Fsvt he, or tin* 

! allegory of I.ove and the Soul, is eliaracterised by 
j a graceful voluptuousness and briliian a of colourin'.: 

1 rarely excelled. It is in six canton, and wants only 
f a little more concentration of style and description 
to be one of the best poems of the period. Mrs 
Tight* was daughter of the Ib-v. W. lil.n kf'ud, 
county of Wicklow. I hr hi .story seem.s t * > K little 
1 known, unless to private frit mi.- ; hut in r early d« ath. 

after six years of protracted suth ring, ha-’ b*vn 
. commemorated by Moore, in his U-autital lyne 


Hade her ]dumed nation* hail the rosy lay 
\\ ith warbled ori-on- from every spray. 

Purpureul Tempt-, not t.»> thee belong * 

Mure poignant tnigranee r more jocund Hong. 

Thrice happy day 1 thy dear uu-picious light 
h;i\c * future year- a tmctine of thy white 
Weil may her strain:- thy votive hymn decree, 

Who-*- -wee tot pha-ure- found tin ir -ource in thee ; 
i he j'ure-i, best that lin-mery wplort «, 

>nf< in the j last’s inviolable -tores. 

Tin- ardent pr<*grc-- ef thy shining* hours 

Ih lield me i*<through Li< ht! eld’s verdant bowers, 

Tlnmeditl* - and gay, and volatile and vain, 

Circled by nymphs and youths, a frolic train ; 
Tln-ndi cen-ciou'- that a little orphan child 
1 Had (<■ my parent-’ guidance, kind and mild, 

: Kci'Oii b**en sunmioned, wln-n disease ami death * 

| Mi* d dark -ta.UKirion o'er her nether’s breath, 
i While eight svv«*l: infan*wailful eric-- <leplore 
i What i:< t tin- tear- <*f innocence restore ; 

! And wlule tin* hu-band mourned hi- widowed doom, 

' Aiei Ii'I’il' (b-p'oeb-nt o'er the dosing* tomb, 

!<• n- th.- love lie-t. scion la- con-igned, 

I It- 1 it '■ bl'<*--.ndng', it - op. Mul' mind. 

■ Hi- h'.c.tfelt 1 -- had ir.inu my April tears, 

| IT;: diiidi-h. vv ••man:-!., ambiguou- years 
' I ;..-! ail their gib !- a- vani-hing a- keen ; 
i Y-uAb- ri*in:. r -un -o*.n gild- the /lower 1 , scene. 


‘ 1 saw thy form in youthful prime.* 

VVe subjoin some selutions from the Wwb;- 
each of the alnive ladies ; - 


< Ci the expert, d tru-i m* tlvudit 1 Tent, 
I nkmavn tin* d::\. unln c*h- I tin- event. 

(>nr -i-:**r der-r. fr-ca -pbun. t:- .• i fai-dn-<1 
H *■ t * t h.e a « i v v. .imanho-d w ith me ; 



! 

I 




Tlo A nnii i rsitr ;. 

' I:v Mi-- Seward.] 

Ah, lovely Lichfield ! that so long ha-f diont 
In blended charm** peculiarly thine own ; 

Stately, yet rural ; through thy clmral day, 

Though shady, cheerful, and though <|ub't, gay ; 

How intere-iing, how loved, from \cur to yvai. 

How more than beauteous did thy .-cone** a]»pear ! 

Still as tin* mild Spring oha-ed the wintry gloom, 
Devolved her leave-, and waked her rich perlume, 

, Thou, with thy field- ami groves around thee .spread, 
Lift’st, in unle-sened graee, thy spiry head : 

Hut many a loved inhabitant of thine 
j Sleeps where no vernal sun will ever shine. 

Why fled ve all so fast, ye happy hour-, 

; That saw I bmora’A eyes adorn the-e bowel's? 

! The*e darling bowers, that mneh site loved to hail. 
The spires she called ‘ tJie Ladies of the Yale!’ 

Fairest and best !—Oh ! can 1 e’er forget 
To thy dear kindness my eternal debt { 

Life's opening paths how tenderly it smoothed, 

The joys it heightened, and the pains it soothed i 
i No, no ! my heart its sacred memory bears, 

Bright mid the shadows of overwhelming years; 

When mists of deprivation round me roll, 

; ’Tin the soft sunbeam of my clouded soul. 

Ah, dear Ilonoral that remembered day, 

; First on these eves when shone thy early ray! 

I Scarce o’er my head twice seven gay springs had gone, 
! Scarce live o’er thy unconscious childhood flown, 

| » Honorn Sneyd, the object of Major Amiris attachment, 

afterwards Mr* Edgeworth, and mother of the distinguished 
! novelist, Marla Edgeworth. 


* ii i n d iy j." < 11 v v, by no di.-< >*rd jarred, 
i >u; pb u-nic- blended, and our -tmhe- -hared ; 

Ami uii' n with day and waking thoughts they elo-cd, 
« n the same com*h cur agile limbs reposed. 

Amply in friend-hip bv her virtu*. - blot, 

I cave (.. vi-uthiiii gaiety the rest : 

('<<n-id* ling not h»*w near the period drew, 

When that transplanted branch sle nld meet our view, 
Wlmse intellectual fruits were doomed to ri-e, 

Food of the future’s heart-expanding joys ; 

H*»rn to e«'ii-<dr me wie.-n, by Fate severe, 

The Much-Bcloved* should pros a timeless lder, 

My limnu, my si-tor, from my arms be torn, 
Sickening and sinking on her bridal morn ; 

While Hymen, speeding' from this mournful d une, 
Should drop hi- daikencd torch upon Tier tomb. 

Twa- eve ; the sun, in setting glory drest. 

Spread hi- gold skirts along the crimson west ; 

A Sunday's eve! llonora, bringing thee, 

Friendship's soft Sabbath long it rose to me, 

When on the wing of circling seasons borne, 
j Annual I hailed it-* con-ecrated morn. 

! In the kind interchange of mutual thought, 

<>ur home myself, and gentle sister sought ; 

< >ur pleasant home,- 1 round which the ascending gale 
Breathes all the freshness of the sloping vale ; 

| On her green verge the spacious walls arise, 

! View her lair fields, and catch her balmy sighs ; 

| See her near hills the bounded prospect close, 

1 And her blue lake in glassy breadth ropo-c. 

With arms entwined, and smiling as wc talked, 

To the maternal room wc careless walked, 

1 Miss Sarah Seward, who died in her nineteenth year, and 
on the eve of marriage. 

■ 3 The bishop s jsUaee at Richfield. ^ 
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j FROM 17 HO 


CYCLOPAEDIA OF 


TILL TIIL PitKSKNT TIME. 


Where sat its honoured mistress, and with smile 
Of love indulgent, from a floral pile 
The gayest glorv'of the summer howcr 
Culled for the new-arrived—the human flower, 

A lovely infant-girl, who pensive stood 

(’lose to her knees, and charmed us us we viewed. 

0 ! hast thou marked the summer’s budded rose. 
When *mid the veiling moss its crimson glows ? 

So bloomed the beauty of that fairy form. 

So her dark locks, with golden tinges warm. 

Played round the timid curve of that white neck, 
Ami sweetly shaded half her blushing cheek. 

(>! hast thou seen the star of eve on high, 

Through the soft dusk of summer's balmy sky 
Shed its green light , 1 and in the glassy stream 
Eye the mild reflex of its trembling beam { 

So looked on us with tender, bashful gaze. 

The destined charmer of our youthful days ; 

Whose soul its native elevation joined 
To the gay wildness of the infant mind ; 

Esteem and sacred confidence impressed. 

While our fond arms the beauteous child earthed. 

S>uuj. 

[From Mis Hunter’* rooms.] 

The season comes when first v.v nut, 

Put you return no more ; 

Why cannot I the days forget. 

Which time can ne’er restore? 


1 go to the land where my father is gone, 

His ghost shall rejoice in the lame of his son ; 

Death comes, like a friend, to relieve me from pain ; 
And thy son, () Alknoniook ! has scorned to complain. 

7b vii / Ihu'‘jh(ir } on briny S,/ut rated from in’}' on Jar 
Mnrriaye, 

[Prom tho same. ] 

Dear to my heart ns lib’s warm stream 
Which animates this mortal clay, 

For thee I court the waking dream, 

And deck with smiles the future day; 

Ami thus beguile the present pain 
With hopes that we shall meet again. 

Yet, will it be a*' when the pa**t 

Twined e\ery joy, and cave, and thought, 

And o'er our mind* one mantle can 

Of kind affection* finely wrought ? , 

All no! the groundh.■** hop<* w» ie lain, 

For so we ne'er can meet again ! 

May he who claims thv (• mler heart 
Deserve its b>\e, as 1 have dime ! 

For, kind and gentle a> tie-n art. 

If so bebued, thoii'rt b irf' w..n. 

Pright may tl»e siciol ti-irii remain, 

And cheer thee till we meet a am ! 


Tin I,iit or" 7a 




O days too sweet, too bright to 
Are you indeed for ever past ! 

The fleeting shadows of delight. 

In memory I trace; 

In fancy stop their rapid flight. 

And all the pr.<t replace: 

Put, all ! 1 wake to endless wuc-, 

And tears the fading visions close J 

Ab nt/. J 

[From the same.] 

O tuneful voice! I >till d< pi ore 

Those accents which, though heard no note, 

Still vibrate on my heart ; J 

In echo’s cave I long to dwell, 
j And still would hear the Mid farewell, 

i When we were doomed to part. j 

Pright eyes, <) that the task were mine ! 

| To guard the lbjuid fires that slime, : 

j And round your orbits play ; ! 

j To watch them with a vc Mai’s care, 

And feed with smiles a light so fair, i 

j That it may ne'er deenv ! 

i 

i The Death Sony, Written far, and Adapted to, an j 
j Original Indian A ir. j 

! [From tin' saint* ] 

11 The sun sets in night, and the stars slum the day, j 
| But glory remains when their lights fade away. j 

j Begin, you tormentors! your threats are in vain, 

I For the son of Alknoniook will never complain, 
j Remember the arrows he shot from his how, 
j Remember your chiefs by his hatchet laid low. j 

j Why so slow'? Do you wait till 1 shrink from the j 
j pain ? 

, No ; the son of Alknoniook shall never complain. J 
| Remember the wood where in ambush we lay, 

And the scalps which we bore from your nation awav. 
Now the flame rises fast; you exult in my puin ; j 
But the son of Alknoniook can never complain. 

' 1 The lustre of the brightest of the stars (says Mi*-*. Fowling j 

I in a note on her ninety-third sonnet) always appeared t.. m* j 
j of a green hue ; und they are so described by O ion j 


' From th<‘ :om*.' ! 

When lu»j>e Pc** dt ad withm the heart, 

By secret M.rpiw elo*e comvnb-d. 

Wo shrink le-t look* or word* imj t 
What mud not be : ci m ltd. 

’Ti* hard to Miiiic whet, » he w ■•uld \.e< p ; 

To ‘■peal, whra one v.«*ubl *i!int be j 
To wake w hcii one ^}i<1« i w i*h P ■ * b , ; , 
Arid wake to agony. 

Yet such tlie hit by tlmu-and* del 
Wlm wander in tl.i* w.-rld nf e.ue. 

And bind beneafli the hittir bla-t, 

To sau* them from de-pair. 

But nature wail- In r gm*ts to r r, -vt, 

Wh ere ili-appointmeni cannot. ***.<»n*- ; 
Ami time gnbb * with unetiing feet 
J he weary wanderer*.le>me. 

TIa (hjJni,i 11,y't Tab. 

[Frem Mrs < »pn-‘- J’ ->'H ■■. ] 

Stay, lady, stay, tor m< try -ale. 

And hear a hclph - oipban’.* tale. 

All ! sure my looks mu t pirv wake, 

’Tis want that makes my cluck so pale. 
Yet I was once a mother's pride, 

And my brave father’s hope and jov ; 

But in the Nile's proud fight he died, 

And J am now an orphan boy. 

Four foolish child ! lmw pleased win I 
When news of Nelson’s victory came, 
Along the crowded streets to tlv, 

And f»ee the lighted w indow -, flame :! 

To force me home my mother sought, 

She could not bear to si e my jov ; 

For with my father’s life Awns bought, 

And made me a poor orphan hoy. 

1 he people’s shouts were Ion// and loud, 

My mother, shuddering, closed her ears; 

* Rejoice ! rejoice!’ still cried the crowd ; 

My mother answered with her tears. 

‘ AN by are you crying thus,’ said I, 

‘ While others laugh and shout with joy V 
She kissed me—and with such a sigh ! 

She called me her poor orphan boy. 
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4 Whut in an orphan boy?’ I cried, 

As in her face I looked, and smiled ; 

]Sly mother through her tears replied, 

4 You’ll know ton soon, ill-fated child !’ 
Ami now they've tolled my mother’s knell, 
And I’m no more a parent's joy ; 

O lady, I have learned too well 
What ’tis to he an orphan hoy ! 

Oh ! were I hy vour hountv fed! 

Nay, gentle lady, do not chide — 

Trust mo, I mean to earn my bread; 

The sailorV orphan bov has pride, 

I.ady, you weep ! - ha ? - this to mo \ 

You’ll give me clot bine, f.,od, emplov 1 
Look down, dear parent'! lo-»k, and see 
Your happy, happy orphan hoy! 


(Prom the same.] 

do, v< it it h beloved, in distant gbobs 

New friends, m-w liopos, moc joy* to find ! 
Yet sometimes deign, ’midst fairer maids. 

To think on her tliou leav'-t liehiml. 

The h-ve, thv fuV\ dear yuith, to share, 
Mu-t never he my happy h>t ; 

Hut th'*u mays! grunt tins humble prayer, 
Forget no- n>-i ! forget nw ti>>t 


Yet. should the tie 
T"<painful t- * 11 
Do. -1 not the V. d. 

N<U‘ eve: d« ugn ; 
Hut - h ! if L'tM ! th 
1! w ant, ;! oflui- 
And tlmu jv ; ui:e ;< 
Forget me 11 *»t ! 


-mht of jnv di'tro's 


>,r //'’<•!,.} 


[ t roin Mrs Grunt’- Pooiu-1 

Id.over of the waste! the heath-fowl shun* j 

I r thee the brake and tan: 1 ’* >1 wood 
’Jo thv protecting -Indc sho run-, 

Thv tender bud- supply )»er food : I 

Her voting forsake Iter downy j lumes, 

'I'm rest upon th\ opening blooms. 

Flouer ■ f the desert though tin u art ! , 

The dter that ratine the mountain tree, | 

'Die L r raeefnl doe, the stately hart. 

Their food and shelter seek from thee : 

The hee thy earliest greets, 

And draws from tlieo lo t ehoieest sweets, 

dem of tlit* heath ! whose modest bloom 
Sheds heautv oYr the lonely moor; 

Though tlmu di-pen-e no rich perfume, 

Nor vet with splendid tints allure, 

Hoth valour’s crest and beauty’* bower 
Oil bust thou decked, a favourite flower. 

Flower of the wild ! whose purple glow 
Adorns the dusky mountain's side, 

Not the "ay hues of Iris' how, 

Nor garden's artful varied pride. 

With all it* wealth of sweets could cheer, 

Like thee, the hardy mountaineer. 

Flower of his heart! thy fragrance mild 
(If peace and freedom seem to breathe ; 

To pluck thy blossoms in the wild, 

And deck his bonnet with the wreath, 

Where dwelt of old his rustic sires, 

Is ail his simple wish requires. 

* A writer in the Edinburgh Review styles this production 
of Mrs Opic’s one of the flniM songs in our language. 


Flower of his dear-loved native land ! 

Alas, when distant far more dear! 

When he from some cold foreign strand, 

Looks homeward through the blinding tear, 
How must his aching heart deplore, 

That home and thee lie sees no more l 


\T/-r W'jlhnd J\or.] j 

{.From Mrs Grant's poem of ‘ The Highlander.*] ' 

Where yonder ridgy mountains hound the scene, 

The narrow opening glens that intervene 
Still shelter, in pome lowly nook obscure, 

I Hue poorer than the r< st - where all are poor; 

! Some widowed matioii, hopclc-.- of relief, 

| Who to her secret breast confines her grief; J 

! Jlejeeted -igh- the wintry night away, 

And lonoiy muses all the .summer day : . 

Her gallant sons, who, pmii with honour’s charm*, ’ 
Hursued the phantom Fume through war’s alarms, 

! Return no more; stretched on Hindo-tan’s plain, 

( >r sunk beneath the unfathomable main ; 

, Jn vain h< r eyes the watery waste explore 
: For hcroe- fated to return no more! j 

I.rt others ble-- the morning’s reddening beam, 

Fi»e to lier peace it break- the illusive dream 
That, in their pnme of manly bloom eon test, j 

• lb-iored the long-lost warriors to her breast ; j 

And as they >tro\e, with smiles of filial love, 

: 'Their widowed parent’s angui-h to remove. 

Through her pinaii casement broke the intrusive dav, 

: And chase.i tin plca-;ng images away ! 

No time can «-Yr her bani-hed i«>} - restore, 

F -r all ! a heart once broken heals no more, 
i The dewy beam* that gleam from pity’s eye, 

Tin* * -riii -mail voice’ »>t -acred sympathy. 

In vain the mourner’- sorrow- woubl beguile, 

• < >r steal from wean wo one languid Ptnile ; 

Yet what they can they do- the scanty store, 

; So often opened f-r tiie wandering poor, 
j To her each cottager complacent deal-, 

! Wliile the kind glance the melting heart reveals ; 

; And still, when evening streaks the west with gold, 
j The milky tribute from the lowing fold 
' With cheerful haste officious children bring, 

And every -n.iling {lower that decks the spring: 

; Ah! little know the fond attentive train, 

That spring and flowerets smile lbr her in vain : 

Yet hence they learn to reverence modest wo, 

And of their little all a pail bestow. 

Let tho-e to wealth and pivud distinction born, 

With the (“old glance of in-olence and scorn 
Regard the suppliant wretch, and harshly grieve 
'The bleeding heart their bounty would relieve : 

Far different these ; while from a bounteous heart 
With the poor sufferer they divide a part ; 

Humbly they own that all they have is given 
A boon precarious from indulgent Heaven : 

And the next blighted crop or frosty spring, 
Themselves to equal indigence may bring. 

[From Mrs Tint's 4 /Vyr/o/] 

[The marriage of Cupid and Psyche in the Palace of Love. 
Psyche afterwards gazes on Love while asleep, and i- luini-hed 
from the Island of Pleasure.] 

-She rose, and all enchanted gazed 

()n the rare beauties of the pleasant scene : 
Conspicuous far, a lofty palace blazed 
Upon a sloping bank of softest green ; 

A fairer edifice was never seen ; 

The high-ranged columns own no mortal hand, 

Rut seem a temple meet for Beauty’s queen ; 

Like polished snow the marble pillars stand, 

In grace-attempered majesty, sublimely grand. 
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Gently ascending from a silvery Hood, 

Above the palace rose the shaded hill, 

I The lofty eminence was crowned with wood, 

! And the rich lawns, adorned by nature’s skill, 

I The passing breezes with their odours fill ; 

! Here ever-blooming groves of orange glow, 

} And here all flowers, which from their leaves distil 
Ambrosial dew, in sweet succession blow, 
i And trees of matchless size a fragrant shade bestow. 

; The sun looks glorious ’mid a sky serene, 

■! And bids bright lustre sparkle o’er the tide ; 

! The clear blue ocean at a distance seen, 

; Bounds the gay landscape on the western side, 
While closing round it with majestic pride, 

I The lofty rocks mid citron groves arise ; 

4 Sure some divinity must here reside,’ 

, As tranced in some bright vision. Psyche crie«, 

And scarce believes the bliss, or trusts her charmed e ves, 
l: When lo ! a voice divinely sweet she hears, 

! From unseen lips proceeds the heavenly sound ; 

! ‘Psyche approach, dismiss thy timid tears, 

! At length his bride thy longing spouse ha:, banal, 

1 And bids for tliec immortal joys abound ; 

For thee the palace rose at hi> command, 

I For thee his love a bridal banquet crowned ; 
j He bids attendant nymphs around tliec stand. 
Prompt every wish to serve—a h>ml obedient baud.’ 

J Increasing wonder filled her ravished soul, 

I For now the pompous portals opened wide, J 

p There, pausing oft, with timid foot she stole 

ji Through hall.-, high-domed, enriched with sculp-! 
jj tured pride, 

i While guy saloons appeared on either side, 
j In splendid vista opening to her sight; : 

! ; And all with precious gems so beautified, 

II And furnished with Mich exquisite delight. 

'' That scarce the beams of heaven emit such lustre bright. 

I ; The amethyst was there of violet hue, 
j; And there the topaz shed its golden rav, 

I The ehrysoberyl, and the sapphire blue 
1 As the clear azure of a Minny day, 
i Or the mild eyes where amorous glances play ; 

The snow-white jasper, and the opal’s flame, 

. The blushing ruby, and the agate gray, 
i And there the gem which bears bis luckless mine- 
Whose death, by Phoebus mourned, insured him death¬ 
less fame. 

There the green emerald, there cornelians glow, 
i And rich carbuncles pour eternal light, 

: With all that India and Peru can show, 

: Or Labrador can give so flaming bright 

! To the charmed mariner’s hall-da/.zled sight : 

The coral-paved baths with diamonds blaze ; 

And all that can the female heart delight 
; Of fair attire, the last recess display.;, 

And all that luxury can ask, her eye surveys. 

Now through the hall melodious music stole, 

! And self-prepared the splendid banquet stands, 
Self-poured the nectar sparkles in the bowl, 

The lute and viol, touched by unseen hands, 

Aid the soft voices of the choral bands ; 

O’er the full board a brighter lustre beams 
Than Persia’s monarch at his feast commands: 

For sweet refreshment all inviting seems 
i| To taste celestial food, and pure ambrosial streams. 

But when meek eve hung out her dewy star, 

And gently veiled with gradual hand the sky, 

Lo ! the bright folding doors retiring far, 

Display to Psyche’s captivated eye 
All that voluptuous ease could e’er supply 
To soothe the spirits in serene repose: 

Beneath the velvet’s purple canopy, 

Divinely formed, a downy couch arose, 

While alabaster lamps a milky light disclose. 


Once more she hears the hymeneal strain ; 

Far other voices now attune the lay ; 

The swelling sounds approach, awhile remain, 

And then retiring, faint dissolved away; 

The expiring lamps emit ji feebler ray, 

And soon in fragrant death extinguished lie: 

Then virgin terrors Psyche’s soul dismay, 

When through the obseuringgloom she nought can spy, 1 
| But softly rustling sounds declare some being nigli. , 

1 Oh, you lbr whom I write! whose hearts can melt 
At the soft thrilling voice whose power you prove, 

T oil know what eluirm, unutterably fell, 

Attends the unexpected voice of love : 
i Above tlit' lyre, the lute’s soft notes above, 

, With sweet enchantment to the soul it steals, i 

i And bear- it to KIymuiu’s happy grove ; j 

You best can tell the rapture P-vehe feels, 

"When Love*- ambre.-ial lip the vows o! 11 v men seals. ! 

! ‘ ”J'is he, "ti- my deliverer! deep impre.-t 

T'poji mv heart tin-*- I well recall,* 

The hhi-hine nniid exclaimed, and on Lis breast 
A tear of tremblin'.■ notary let tall. 

But, ere the bree/c< of tin- mornim/ call 
Aurora from her purple, humid bed. 

Pm rlie in vain explore- the \aoani hall : 

Her t* ndrr lover iroiu lor aim- i- fled, 

"While .sleep Li" downv wino had o’er her eyelids 
spread. 

* 

Illumined bright nmv shine- the -plea lid d mu, 
Medodiou- ae -ent- her arrival hail : ! 

But not ihe torchY bla/e can cha-" the * 1 <«*•: n , 

And j:! 1 the .-nothing power- ot uut-ie mil ; 

Trembling sin- seek'- lu-r couch with horror pale, 

But iir-t a lamp conceals in -eeget shade, 

While unknown terrors all her ul a-rail. ; 

Thu< half their treaeheroii- e-.un< t 1 i obey. d. 

For still ln-r g. i:tlr -oul abhor- tin* muidcrou*- blade. 

And now with --fte-L whispers of deli./ht, 

Jjovc welcomes P-vehe still more f-mily <le-»r : 

Not unoh-erved, though hid in deepest night, 

The silent memi-h of her -Tel fear. 

lie thinks that t« nderness excites the tear, j 

By the late image of her parent's giief, 

And halt ofl’ended seeks in vain to cheer; 

^ et, while he speaks, her sorrows feel relief, I 

Too soon more keen to sting from this suspension brief! j 

Allowed to settle on oelc-tial cy» , 

>oit sleep, exultimr, now exeit- hi* sw: \, , 

From Bsyohe’s anxious pillow cladlv tin.- 
T«, veil those orbs, whose pure and lambent rav 1 

The powers of heaven subnii-hiv < ly obey, 
f J rembling and bivalhle— then she softly rose, | 

Arid seized the lamp, where it obscuredv lav, j 

i Witli Jiaml too rashly daring to disclose { 

J lie sacred veil which hum: mysterious o’er her woes. 
Twice, with agitated step she went, 

1 he lamp expiring shone with doubtful gleam, 

As though it warned her from her rash intent: 1 

And twice she paused, and on its trembling beam j 
Gazed with suspended breath, while voices seem 
itli murmuring sound along the roof to sigh ; 

As one just waking from a troublous dream, 

W ith palpitating heart and straining eve, 

Still fixed with tear remains, still thinks the danger nigh, j 

i Oh, ilaring Muse \ wilt thou indeed essay i 

i lo paint the wonders which that lamp could show? i 
And canst thou hope in living words to say ! 

i he daz/ling glories of that heav enly view ? j 

Ah ! well I ween, that if with pencil true J 

i hat splendid vision could be well expressed, j* 

Ihe fearful awe imprudent Psyche knew j 

V\ ould seize witli rapture every wondering breast, 
When Love’sall-potentcharrnsdivinely stood confessed, 
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All imperceptible to human touch, 

Mill wings display celestial essence light* 

The dear effulgence of the blaze is such, 

The brilliant plumage shines so heavenly bright, 
That mortal eves turn dazzled from the sight ; 

A youth he seems in manhood’s freshest years ; 
Hound his fair neck, as dinging with delight, 

Kadi golden curl resplendently appears, 

Or shades his darker brow, which grace majestic wears : 

Or o'er his guilder front the ringlets bright 
Their rays of sunnv lustre seem t<» throw, 

That front than polished ivory more white! 

His blooming check* with deeper blushes glow 
Thun roses scattered o'er a bed of snow : 

While on his lips, distilled in balmy dews, 

(Those lips divine, that cvn in silence know’ 

The heart to touch), persuasion to infuse, 

Still hangs a rosy charm that never vainly sues. 

The friendly curtain of indulgent sleep 
Disclosed not. yet his eye-. rei-tlc-* sway, 

Hut front their silky veil there seemed to peep 
Some brilliant glances with a softened r ay, 

Which o'er his features exquisite! - play. 

And all hi" poiisht-d limbs suffuse with light. 

Thus through some narrow pace the azure day, 
Sudden its elut rful va\ s did using bright, 

Wide darts its lucid H-am-, to gild the brow of night. 

His fatal arrow - and .■(■!« tiul bm.v 
Mesid'- ti e r nidi WiT’ !.e 'iigeut 1_\ tbr-Wli. 

Nor needs the god l.i- dazzling ant.s to show 
His glorious birth ; such l «uiu\ n and him shone 
As sure coubi spiing from Beauts’- -elf ab>ne ; 

The bloom which glowed o’er all of soft desire 
Could well proclaim Li:.* IhautyN cherished son : 
And I hum tv’s self will oft tlm-r charms admire. 
And steal his witehing -mile, his glance*- li\ing lire. 

Speechless with a we, in transport strangely lost, 
Long I'swdie stood with fixed adoring c\« : 

Her limb- iinumiable, her -en-es m--* <1 
J let ween amazement, bar, and ecsfaey, 

She hangs enamoured o’er the deit\. 

Till from her trembling hand extiugui-bed lulls 

The fatal lam]*.lie starts—and suddenly 

Tremendous thunders celm through the halls. 
While ruin’s hideous cradi bursts o’er the atinghted 
walls. 


The careless eyo can find no grace, 

No beauty in the scaly folds, 

Nor see within the dark embrace 
What latent loveliness it holds. 

Yet in that bulb, those sapless scales, 

The lily wraps her silver vest, 

Till vernal suns and vernal gales 

Shall kiss once more her fragrant breast. 

Yes, hide beneath the mouldering heap 
The undelighting slighted thing ; 

There in the cud earth buried deep, 

In silence let it wait the spring. 

«>h! many a stormy night shall close 
In gloom upon the barren earth, 

While still, in undisturbed repose, 

Uninjured lies the future birth : 

And Ignorance, with sceptic eye, 

Hope’s patient smile shall wondering view: 

Or mock her fond credulity 
As her •oft tears the spot bedew. 

Sweet smile of hope, delicious tear! 

The sun, the shower indeed shall come ; 

The promised verdant shoot appear, 

And nature nid her blossoms bloom. 

And thou, 0 virgin queen of spring! 

Shalt, from thy dark and lowly bed, 

Bursting thy green sheath’s silken string, 
Unveil tiiv charms, and perfume shed ; 

Unfold thy robes of purest white, 

Unsullied from their dark-ome grave, 

And thv soft petals’ silvery light 
In the mild breeze unfettered wave. 

So Faith shall seek the lowly dust 
Where humble S *rr*.w loves to lie, 

And bid her thus her hopes intrust, 

And watch with patient, cheerful eye; 

And bear the long, cold wintry night, 

And bear her own degraded doom ; 

Ami wait till Heaven’s reviving light, 

Kternal spring! shall burst the gloom. 

KOm.KT BLOOMFIELD. 


* 


Dread horror *ei/e* on her sinking hunt, 

A mortal elnllne-s -hudder- at her brea-t. 

Her soul shrinks faintim: tu>m uuith s icy dart. 
The groan scarce uttered die- but hull expre—ed, 
And down she sink- in de.ollx swoon oppres-ed : 
Hut when at length, awaking from her trance, 

The tenors of her fate -tand nil cuufe--ed, 

In vain she ea-ts around her timid glance ; 

The rudely frowning scenes her t u rner j<*\- enhance. 

No traces of those joys, alas, remain! 

A desert solitude alone appear* ; 

No verdant shade relieves the sandy plain, 

'J'he wide-spread waste no gentle fountain cheers ; 
One barren face the dreary prospect wears; 
Nought through the vast horizon meets her eye 
To calm the dismal tumult of her fears ; 

No trace of human habitation nigh ; 

A sandy wild beneath, above a threatening sky. 

The lift/. 

[By Mr# Tlglic.] 

How withered, perished seems the form 
Of yon obscure unsightly root 1 
Yet from the blight of wintry storm, 

It hides secure the precious fruit. 


i Ilom.Hr Bloom held, author of The Fanners Boy, j 
and other poems illustrative of English rural life and i 
j customs, was l>orn at llonington, near Bury St j 
Edmunds. Suffolk, in the year 1766. His father, a I 
tailor, died w hilst the poet was a fluid, and he was I 
I placed under his uncle, a farmer. Here he remained | 
i onlv two years, being too weak and diminutive for j 
fit Id labour, and he was taken to London by an } 
elder brother, and brought up to the trade of a shoe- { 
maker. His two years of country service, and oc- j 
casional visits to his friends in Suffolk, were of in- • 
estimable importance to him as a poet, for they i 
afforded materials for his 4 Farmer’s Boy,’ and gave ; 
a freshness and reality to his descriptions. It was j 
in the shoemaker’s garret, however, that his poetry 
was chiefly composed ; and the merit of introducing ; 
it to the world belongs to Mr C&pcl Loffh a lite¬ 
rary gentleman residing at Troston, near Bury, to 
whom the manuscript was shown, after toing re¬ 
jected by several London liooksellers. Mr Lofffc 
warmly befriended the poet, and had the satisfaction 
of seeing his prognostications of success fully verified. ; 
At this time Bloomfield w as thirty-two years of age, 
was married, and had three children. The Ear- 
mer’s Boy’ immediately l>ecame popular; the Duke 
of Grafton patronised the poet, settling on him a . 
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small annuity, and through the influence of this 
nobleman he was appointed to u situation in the 
Seal-office. In 1810 Bloomfield published a collec- 
ij tion of Kural Tales, which fully supported his re- 
| putation ; and to these were afterwards added Wild 
1 1 Flowers, Uazlcwood Hull , a village drama, and May- 



A ii-tin'* I , the n-rly : ^ 


j! ( luu with the J\Iusew 1 In* last was published in the 
11 year of his death, and opens with u ji:;,• bur<t of 
i poetical, though melancholy feeling— 

[! J”} for the strength to paint my my .»mv u\ -v< 

Ihat joy I feel when winter'* ndgn i- <>Tr; 

W hen the dark despot lifts Ids ln-arv hr..w, 

And seeks his polar realm's eternal sm»w : 

Though bleak November'* fhg* oppre*.* mv brain. 
Shake every nerve, and struggling fancy chain ; ’ 
Though time creeps o’er me with his p ;l l*ied hand, 
And frost-like bids the stieam <4 pas*a<>n stand. 

The worldly circumstances of the author seem t , 
have been su •!) as to confirm lie* common idea as 
to the infelicity of poets. His situation in the Seal- 
office was irksome and laborious, and lit- was forced 
to resign it from ill health. He engaged in fh e 
bookselling business, but was mmuccc-.sful. In Ids 
latter years be resorted to making vllulian harps, 
which he sold among hi*, friends. We have been 
informed by the poet's son (a modest, and intelligent 
man, a printer), that Mr lingers exerted himself to 
j procure a pension for Bloomfield, and Mr Southev 
{ also took much interest in his welfare ; but his last 
days were irnbittered by ill health and poverty. So j 
severe were the sufferings of Bloomfield from con- | 
tinual headache and nervous irritability, that fears 
were entertained for his reason, when, happily, death 
stepped in, and released him from ‘the world’s poor 
strife.’ He (lied atSheffbrd, in Bedfordshire, on the 
19th of August 1823. The first remarkable feature 
in the poetry of this humble bard is the easy smooth- 
, ness and correctness of his versification. His (tir 
: j was attuned to harmony, and his (aste to the toautics 
11 of expression, before lie had learned anything of 
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criticism, or had enjoyed opportunities for study. ! 
This may be seen fYom the opening of his principal | 
poem:— | 

O come, blest Spirit! whatsoe’er thou art. 

Thou kindling warmth that hover’nt round my heart ; j 
Sweet inmate, hail! thou source of sterling jo’y, 

That poverty itself can not destroy. 

Be thou mv Muse, and faithful still to me, 
j Belruce the step.* of wild obscurity. { 

i No deeds of arms my humble lines rehearse; 

No Alpine wonders thunder through my verse, 

The roaring cataract, the snow-topt bill. 

Inspiring awe till breutli itself stand* still : 

Nature s suhlimer scene* ne'er ehutiued mine eve*-, 

Nor science led me through the b.»un<ilr*s ,*kic*; 

From meaner object* far mv raptures flow : 

H point these rapiuu’*! bid lev 1.<>m glow, 

And lead my sou! to ec-tu* ie <1 j rai- ■ 

I or all the lde**ing* <>t nr. infant duv * ! * 

ihar ine through legicu* wiinv gav I at.cv d"ell* ; 
lint mould t- Truth'* tan toim wkc memory tells. 

I/m»*, trifling incident*, and gran- i ,\ *. ng, 

Thai to t!ir huinble-t nit nial b- ; 
d o him vlu»*e drink « ry njdn i .led g-c*, 

Hi* joy* unn-ekoi td, a* in- r.Me* m w..c* : 

Though jo\ * ami can * in m < rv path are iim, 

And v-uthful mind' l:.i\teeimg- of ?),< ii 

«pi : '-:;-*.pringing .rr* m-, tr\in*i< m a- the dew, 

Holight* from trifle-, ti :ih - i new, 

d'wjis thu* w it). » ib *.!.,« -1*. t.it hero ... and p- <, 

Labour lc* p.»ri ; >n, l>ut In f-it im j.- 
N" stripe-, no tyranny hi* -top* pi • I, 

Hi- lite wa* e,.n-t..i.t Vu.-rful *ci \ . 

Strange to the v ..rid. In woe a ba*kfn! h-.f, 

J lie field* hi- ** ndy , nat tire im in b- d. ; 

•' n 1 .a* revoh ing *m*on* ehan.t d th- 
I' i'* ns lieat to cold, temjio-tuoii - to -/ , :i , . 

Through every ehnng- *r 1 1 i \atnU in - empb v, 

^ et each new duty brought it* dial- of )•*.. 

H interesting to contrast the ehe-ribl t-rne of 
lit><*iafield * do -i riptions of rural 111*- in it* burdcsf 
and lea*t hinting Ionia*, with those of Crabbc, abo 
a native nt Still.dk. lh*th are true, hut coloured 
v. itlt the respective peeuliarif h *, in their stele of 
, <Tservatinn and hiding, of tin- two poem. Blonui- 
t’-hl de*-rihcs the various occupation* ef a farm bov 
in seed-time, af harvest, tending cattle and sheep, 
and otlu r ee-npation*. In his tales, he embo he* 
j In,,lv nioral hiding an 1 painting, and his in< i lent* 

! ore pleasing and well arranged. His want of vigour 
j and passion, joined 1o the humility of hi* theme.'. is 
j perhaps the cause of hi* being now little read : hut 
• he is one of the most characteristic and faithful of 
| our national poets. 

! [ T<ir,tl},-Sntvn>'i Whutt lti } „ Sparrow*-— Juwti 

j - Tht Slii-Larl - Rtayniy, a/.- Ilaee.it Field.] 

i 1 he larmer’s Iil<* displays in every part 
j A moral lesson to the sen,-mil heart, 
j Though in tin* lap of plenty, thoughtful still, 

He looks beyond the presint good or ill ; 

Nor estimates alone one blessing’s worth, 
from changeful seasons, or capricious earth ! i 

But views the future with the present hours, i 

And looks for failures a* In* looks for showers’ 
l or casual us for certain want prepares, i 

And round hi* yard the reeking haystack rears; ' 

Or clover, blossomed lovely to the sight, j 

His team’s rich store through many a wintry night. j 
u hat though abundance round his dwelling spread*. ; 
Ihougdi ever moist his self-improving meads ! 

Supply his dairy with a copious flood, j 

And seem to promise unexhausted food ; 
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That promise f«Hl« when buried deep in snow, 

And vegetative juice* ceaiie to flow. 

For this his plough turns up the destined lands, 
Whence stormy winter draws its full demands; 

For this the seed minutely small he sown, 

W hence, sound and sweet, the hardy turnip grows. 

| Hut how unlike to AprilV closing days ! 
i. High climbs the sun and darts his powerful rays; 
r whit <’iis the fresh-drawn mould, and pierces through 
; The cumbrous clods that tumble rouml the plough, 
i t JVr heaven's 1 right azure, hence with joyful eyes 
! T lie farmer sees dark clouds assembling vise ; 

Horne o’er his fields a lie,ivy torrent falls, 

And strikes the earth in hasty driving -quail-. 
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'1 Jo- n<. bLng wbt a*. > i: : P.i 1 ", 

W *! Ji :;,: Iky 1.. »’M .* -la*: v < . h* ! • * , 

Fro yet t l*e hat!» t if; . >-d it - in .id will, b; w: 

‘1 lit- j r thousand* in a l!>>. k. f*-r i v• r gay, 

I.' ud ehitping sj,;u jmvv- wele..ine ill tin* day* 

Ami tiojji the m ».•'■■■ of tin- bald tli":n 
l>*'d‘ i'he hv upon the bond me * on,, 
t iib . w it U a polo a- -ail- 5 !n b id-- t* tr» at -, 

And round t to* n-ra’—irr*>*.vu b*wy b- :Vn r hi a.l>, 

< hi either .id** i oiujib tt 1; "i< replead. 

Here branches bend, tbr.f coni oVr**to«.j»N Li- head, 
tireeti c ve:t hall ! I-t tijr>-ueii thf vaniirj m ar 
No h.uir" m “Wert, no seem- to him so dear. 

Here Wmdoiti** phirid eye delighted **»e» 

His fre.jui nt tutci v :t!“ id handy case, 

Ami with ohi lav hi - infant s-*u 1 limpin', 

.lint kindisng thole bci nrior-dying him. 

Whence s.dnudc f<iio' jncuhai charin'. 

And hea\cii-dm cird thought hi' !.. luinuh 

.1 vi't where tlie parlim: hough’s light dnidows play, 
Scarce in tlie shade. ic r in the scon lung nay. 
Stretched on the tort’ Lc lies, a peopled !-.<!, 

Where swarming insects creep around hn head. 

The small dust coloured beetle climhs with pain 
O'er tlie smooth plantain leaf, a spacious plain ! 
Them e higlu r still, hv eountU-s -steps com* y ed. 
He gains the summit of a .shivering blade. 

Ami Jlirts his filmy wings, and looks around, 

; Kxulting in his distance from the ground. 

The lender speckled moth here dancing seen, 

I The vaulting gtasshopper of glossy green, 

And all prolific Summer's sporting train, 

J Their little* lives hv various power., sustain, 
j lint w hat can unassisted vision do ! 

Wluvt but recoil where most it would pursue ; 

His patient gaze but finish with a sigh, 

When Music waking speaks the skylark nigh. 

Just starting from the corn, lie cheerily sings. 

And trusts with conscious pride his downy wings; 
Still louder breathes, ami in the face of day 
Mounts up, and calls on (liles to mark his way. 


Clow* to his eyes his hat he instant bends, 

And forms a friendly telescope, that lends 
Just aid enough to dull tin* glaring light, 
i And place the wandering bird before his sight, 
j That oft beneath a light cloud sweeps along, 
j Lost for a while, yet pours the varied song ; 
i The eye “till follows, and the cloud moves by, 

Again he stretches up the char blue sky ; 

His form, liis motion, undistinguished quite, 

Saie when he wheels direct from shade to light 
KVn then the songster a in**re speck became, 

, (Hiding like laney’- bubbles in a dream, 

The gazer -cc- ; hut yielding to repose, 

! on ii tinglv hi* jaded eyelids clo-e. 

H-do-oiiis deep ! From sleep who could forbear, 

W ith guilt m. more than (dies, and no more care ; 
iYic-e oYi hi slumbers wates her guardian wiim, 

Nor Con-cienre once disturbs Liu with a -ting ; 

1 L* wak-'s )• 'di-hod fr< iu every t^vinl pain, 

And takes } 1 i h pub-, and brudie* r -and again. 

It • *laik green hue, it-' si< klier i nts ail fail, 

And npening Larve* ru“tb*s in tin- gale. 

A glorious “ight, if glory diveils below, 

Where heaven's munificence makes all tilings show, 

< >Vr every field and golden prospect found, 

1 hut glads the poun*’ imuib Mimlay morning’s round t 
W Io n mi -<>i!ie eminence he take> ids stand, 

I " judge ilie smiling produce of the land. 

Neie Vanity .-.jinks lack, her head to hide ; 

'A bat i> there here t-« flatter human pride ? 

1 he towering fabii*’, *.r tic domed loud rear, 

Ai «1 “teailla • e*dumn- may u-T-*;»i-h more, 

'A lu re the ebarmt d ga.'er l**ng delighted stays, 

A t t tra<«<! but p. tie* aiebilect lie prai-e ; 

Whiht lu re the venc-t rh-wn that treads the sod, 
Without one '«TUpie •jive*, the place to ( io*l ; 

And t Wt.foj<l joy ' p. - hi** ramure.i j:.;i.H, 

Fro*.i era! itud*- and a im.rati' n joint d. 

Hen , ini':*! the b> I «ii -1 timuph- «• i her worth, 
Nature h<*r*-elf invite-, the naners fortli ; 

Hare*, th* 1 keen - k it from it- t well emonth’s rc.-r, 

Aiul i' i v e. that i rdour whieh in every breast 
Ik-iii in!ai.ey p. age alike appeal's. 

When the iimt 'heat' its plumy top uproar*. 

N*' rake takes le-re what Heaven to all bestows— 
('hildnn •-( want, for you the bounty flows! 

And eveiv eottage fn*m the piente-uis store 
liereiv e*. a burdtn niglitly at im door. 

11.iik ! win r<* tin* -.weeping *-cy the now rips along ; 

. l-’.aeli sturdy m-ow-r, enoib-n-. and strong, 

\Vh'i.r writhing form merniiaii heat defies, 
i Lend' o'er h;- work, and every sinew trio ; 

Prostrate - tiie waving trea.uve at his feet, 

Hut spares the rising clour, short and sweet. 

Come Health! come Ji Jlity light-footed come ; 

Here hold yourn-vcN, and make this your home. 
Kacli lieart await., and hail-’ you as its own ; 

1 llach moistined brow that scarris to wear a frown : 

The unpeopled dwelling mourns its tenants strayed : 

' KVn the dome*tie laughing dairymaid 
Hies to the field the general toil to share. 

; Meanwhile the farmer quits his elbow-chair. 

His cool brick lloor. lii< jiitcher, and his ease, 

And braves tin* sultry beams, and gladly sees 
His gates thrown open, ami his team abroad, 

'I’he ready group attendant on bis word 
To turn the swath, the qtiivcring load to rear, 

(>r ply the busy* rake the land to clear. 

Summer’s light; garb itself now cumbrous grown, 

Kach his thin doublet in the shade throws down: 
Where oft the mastiff skulks with hall-shut eye, 

And rouses at the stranger passing bv ; 

While unrestrained the social converse flows, 

And every breast Love’s powerful impulse knows, 

! And rival wits with more than rustic grace 
j Confess the presence of a pretty face. 
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TILL THE PRESENT TIME. 


| Jiosy Hamah . 

i A spring, o’erhung with many a flower, 
i The gray sand dancing in its bed, 

| Embanked beneath a hawthorn bower, 

Sent forth its waters near my head. 

A rosy lass approached my view; 

< I caught her blue eyes’ modest beam ; 

The stranger nodded 4 Ilow-d’yo-do V 
' And leaped across the infant stream. 

The water heedless passed away ; 

With me her glowing image stayed : 

1 strove, from that auspicious day, 

To meet and bless the lovely maid. 

I met her where beneath our feet 

Through downy moss the wild thyme grew ; 
Nor moss elastic, flowers though sweet. 

Matched Hannah's cheek of rosy hue. 

j; 1 met her where the dark woods wave, 

j I And shaded verdure skirts the plain ; 

| i And when the pale moon rising gave 

I j New glories ro her rising train. 

i. From her sweet cot upon the moor, 
j ' Our plighted vows to heaven are flown; 

I I Truth made me welcome at her door, 

If And rosy Hannah is my own. 

! Linrs mhhrmd to vnj ('Itildrcn. 

I i [Occasioned by a visit to Whittlebury Forest, Northampton* 
; shire, in August lHeo.] 

j Genius of the forest shades, 
i Lend thy powyr, and lend thine car ; 

A stranger trod thy lonely glades, 

, Amidst thy dark and bounding deer; 

Inquiring childhood claims the ver-e, 

O let them not inquire in vain ; 

| Be with me while 1 thus rehearse 
The glories of thv sylvan reign. 

1 Thy dells by wintry currents worn, 

Secluded haunts, how dear to me! 

I From all but nature’s converse borne, 

No ear to hear, no eve to see. 

Their honoured leave* the green oak« reared, 

And crowned the upland’s graceful swell ; 

While answering through the vale was heaid 
Each distant heifer’s tinkling bell. 

Hail, greenwood shades, that, stretching far, 
i Defy e’en summer’s noontide power, 

When August in his burning ear 
• Withholds the clouds, withholds the shower. 

The deep- toned low from either hill, 
j Down hazel aisles and arches green 
| (The herd’s rude tracks from riil to rill), 

Roared echoing through the solemn scene, 

i: ~ 

j; From my charmed heart the numbers sprung. 
Though birds had ceased the choral lay ; 
j I poured wild raptures from my tongue, 
j And gave delicious tears their way. 

| Then, darker shadows seeking still, 
j Where human foot had seldom strayed, 

| I read aloud to every hill 
j Sweet Emma’s love, 4 the Nut-brown maid.’ 

Shaking his matted mane on high, 

| The gazing colt would raise his head, 

! Or timorous doe would rushing fly, 

And leave to me her grassy bed; 

Where, as the azure sky appeared 
Through bowers of ever varying form, 

’Midst the deep gloom methought 1 heard 
The daring progress of the storm. 


How would each sweeping ponderous bough 
Resist, when straight the whirlwind cleaves, 
Dashing in strengthening eddies through 
A roaring w ilderness of leaves ? 

How would tho prone descending shower 
From the green canopy rebound ? 

How would the lowland torrents pour f 
How' deep the pealing thunder sound ? 

j But peace was there: no lightnings blazed ; 

No clonus obscured the face of heaven ; 

Down each green opening while I gazed, 

My thoughts to home and you were given, 

O, tender minds ! in life's gay morn, 

Sane clouds must dim your coming day ; 

Vet bootless, pride and falsehood scorn, 

And prime like this shall cheer your wav. 

Now, at t’ne dark wood's stately side, 

Well plea-ed 1 met tlm *1111 aeain ; 

Here fleeting fanev trawlicd wido; 

Mv seat was de-tin* d to tho main. 

For main an « ak lay stn-tdird at length, 

Whose trunks (with bark m- longer sheathed) 
Had reached their foil meridian strength 
Before your fithe:'- father breathed ! 

Perhap- they 'll many a eontliet bru\e, 

And many a dreadful storm defy ; 

Then, groaning o'er the advn«c waw, 

Bring home the bag o' uetory. 

Go, then." proud oaks ; we meet no more ! 

Do, grace the scene- to he denied. 

The white elifis round my nariu -bore, 

Ami tiie loud or*-,;)/- swelling tide. 

4 < ienius of the forest shade-,’ 

Sweet from the heights of tin domain, 

When the gray * veiling shadow fa*h 
To view the country’s golden grain ; 

To view tin* gleaming village spire 

'.Midst distant grow- unknown to me— 

Grove- that, grown bright in borrowed fjje, 

Bow o’er the peopled vale.- t" thro. 

Whore wu> thy eh;n train, that play 

Bound Wake’- huge oak, theii favourite tree, 
Dancing the twilight hour- away ! 

Why wen.- they not rewaled to me! 

Yet, Moiling fairie- left behind, 

AlVeoiion Brought you all to rimy j 
To love and tomb me-' re-igm d, 

My heart heaved many a ,-igh for you. 

When morning' still unclouded w-c, 

Kelreshed with sleep and jmoitu dreams, 
Where fruitful field?* with woodland* dose, 

1 traced the births of various stream-. 

From be*Is of clay, lu re ere* ping rills, 
rinseon to parent < m-e, would Meal ; 

< >r, gushing from the northward hill-, 

Would glitter through Tow’* winding dale. 

But ah ! ye cooling* spring's, farewell ! 

Herds, 1 no more your freedom shun 1 ; 

But long mv grateful tongue -hall tell 
M hat brought your gazing strungor there. 

4 Genius of the fore-t shades,’ 

Lend thy power, and lend thine car ; 

1 But dreams still lengthen thy long glades, 
j And bring thv peuct' and .silence here. 

I 

[D 'trrijtfitm of a Jilind Youth.] 

; bor from his cradle he had never seen 
I Soul-cheering sunbeams, or wild nature’ll green, 
j But all life*a blessings centre not in sight; 

| ^ or Providence, that «leaU him one long night, 
j Ilud given, in pity, to the blooming boy 
1 heelings more exquisitely tuned to joy. 
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! wets* ENGLISH LITERATURE. Robert bloompield. 

: I'ond to excess was he of all that grew ; ! Nature’s own carpet spread the space between, 

The morning blossom sprinkled o’er with dew, ! Where blithe domestics plied in gold and green. 

Across his path, as if in playful freak, | The venerable chaplain waved his wand, 

\\ ould dash his brow and weep upon his cheek ; I And silence followed as ho stretched his hand : 

Koch varying leaf that brushed where’er he came, ■ The deep carouse can never boast the bliss, 

i Pressed to his rosy lip he called by name ; "The animation of a scene like this. 

lie grasped the saplings, measured every bough, j At length the damasked cloths were whisked away 
* Inhaled the fragrance that the spring’s months throw i Like fluttering sails upon a summer’s day; 

Profusely round, till his young heart confessed j The hey-day of enjoyment found repose; 

) That all was beauty, and himself was blessed. : The worthy baronet majestic rose. 

\ nt wlcn In' traced the wide extended plain, i 1 hev viewed him, while his ule was fillin' 7, round, 

Or ole: ir brook side, he felt a transient pain : I he monarch of hi** own paternal ground. 

I he keen regret <>f goodness, void of pride. His cup was lull, and where the blossoms bowed 

1 o think lie could imt roam without a guide. , Over hi- head, !mt Ambrose spoke aloud, 

.’Oy U<>;, trith ff. .v-w. Nor popped a dainty form or phrase to cull. 

His heait elated, like his cup was full : — 

. j Jl'hi'jft ofim Ny"'"-] ‘ l ull be y-»ur hopes, and ricli the crops that fall; 

<( ’ * t Health to my jieighb<oiis, ha]»pines.s to all.’ 

| 1 lien came tlm jovial day, lm streak- <>1 i• ■ ■ 5 l>ull mu-t that clown be, dull a* winter s sleet, 

j. <»r the broad portal of the morn were -pr.-a-', Who would not instantly !,.■ on Ibis feet : 

Hut one high-bailing mist <>1 da/./litig white, An echoing health to mingling -bouts give place, 

A screen of gos-unier, a magi*- light, . ‘ >ir Ambn-. Jiiglmm and his j ole race 

1 )oortiyd instantly, by >lmple-t 'hephenF- ken, vHh the. Mute*, 

do reign awhile, and be exhaled at t*n. 


(iVr leaves, o’er blossoms, by his po i*r restored. 
Forth came the com^iering sun arid o-»ked abroad : 
.Million- o[ d< w drops fell, v< t miH’mns hung, 

Lik” vv<-r H tiatisport trembiu g on the tonge. , 
d oo strong f-'r utt«-ram*r. Tim- the infant bo-,, 


l The Sob Jirr'.'* IIone <\ J | 

• The topic is trite. >mt in Mr Bloomth-MV. hands it almost 
'limes a eharaeti r ot novelty. Hums’,- Suf/firr’t Return is not, 
■uirtastc, ot;<> whit superior . 1 — Rrnj,rs-rr IVitson."] 


j With rosebud cheek-. n:.d features turn'd t ■ by, 
i Weeps wild»• he struggle- with restraint <•? pi.n ; 
j But change the scand make him laugh aga.e, 
i Hi- lo art rekindles, and his rhe-k at*;., at- 

A thousand time- m ,r«- irndy throoen hi- t< ;in. 

! From th * * first gimip-c of day, a bu-\ -cone 

Wan 11 1 ;vt. high-swelling lawn, t.iat dt -lined gree.i. 
Which nliadonics- rxruncmd tar and wide. 

The mansion”- ornament, tie- hamlet’- pride ; 

To cheer, t-> ..rder, to direi?, c.-ntrive, 

Lveil old Sir Ambrose had been up at Inr ; 

There his whole household laboi.ied in iti- v : w■ 

But light i- labour win re tin* task is mm. 

! N*nm w levied tin* turf to bu:ld a g;a*-y thr--m 
i Bound a huge tlmrn that -pread hi.- b 'Ugli- ai-v, 

! Bough lined and bold, as mn-nr ol the piae. ; 

! live general i--j.-i-1” l In* 11 ighatu race 
! li t 1 plm ic ! r.t- flower-, and mM) he held hi- -v;n, 

S Waved his white head, and b It tin* breath ot May. 

( Sane from the git enhou-e ranged exotic- found, 

| To ba-k in oj.cn day on Ln.Ti-h ground: 

Ami ’rnid-t them in a line of -phndmn drew 
i Long wreaths and garland- gathered in the dew. 

; Some -pivnd tin -m v, y cam a—, propped on high 
■ O'er sheltering table- with their wtn.b* -apply ; 

Some swung tie* biting -evthe with mi ivy lac--. 

And cropped the diu-w- b*r :i dam in.g ‘|kvc ; 

S..me roiled the nmuidy barre l in hi- might, 

' from prison darkness mt ■ chirrin' light. 

And fenced him round with can-; and other- bore 
The creaking hamper with it- costly -tve ; 

Well corked, well flavoured, and well taxed, tlu f tun 
From Lusitanian mountains dear to fame, 

Wlienee (ianm steered, and led the completing way 
To eastern triumphs and the realms of <iav. 

A thousand minor tasks filled every hour, 

; Till the tutu gained the zenith of his power. 

When every path wan thronged with old ami young, 
And many a skylark in his strength upspning 
To bid them welcome. Not a face was there 
But, for May-day at least, had banished care ; 

No cringing looks, no pauper tales to tell, 

No timid glance.they knew their host too well — 

Freedom was there, and joy in every eye: 
t Such scenes were KiiglftmlN boast in days gone by. 
i Beneath the thorn was good Sir Ambrose found, 

His guests an ample crescent formed around ; 


My untt’ml Muse shall no high tone assume, • 
l Nor -i rut in arm--• fa rev. Ml my cap and plume I 
Brief be my v<t-e, a tu-k within tnv power; 

1 tmi my feeliir’- in one happy hour: 

But what an hour wa- that ! when from the main 
1 reached thi- mvely valhy onee again 1 
A glorious harve-t tilled my engi r sight. 

Hall -hocked, half waving in a *b>od of light ; 

' < >n thia poor cottage root where I was born, 

Tin* sun looked down a- in life’- early morn. 

1 gazed around, but m*t a soul appeared; 

1 li-»on**d on the threshold, nothing heard ; 

1 called my father thrive, but no one came; 

It wa- imt fear *<rgnef that -hook my frame, 

But an oVrpowuing scii-e of peace and home, 

< »f toil- gone by, perhaps ofjnys to come. 

Tin* door invitingly stood open wide; 

1 -book, my du-t, ami -et my staff aside. 

How sweet it was to breathe that cooler air, 

And take possession "1 my father’s chair: 

Beneath my elbow, «>n the solid frame, 

\ppeare 1 the rough initials of my name, 

Cut forty year- before ; The same old clock 
Struck the same Wll, and gave my heart a Mnxk 
l never can forget. A ,-hort breeze sprung, 

And while a -igh was trembling on my tongue, 
Caught the old dangling almanacs behind, 

And up they flew like banners in the wind ; 

Tie n gently, singly, down, down, down they' went, 
And told ot twenty year- that 1 had spent 
. Far from my native land. 'That instant came 
A robin on the threshold ; though so tame, 

1 At ftr-i he looked distrustful, almost shy, 

And ea-t on me his coni-black steadfast eye, 

And -coined to say (past friendship to renew) 

; ‘ Ah ha ! old worn-out soldier, is it you V 
Through tlie room ranged the imprisoned humble bee, 
And bombed, and bounced, and struggled to be iue ; 
Hashing against the panes with sullen roar, 

That threw their diamond sunlight on the floor; 

That floor, clean sanded, when' my fancy strayed, 

< >’cr undulating waves the broom had made; 
Reminding me of those of hideous forms 
That met us os we passed the Cape of storm.*, 

Where high and loud they break, and peace cornea 

never; 

s They roll and foam, and roll and foam for ever. 



TILL THIS HU-SENT TIME. 


FROM 1780 


CYCLOPAEDIA OF 


But here was peace, that peace which home can yield ; 
The grasshopper, the partridge in the field, 

And ticking clock, were all at once become 
The substitute for clarion, tile, ami drum. 

; While thus I mused, still gazing, gazing still, 

1 On beds of moss that spread the window sill, 

! I deemed no moss my eyes had ever seen 
| Had been so lovely, brilliant, fresh, and green, 

; And guessed some infant hand had placed it there, 

I And prized its hue, so exquisite, so rare, 
i Feelings on feelings mingling, doubling ro*e ; 

I j My heart felt everything but calm repose ; 

;j I could not reckon minutes, hours, nor years, 
jj But rose at once, and bursted into tears ; 

} i Then, like a fool, confused, sat down again, 

I I And thought upon the past with shame and pain; 
j! I raved at war and all its horrid cost, 

il And glory’s quagmire, where the brave are lost, 
ji On carnage, tire, and plunder long 1 inured, 
j And cursed the murdering weapons I had used. 

Two shadows then 1 saw, two voices heard, 
ji One bespoke age, and one a child's appeared. 

\[ In stepped my father with convulsive start, 

1 1 And in an instant clasped me to hi* heart, 
j' Close by him stood a little blue-eyed maid ; 
jj And stooping to the child, the old man said, 
j; 4 Come hither, Nancy, kiss me once a hi in. 
j! This is your uncle Charles, come Inane from Spain. 1 
i The child approached, and with her linger* light, 

; Strolled my old eyes, alnu»t deprived of .-iglit. 

Ji But why thus spin my tale—thus tedious be ! 

! Happy old soldier 1 what’s the v.orld to me! 

[T« his ira-.] 

I rise, dear Mary, from the soundest re*t, 

A wandering, way-worn, musing, singing guest. 

! I claim the privilege of bill and plain ; 

| Mine are the woods, and all that they contain*; 
j The unpolluted gale, which sweep* the glade ; 
i; All the cool blessings of the solemn slmdi; 
j, Health, and the flow of happiness sincere ; 

! Yet there’s one wish—I wish that thou wert lure; 
i Free from the trammels of domestic care. 

With me these dear autumnal sweets to share ; 
j ’lo share my heart’s ungovernable joy, 
j And keep the birthday of our poor lame boy. 
j; Ah ! that’s a tender string! Yet Cnice 1 Hud 

That scenes like these can soothe the harassed mind, 
j Trust me, *twould sot. thy jaded spirits free, 

I i To wander thus through vales and woods with me. 
j ; Thou know’st how much I love to steal away 
l From noise, from uproar, and the blaze of day ; 

J With double transport would mv heart rebound 
I To lead thee where the clustering nuts are found ; 

’ No toilsome efforts would our task demand, 

For the brown treasure stoops to meet the hand. 

Round the tall hazel beds of moss appear 
In green swards nibbled by the forc>t deer. 

Sun, and alternate shade ; while o’er our heads 
! The cawing rook his glossy pinions spreads ; 

I The noisy jay, his wild woods dashing through ; 
j The ring-dove’s chorus, and the rustling bough ; I 

J The far resounding gate; the kite’s shrill scream ; 
j The distant ploughman’s halloo to his team. 

This is the chorus to my soul so dear; 
j It would delight thee too, wert thou but here: 

| For we might talk of home, and muse o’er days 
I Of sad distress, and Heaven’s mysterious way*; 

1 Our chequered fortunes with a smile retrace, 

And build new hopes upon our infant race; 

Pour our thanksgivings forth, and weep the while; 

Or pray for blessings on our native isle, 
j But rain the wish I Mary, thy sighs forbear, 
i Nor grudge the pleasure which thou canst not ;.h;uc ; 
j Make home delightful, kindly wish fm me, 

| And I’ll leave hills, and dales, anduvoods for thee. 


JOHN LEYDEN. 


John Leyden, a distinguished oriental scholar as 
well as a poet, was a native of Denholm, Roxburgh¬ 
shire. He was the son of humble parents, hut the 
ardent borderer fought his way to learning and cele¬ 
brity. Uis parents, seeing his desire for instruction, 
determined to educate him for the church, ami he 
was entered of Edinburgh college in 1700, in the fif¬ 
teenth year of his age. lie made rapid progress ; was 
an excellent Latin and Greek scholar, and acquired 
also the French, Spanish, Italian, and (Herman, lx> 

! sides studying the Hebrew, Arabic, and Persian. He 
j became no mean proficient in mat hematics and va- 
j rious brunches of science. Indeed, every dilliculty 
! seemed to vanish before his commanding talents, his 
j retentive memory, and robust application, Ilis 
j college vacations were spent at home; and as his 
! father's cottage afforded him little opportunity tor 
.'quiet and seclusion. licl<»*ktd out tor accommoda¬ 
tions abroad. ‘In a wild recess,’ says Sir Walter 
! Scott, ‘in the den or glen which gives name to tin 
village of Denholm, he contrived a sort, of furnace 
for the purpose of snob ehemieal experiments as hi 
: was adequate to performing. But his chief place of 
! retirement was the small parish church, a gloomy 
and ancient building, generally believed in the 
neighbourhood to be haunted. lo this chosen 
place of study, usually locked during week days, 
j Leyden made entrance by lmans of u window. 

1 read there for many hours in the day, and depo- 
' sited his hooks and specimens in a u tired pew. it 
was ji well-chosen spot of seclusion, for the kirk 
(excepting during divine sen ice) is rather a place 
: of terror to the Scottish rustic, and that of ( avers 
was rendered more so by many a tale «>i choMs and 
witchcraft, of which it was the suppu*. d scene, and 
to which Leyden, partly to indulge Ids humour, and 
partly to secure his retirement, contrived to make 
some modern additions. 'The nature of Id* ab.-trusi 
J studies, some specimens of natural history, as toads 
.and adders, bit exposed in their spirit-vials, and 
: one or two practical jests played off upon the more 
I curious of the peasantry, rendered his gloomy haunt 
. not only venerated by the w ise, but il ari d by the 
; simple of the parish.’ From this singular and ro- 
; maiitic study, Leyden sallied forth, with his curious 
j and various stores, to astonish his college associate*, 
j He already numbered among his friends the most 
J distinguished literary and .scientific men of Klin- 
. burgh. On the expiration of ins college studies, 

| Leyden accepted the .situation of tutor to the sons 
: of Mr Campbell of Fairfield, whom he accompanied 
j to the university of St Andriws. 'There he pur* 

! sued his own researches connected with oriental 
learning, and in 171)11 published a sketch of the 
1discoveries ami Settlements of the I^uropeuns in 
Northern and Western Africa. He wrote also vari¬ 
ous copies of verses and translations from the 
northern and oriental languages, which he pub¬ 
lished in the Edinburgh Magazine. In 1M»0 Ley- 
den was ordained for the church. lie continued, 
however, to study and compose, and contributed to i 
Lewis s Tales of Wonder and Scott's Minstrelsy of 
the Scottish Border. So ardent was he in assisting ; 
the editor of the Minstrelsy, that he on one occa¬ 
sion walked between forty and fifty miles, and back 
again, for the sole purpose of visiting an old person 
who {assessed an ancient historical ballad. His 
next publication was a new edition of The. Complaynt 
of Scotland , mi ancient work written about 1M8, j 
which Leyden enriched with a preliminary disscr- j 
tatiou, notes, and a glossary. He also undertook ’ 
the management, for one year, of the Scots Maga- I 
zinc. His strong desire to visit foreigu countries i! 
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! induced hi# friends to apply to government for some Leyden, when he left the place, had a fit of shiver- 
; appointment lbr him connected with the learning ing, and declared the atmosphere wa* enough to give 
| and languages of the East. The only situation which any mortal a fever. The presage was too just: he 
they could procure was that of surgeon’s assistant ; took his IkmI, and died in three days (August 28, 
p and iu five or six months, by incredible labour, 1811), on the eve of the battle which gave Java to 
: Leyden qualified himself, and obtained his diploma, the British empire.’ The Poetical Remains of Ley- 
! ‘The sudden change of his profession,’ says Scott, den were published in 1819, with a Memoir of his 
j ‘ gave great amusement to some of hi-? friends.’ In ■ Life, by the Rev. James Morton. Sir John Malcolm 
December 1802, Ix’yden was summoned to join the and Sir Walter Scott both honoured his memory 
i Christman licet of liuliatnen, in consequence of his with notices of his life and genius. The Great 
■ apjK)iutment as assistant-surgeon on the Madras Minstrel has also alluded to his untimely death 
establishment. He finished his poem, The Semes of in his ‘ Lord of the Isles.’ 


Infamy , descriptive of his native vale, and left \ 
Scotland for ever. After his arrival at Madras, the 1 
health of Ixtydcn gave way, and he was obliged to ! 
remove to l’rince of Wales Island. He resided there 
for some time, visiting Sumatra and the Malayan 
peninsula, and amassing the curious information 
.concerning the language, literature, and descent of 
*tho Indo-Chinese trilx*s, which afterward# enabled 
him to lay a most valuable dissertation before the 
Asiatic Society at Calcutta. Ix*vden quitted ITinoe 
of Wales Island, and was apjwjinted a professor in 
the Bengal college. 'This was sexo' exchanged for 
a more lucrative appointment, namely, that of a 
judge in Calcutta. His spare time was. as usual, 
devoted to oriental manuscripts and antiquities. ‘ I 
may die in the attempt.’ he wrote to a friend, 1 hut 
if l’die without surpassing Sir William .Jones a hun¬ 
dredfold in oriental learning, let never a tear for me 
profane the eye of a borderer.’ The possibility of 
an early death in a distant land often crossed the 
mind of the ambitious student. In lus * scene# of 
Infancy,’ lie expresses his anticipation of such an 
event in a passage of great melody and path's. 


Searlm's Isle, whose tortured shore 
Still rings to (.Trrievrcckin’* roar, 

And lonelv Culonsay ; 

Scenes sm,g by him who sings no more, 

His bright and brief career is o’er, 

And mute his tuneful strains; 

Quenched is his lamp of varied lore. 

That loved the light of sung to pour: 

A distant and a deadly si; re 
Has Leyden’s cold remains. 

The allusion here is to a ballad by Leyden, en¬ 
titled The Mermaid , the scene of which is laid at 
Corrievreekin, and which was published with an¬ 
other, The ( out if Keehlar . in the Border Min¬ 
strelsy. Iiis longest poem is his ‘Scenes of In¬ 
fancy,’ descriptive of his native vale of TevioL His 
versification is soft and musical; he is an elegant 
rather than a forcible ]vk 1. His ballad strains are 
greatly superior to his ‘Scenes of Infancy.’ Sir 
Walter Scott has praised the cqtemng of • The Mer¬ 
maid,’ as exhibiting a power of numbers which, for 
mere melody of sound, has seldom been excelled in 
English poetry. 
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The diver nmon at midnight <‘*>ld and -till. 

Look*, sad and silent, oVr \<* u western hill ; 

While large and pale the ghostly structure' ji -w. 
Reared on the routines of the world hchov. 

J* that dull >ound the hum of Tewot’s stream ! 

1* that him- light the noon’s or tomb-lire*** glean-. ' 

By which a mouldering pile i* taintly seen, I 

The old diverted church of Ilazeldean, 

Where slept my fathers in their natal clay. 

Till Teviot’s waters rolled their bones away! 

Their feeble voices from the stream they rui-< - 
‘ Hash youth ! unmindful of thy early days. 

Why didst thou quit the peasant’* simple lot ! 

Why didst thou leave the pca-autV turf-built cot. 

The ancient graves when* all thy lathers lie, 

; And Tcviot’s stream that long has murmured by ? j 
; And we when death s*» long has closed our eye-*. 

How wilt thou bid us from the dust arise, . 

1 And l>ear our mouldering bone* aero-s the main, 
s From vales that knew our lives devoid of stain ( 

I Hash youth ! beware, thy home-bred \ irtue* *nve, 

! And sweetly sleep in thy paternal grave.’ 

In 1811 Ixyden accompanied the governor-general j 
| to Java. ‘Hi# spirit of romantic adventure,* says ; 
j Scott, * led him literally to rush upon death; for. ; 
1 with another volunteer who attended the expedition, ! 
! he threw himself into the surf, in order to Ik* the j 
first Briton of the expedition who should set foot j 
! upon Java. When the success of the w ell-concerted 
j movements of the invaders lmd given them possea- 
i tion of the town of Batavia, U*yden displayed the 
same ill-omened precipitation, in his haste to exa- 
! m i nc a library, or rather a warehouse of books, in 
which mnny Indian manuseripts of value were said 
to be deposited. A library in a Dutch settlement 
i was not, as might have been expected, in the best 
j order: the apartment had not been regularly venti¬ 
lated, and either from this circumstance, or already 
affected by the fatal sickness peculiar to Batavia, 


Son nit on Sablnith Morn. 

With silent awe 1 hail the sacred mom, 

That scarcely wake* while all the fields are still; 
A soothing calm on every breeze is borne, 

A graver murmur echoes from the hill. 

And softer sings the linnet from the thorn ; 

The skylark warbles in a tone less shrill. 

Hail, light serene! hail, sacred Sabbath mom I 
The sky a placid yellow lustre throws ; 

The gales that lately sighed along the grove 
Have hushed their drowsy wings in dead repose; 
The hovering rack of clouds forgets to move: 

S» *oft the day when the fir-t mom arose!* 


thU to an Indian Gold Coin. 
[Written in Cherical, Malabar.] 

Slave of the dark ami dirty mine ! 

What vanity has brought thee here ? 
How can I love to see thee shine 

So bright, whom 1 have bought so dear! 
The tent-ropes Happing lone I hear 
For twilight converse, anil in arm ; ^ 

The jackal’s shriek bursts on mine ear 
When- mirth and music wont to cheer. 


By (’herical’s dark wandering streams, 

Where cane-tufts shadow all the wild, 

Sweet visions haunt my waking dreams 
Of Tcviut loved while still a child, 

(>f castled rocks stupendous piled 
Ilv Ksk or Eden’s classic wave, 

Where loves of youth and friendships smiled, 
Vncursed by thee, vile yellow slave ! 


A writer in the Edinburgh Re we* (1805- * h “ l 

ahatne Arrowed the opening description m his Sabbath 
m the above sonnet by Levden. The 
poetry, Upsides being congenial to Scottish habits and feel- 
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Fade, day-dreams sweet, from memory fade ! 

| The perished bliss of youth’s first prime, 

That once so bright on fancy played, 

| Revives no more in after-time. 

Far from my sacred natal clime, 

I haste to an untimely grave ; 

The daring thoughts that soared sublime 
Are sunk in ocean’s southern wave. 

Slave of the mine 1 thy yellow light 

Gleams baleful as the tomb-fire drear. 

A gentle vision comes by night 

My lonely widowed heart to cheer: 

Her eyes are dim with many a tear, 

That once were guiding stars to mine; 

Her fond heart throbs with many a fear! 
I cannot bear to see thee shine. 

For thee, for thee, vile yellow slave, 

I left a heart that loved me true! 

I crossed the tedious ocean-wave, 

To roam in clinics unkind and new. 

The cold wind of the stranger blew 
Chill on my withered heart; the grave 
Dark and untimely met my view— 

And all for thee, vile yellow slave ! 

Ha! com’st thou now so late to mock 
A wanderer’s banished heart forlorn. 

Now that his frame the lightning shock 
Of sun-rays tipt with death was borne ? 
From love, from friendship, country, torn, 
To memory’s fond regrets the prey ; 

Vile slave, thy yellow dross ] scorn! 

• Go mix thee with thy kindred day ! 

The Mermaid. 

On Jura’s heath how sweetly swell 
The murmurs of the mountain bee ! 

How softly mourns the writhed shell 
Of Jura's shore, its parent sea ! 

But softer floating o’er the deep, 

The Mermaid’s sweet sea-soothing lay, 
That charmed the dancing waves to sleep, 
Before the bark of Colonsay. 

Aloft the purple pennons wave, 

As, parting gay from Crinan’s shore, 

From Morven’s wars, the seamen brave 
Their gallant chieftain homeward bore. 

In youth’s gay bloom, the brave Maeplniil 
Still blamed the lingering bark’s delay : 
For her he chid the flagging sail, 

The lovely maid of Colonsay. 

‘And raise,’ he cried, ‘ the song of love, 

The maiden sung with tearful smile, 

When first, o’er Jura’s hills to rove, 

We left afar the lonely isle! 

“ When on this ring of ruby red 

Shall die,” she said, “ the crimson line, 
Know that thy favourite fair is dead, 

Or proves to thee and love untrue.”’ 

Now, lightly poised, the rising oar 
Disperses wide the foamy spray, 

And echoing far o’er Crinan’s shore, 

Resounds the song of Colonsay. 

‘ Softly blow, thou western breeze, 

Softly rustle through the sail! 

Soothe to rest the furrowy seas, 

Before my love, sweet western gale! 

Where the wave is tinged with red, 

And the russet sea-leaves grow, 

Mariners, with prudent dread, 

Shun the shelving reefs below. 


As you pass through Jura’s sound, 

Bend your course by Scarha’s shore; 

Shun, 0 shun, the gulf profound, 

Where Corrievrcckin’s surges roar I 

If from that unbottomed deep, 

With wrinkled form and wreathed train, 
O’er the verge of Scarba’s steep, 

The sea-snake heave his snowy inane, 

Unwarp, unwind his oozy coils, 

Sea-green sisters of the main, 

And in the gulf where ocean boils, 

The unwieldy wallowing monster chain. 

Softly blow, thou western breeze, 

Softly rustle through the sail ! 

Soothe to rest the furrowed seas, 

Before my love, sweet western gale!’ 

Thus all to soothe the chieftain’s wo, 

Far from the maid he loved so dear, 

The song arose, so soft and slow, 

He seemed her parting sigh to hear. 

The lonely deck he paces o'er, 

Impatient for the rising (lav, 

And still from Crinan’s moonlight shore, 
lie turns his oye< to Colonsay. 

The moonbeams errip the curling surge, 

That streaks with foam the ocean green ; 
While forward still the rowers urge 
Their cour.-c, a female form was seen. 

That sea-maid's form, of pearly light, 

Was whiter than the down) spray, 

And round her bosom, heaving bright, 

Her glossy yellow ringlets play. 

Borne on a foamy crested wave, 

She reached amain the hounding prow, 
Then clasping fast the chieftain brave, 

She, plunging, sought the deep below. 

Ah! long beside thy feigned bin, 

The monks the prayer of death shall say, 
And long for thee, the fruitless tear, 

Shall weep the maid of Colonsay! 

But downward like a powerless corse, 

The eddying waves the chieftain hear; 

He only heard the moaning hoarse 
Of waters murmuring in his ear. 

The murmurs sink by slow degrees, 

No more the waters round him rave ; 

Lulled by the music nf the seas, 

He lies within a coral cave. 

In dreamy mood recline* he long, 

Nor dares his tranced eyes unclose, 

Till, warbling wild, the sea-maid’s song 
Far in the crystal cavern rose. 

Soft as that harp’s unseen control, 

In morning dreams which lovers hear, 
Whose strains steal sweetly o’er the soul, 

But never reach the waking ear. 

As sunbeams through the tepid air, 

When clouds dissolve the dews unseen, 
Smile on the flowers that bloom more fair, 

And fields that glow with livelier green— 

So melting soft the music fell ; 

It seemed to soothe the fluttering spray— 

‘ S&y, heard’st thou not these wild notes swell I 
Ah! ’tis the song of Colonsay * 

Like one that from a fearful dream 
Awakes, the morning light to view, 

And joys to see the purple beam, 

Vet fears to find the vision true, 
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He heard that strain, ho wildly sweet, 

Which bade Iuh torpid languor fly ; 

Ho feared some Hpell had bound his feet, 

And hardly dared his limbs to try. 

These limbs, sprung from the lucid sea. 

Does no warm blood their currents fill. 

No heart-pulse riot, wild and free, 

To joy, to love’s delicious thrill 

* This yellow sand, this sparry cave, 

Shall bend thy soul to beauty’s sway; 

Can’st thou the maiden of the wave 

Compare to her of Colonsayl’ 

‘ Though all the splendour of the sea 

Around thy faultless beauty shine, 

That heart, that riots wild and free, 

Can hold no sympathy with mine. 

Housed by that voice of silver sound, 

From the paved floor he lightly sprung, 

And glancing wild his eyes around 

Where the fair nymph her tresses wiung, 

These sparkling eyes, so wild and gay, 

They swim not in the light of love ; \ 

The beauteous maid of Colonsay, 

Her eyes are milder than the dove! 

^ No form he saw of mortal mould ; 

It shone like ocean’s snowy foam ; 

! Her ringlets waved in living gold, 

Her mirror crystal, pearl the comb. 

Even now, within the lonely isle, 

Her eyes an: dim with tears for me ; 

And canst thou think that -iron smile 

Can lure my soul to dwell with thee?’ 

| Her pearly comb the siren took, 

'* And careless bound her tresses wild ; 

! Still o’er the mirror stole her look, i 

Ah on the wondering youth she smiled. 

An oozy film her limbs o'er.-pread, 

Unfolds in length her scaly train ; j 

>he tossed in proud disdain her head, ' 

And lashed with webbed un the main. | 

Like mn*dc from the greenwood tree, 

Again she raised the melting l.iv ; 

‘ Fair warrior, wflt thou dwell with me, 

And leave the inaid of Colonsay ? 

4 IhveL here abme!’ the Mermaid cried, 

‘ And view far otFthe sea-nymphs play; 

The prison-wall, the azure tide, 

Shall bar tb - steps from Colonsay. 

Fair is the crystal hall for me 

With rubio and with emeralds set ; 

And sweet the music of tin* sea 

Shall sing, when we for lou* are met. 

Whene'er, like ocean’s scaly brood, j 

I cleave with rapid fin the wave, ! 

Tar from the daughter of the flood, 

Conceal thee in this coral cave. j 

How sweet to dance with gliding feet 

Along the kvel tide so green. 

Responsive t*> the cadence sweet 

That breathes along the moonlight scene! 

1 feel my former soul return, j 

It kindles at thv cold disdain ; 

And has a mortal dared to spurn 

A daughter of the foamy ma ; n !’ 

And soft the music of the main 

Rings from the motley tortoise-shell, 

While moonbeams o’er the watery plain 
| Seem trembling in it- litful swell. 

She fled, around tin* cry-tal cave 
; The rolling waves resume their road ; 

i Un the broad portal idly rave, 

Rut enter not the nymph's abode. 

How sweet, when billows heave their head, 

And shake their snowy crests on high, 

Serene in Ocean’s sapphire-bed 

Ilencath the tumbling surge to lie ; 

And many a weary night went by, 

As in the lonely cave he lay ; 

And many a sun rolled through the sky, 

And poured its beams on Colonsay. 

To trace, with tramjuil step, the deep, 

Where pearly drops of frozen dew 

In concave shells unconscious sleep, 

Or shine with lustre, silvery blue ! 

And oft beneath the silver moon, 

He heard afar the Mermaid sing ; 

And oft to many a meting tune, | 

The shell-formed lyres of ocean ring. j 

Then all the summer sun, from far, 

Pom* through the wave a softer ray ; 

While diamonds in a bower of spar, 

At eve shall shed ft brighter day. 

And when the moon went down the sky. 

Still rose, in dreams, his native plain, 

And oft lie thought his love was by. 

And charmed him with some tender strain : 

Nor stormy wind, nor wintry gale, 

That o’er tho angrv ocean sweep, 

1 Shall e’er our coral groves assail, 

Calm in the bosom of the deep. 

And heart-sick, oft lie waked to weep, 
t When ceased that voice of silver sound, 

< And thought to plunge him in the deep 

| That walled his crystal cavern round. 

1 Through the green meads beneath the sea, 

i Enamoured we shall fondly stray— 

1 Then, gentle warrior, dwell with me, 

I And leave the maid of Colonsay !’ 

| Rut still the ring, of rubv red, 

| Retained its vivid crimson hue, 

j And each despairing accent fled, 

To find his gentle love so true. 

' 1 Though bright thy locks of glistering gold, 

Fair maiden of the foamy main ! 

| Thy life-blood is the water cold, 

i While mine beats high in every vein : 

When seven long lonely months were gone, 

The Mermaid to his cavern came, 

No more misshapen from the zone, 

But like a maid of mortal frame. 

If I, beneath thy sparry cave, 

Should in thy snowy arms recline, 

Inconstant as the restless wave, 

My heart would grow as cold as thine/ 

* 0 give to me that ruby ring. 

That on thy finger glances gay, 

And thou sbalt bear the Mermaid sing 

The song thou lov’st of Colonsay/ 

As cygnet down, proud swelled her breast, 

Her eye confessed the pearly tear: 

His hand she to her bosom pressed, 

* Is there no heart for rapture here! 

* This ruby ring, of crimson grain. 

Shall on thy finger glitter gay, 

If thou wilt bear me through the mam 

Again to visit Colonsay/ 
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‘ Except thou quit thy former love, 
Content to dwell for aye with me, 

Thy scorn my finny frame might move 
To tear thy limbs amid the sea.’ 

* Then hear me swift along the main. 

The lonely isle again to see, 

And when I here return again, 

1 plight my faith to dwell with thee.’ 

An oozy film her limbs o'erspread. 

While slow unfolds her scaly traiir : 

With gluey fangs her hands were clad ; 
She lashed with webbed tin the main. 

He grasps the Mermaid's scaly sides. 

As with broad fin she oars her way ; 

Beneath the silent moon she glides, 

That sweetly sleeps on Colonsay. 

Proud swells her heart! she deems at la"t 
To lure him with her silver tongue, 

And, as the shelving rocks she passed, 

She raised her voice, and sweetly suite. 

In softer, sweeter strains she sung. 

Slow gliding o'er tIre moonlight ba\. 

When light to land the chieftain sprue '. 
To hail the maid of ( < lomay. 

<) sad the Mermaid’s gay note- fell. 

And sadly sink remote at sea ! 

So sadly mourns the writhed dud! 

Of Jura's shore, its parent sea. 

And ever as the year return'*, 

The charm-bound sailors know the d;;\ ; 

For sadly still the Mermaid mourn- 
The lovcl v chb f of Colonsay. 


j | WILLIAM OllTOKI). 

Wiluam Gifforo, a poet, translator, and critic, 
; afforded a remarkable example of successful appli- 
I cation to science and literature under the most un- 
I favourable circumstances. He was born at Asli- 
burton, in Devonshire, in April 111 is father 
; had been a painter and glazier, but both the parents 
| of the poet died when he was young; and after some 
j little education, he was, at the age of thirteen, placed 
I on board a coasting vessel by his godfather, a man 
I; who was supposed to have benefited himself at the 
| expense of Gifford’s parents. 4 It will l>e easily con¬ 
ceived,’ he says, ‘that my life was a life of hardship, 
j I was not only “a ship-boy on the high and giddy 
1 mast,” but also in the cabin, whore every menial 
office fell to iny lot: yet if I was restless and discon- 
; tented, I can safely say it was not so much on 
j account of this, as of my being precluded from all 
possibility ol reading; as my master did not possess, 

| nor do I recollect seeing, during the whole time of 
my abode with him, a single book of any description, 
except the Coasting Pilot.’ Whilst thus pursuing 
il his life of a cabin boy, Gifford w as often seen by the 
I fishwomen of his native town running about the 
j beach in a ragged jacket and trousers. They mcn- 
! tioned this to the people of Ashburton, and never 
j -without commiserating his change of condition, 
j This tale, often repeated, awakened at length the pity 
I of the auditors, and, as the next step, their resent- 
1 ment against the man who had reduced him to such 
j a state of wretchedness. His godfather was, on this 
, account, induced to recall him from the sea, and put 
j him again to school. He made rapid progress, and 
ii even hoped to succeed his old and inlirm school- 
j master. In his fifteenth year, however, his god- 
j father, conceiving that he had got learning enough, 
and that his own duty towards him was fairly 
discharged, put him apprentice to a shoemaker. 


| Gifford hated his new profession with ft perfect 
j hatred. At this time he possessed but one book in 
i the world, and that was a treatise on algebra, of 
! w hich be had no know ledge; but meeting with Hen¬ 
nings Introduction, he mastered both works. ‘This 
i was not done,’ he states, ‘ without difficulty. I had I 
I not a farthing on earth, nor a friend to give me one: ! 
j ]>en, ink, and paper, therefore (in despite of the flip- j 
1 pant remark of Lord Orford), were, for the most j 
j part, as completely out of my reach as a crown and ! 

; sceptre. There was indeed a resource, but the ut¬ 
most caution and secrecy were necessary in apply- 
, ing it. I beat out pieces of leather as smooth ns 
1 possible, and wrought my problems on them with a J 
i blunted awl : for the rest, my memory was tehneious, 

| and 1 could multiply and divide by it to a great ex¬ 
tent.’ lie next tried* poetry, and some of his ‘lament- 
aide doggerel’ falling into the hands of Mr Gookesley, ( 
a benevolent surgeon of Ashburton, that gentleman , 
set about a subscription for purchasing the re-"’ 
tnniuder of the time of his apprenticeship, and cn- \\ 
aiding him to procure a better education. The scheme * 
was successful; and in little more than two years, ! 
(i ifford had made such extraordinary application, that ! 
he was pronounced tit for the university. The place 
of Biblical Lecturer was procured for him at Exeter 1 
college, ami this, with such occasional assistance 
from the country as Mr Gookesley undertook to 
provide, was thought sufficient to enable him to live, 
at least, till lie had taken a degree. An accidental 
circumstance let! t«> Gillord’s advancement. He had 
been accustomed to correspond, on literary subjects, 
with a person in London, his letters Iteim: enclosed ' 

! in covers, and sent, to save postage, to Lord Gro.s- 
i venor. One day he inadvertently omitted the direr- ‘ 

, tion, and his lordship neec.ssarily supposing tin* J 
I letter to be meant for himself, opened and rein] it. 

! He was struck with the contents, and after seeing j 
■ tin; writer and hearing him relate the circumstances ' 
of his life, undertook the charge of his present sup¬ 
port and future establishment ; and, till this last j 
could Ik.* effected to his wish, invited him to come j 
and reside w ith him. * These,' says the grateful 
scholar, 4 were not words of course . they were more 
than fulfilled in every point. I did go and reside ; 
w ith him, and I experienced a warm and cordial 
reception, and a kind and affectionate esteem, that , i 
has known neither diminution nor interruption from 'J 
that hour to this, a period of twenty years.’ Hart 
of these, it nun’ he remarked, were sja nt in attend¬ 
ing the earl’s eldest son, Lord Belgrave, on a tour 
of Europe, which must have tended greatly to in- ) 
form and expand the mind of the scholar. Gifford 
appeared as an author in 1794. Ilis first production 
was a satirical poem entitled The Martini, which 
w as directed against a class of sentimental poetaster* ! 
of that day, usually passing under the collective 
appellation of the Delia Crusca School, (Mrs Piozzi, ; 
Mrs Kobinson, Mr Great head, Mr Merry, Weston, 
Parsons, &<:.), conspicuous for their affectation and j 
had taste, and their high-flown compliments on one 
another. “There was a specious brilliancy in these ij 
exotics,’ he remarks, ‘which dazzled the native ; 
grubs, who had scarce ever ventured beyond a sheep, : 
and a crook, and a rose-tm* grove; with an oaten- ! ! 
tatious display of 44 blue hills,” and “crashing tor- l\ 
rents,” and “petrifying suns.’” Gifford's vigorous ;j 
exposure completely demolished this set of rhyme- fj 
sters, who were probably the spawn of Darwin and J 
Lichfield. Anna Matilda, l*ntira Maria, Edwin, :• 
Orlando, &c., sunk into instant and irretrievable j 
contempt ; and the worst of the number (a man j 
Williams, who assumed the name of Pasquin for his 
‘ ribald strains’) was nonsuited in an action against 
Gifford’s publisher. The satire was universally read 
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and admired. In the present day it seems unncces- critical than just in including O’Keefe, the amusing j; 
sarily merciless and severe, yet lines like the follow- farce writer, among the objects of his condemnation, 
ing still ponses* interest. The allusion to Rope The plays of Kotzebue and Schiller, then first trans- j 
is peculiarly a pproprinte and beautiful:— la ted and much in vogue, he also characterises as | 

, .. . , , ,, ‘heavy, lumbering, monotonous stupidity/ a sentence 

01. for tl.e good ..1.1 time! when nil was new, t(M , um i severe. In the ‘ Macviad' arc 

And every hour brought prodigies to new, ! S(mu . touching and affectionate allusions to the : 

Our mres m unaHwled language told | author's history and f riends. Dr Ireland, dean of 

Of streams of amber and of rocks of gold: Westminster, is thus mentioned 

Full of their theme, they spurned all idle ait, 

And the plain tale was trusted to the heart. ■ Chief thou, my friend! who from my earliest years 

Now all in changed! We fume and fret, poor cl\e>, Hivt shared mv joy-, ami more than shared iny cares. ; 
Less to display our subject than oursehes : Sure, if our fates hang on some hidden power, 

WhateVr we paint- a grot, a flower, a bird. And take their colour from the natal hour, j 

Heavens, how we sweat! laboriously absurd ! 1 hen, Ireland, the same planet on us rose, 1 

i Words of gigantic bulk and uncouth sound, Such the strong sympathies our lives disclose! j 

In rattling triads the long sentence bound ; Thou knowest how soon we felt this influence bland, , 

jl While points with points, with periods periods jar, And sought the biook and coppice, hand in hand, 

it And the whole work seems one continued war! And shaped rude bows, and uncouth whistles blew, 

(Ms not this rad? And paper kites fa last great effort) flew ; ! 

i j - f. Tis pitiful, heaven knows ; And when the day was done, retired to rest, 

| j ‘Tis wondrous pitiful, K'vn take the pro-e : j Sleep on our eyes, and sun-hine .:i our breast. 

Hut for the poetry -oh, that, mv friend, 1»‘ riper year-, again together thrown, ; 

1 1 still aspire nay, smile not- to def< nd. < J’n studies, as our sports before, were one. 

! You pruir*** our sires, but, though they wrote with force, I o^cthcr we explored the ■ s t*>ie pago 

'J heir rhymes were vicious and their diction coarse ; the Ligurian, stern though beardless sage ! 

We want their strength ; agreed ; but we atone < >r traced the A'ju'.niaii through the Latinc road, , 

For that, and rnora, 1»%• sweetness all our own. And trembled at the lashes he bestowed. 

For instance * Hasten to the lawny vale. Together, too, when f irecce unlocked her stores, 

Where vdi -w morning breathe- her -afh'on gale, M e roved in thought o cr 1 rov s devoted shorts, 1 

And bathes the lami-cajx.’ ! < »r followed, while he sought his native soil, 

/>._[; l have it hem. , ‘That old man eloquent’ from toil to toil ; 

4 A voice seraphic grasps niv li.-teniiiL' ear: Iaiigering, with L'ood Alcinous, o et the tale. 

Wandering 1 ga/.c ; when h>! met bought aiat, 'I ill the cast reddened and the stars grew pale. 

More bright than dauntless dads imperial star, Giflbrd tried a third satire, nil Epistle to Peter Pin * 

A godlike form ii lvtum Jar (l>r Woln-tk which, Wing founded on personal 

i ]'. > . \i suppose animosity, is more remarkable for its passionate 

1 These lines peshaps t..< turgid ; what * f Laws, 1 : vehemence ami abuse than lor its felicity or ( orrcct- 

j * The might \ mother - mss. Wolmt replied with 4 A CTit at a Tubbier/ 

/*. Now, Tis plain you sneer, [ eijuallv unwortbv of it is fame. These satirical l*v- 

For Weston's s* if could find no -emblanee here: Wmrs of our author pointed him out as a fit person 

i : Weston! who dunk fimii truth’s imperious light, to edit ‘The Anti-Jacobin/ a weekly paper set up 

Swells like a filthy toad with secret spite, by (Tinning and others for the purpose of ridiculing 

And, cum ing the fame he cannot hope, and exposing the political agitators of the times. It 

Spit- his black venom at the diM of Pope. ; was established in November 1707. and continued 

j! Reptile accused! <> memorable long, only till the duly following. The connection thus 

j' ]f there be fwic»- in virtue or in song, formed with politicians and men of rank was after- 

!i () injured bard ! accept the grateful strain, wards serviceable t<* Gilford. He obtained the situa- 

; Which I, the humlde-t of the tuneful train, tion of paymaster of the gentlemen pensioners, and 

j With glowing heart, yet trembling hand, ripay, was made"a commissioner of the lottery, the emolu- 

j For many a penrive, many a sprightly lav ! incuts of the two offices Wing about L.900 per an- 

j. S<* may thy varied terse, ft«*m ago to Hire, num. In 1^02 he publishedh translation of Juvenal, 

’• Inform the simple, and delight the sage. ' j,, which w a> prefixed his sketch of his own life, one 

; Tlic contributions of Mrs I'iiw/.i to tl.is fantastic of the most interesting ..ml unaffected of autobio- 
garlami of exotic verse are characterised in one fell- era].hies, lie also translated Pm.os. and edited 

; rnnnh-t - the ph»vs of Massinger, Ford, and Nlurley, and the 

tit* us coup tt works'of Ren Jonson. In ISOS, when Sir Walter 

j Sec ThrnlcN gray widow with a .satchel roam, ^ ; Sentt and others resolved on starting a review, 

And bring, in pomp, her laboured nothing* home . j - u o|»jx>sition to the celebrated one established in 

The toatiless bibliomaniac is also tinelv sketched;— Edinburgh. Mr Gilford was selected as editor. In 

, ,, ,, , i , ' bis hands the Quarterly Purine became a powerful 

< Khc-rs like Kcinble, on b ack let U i «»<, and literary journal, to which leading states- 

And what Ok.v n 'n «n!l .u.thors eqmilly contributed. He continued 

»uv at vnst sums tin 1 Hash of am tint days, ,lj M .| lur gv his duties as editor until within two 

I And draw on pr.Mi.pnl.ty for .a'»• „f whirl, took place on the 31st of 

For cIva and ahjatrx only deign to seek, —-a soul 

And live upon a trhilome for a week. That .'pnrurd the crowd’s malign control 

fin... . ..„f the first snlirr A of Krm '^ 


r Fhe ‘ IWviad’ was ;v ]mraphrase of the first satire ‘ 1 • 

of lVrsius. Ill the jt.tr followinp. cncouraped by lie was luph spirited, courapious. l ‘" d g‘‘ 1 “ r !. I . nn(r 
its success, Gifford produced Tht Slm iad, an imita- most of his wr.t.i.ps, however, there wa« a. t g 
tion of Horace, levelled at the corrupters of dra- tinge of personal acerbitv and e\tn ' iru1 ^ 
m^c Udry Hcre also the Ma cAtsca author, was a pood hater, and as he w ^ 

■ ™ 3 • • as well as odes and elegies) tieal visionaries and reformers, he had sddom Ume 

;rse; but Gifford was more to cooL His literary criticism, also, where "° 3 * uch 


(who attempted dramas 
are gibbeted in satiric v 
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prejudices could interfere, was frequently disfigured 
by the same severity of style or temper; and who¬ 
ever, dead or living, ventured to say aught against 
Ben Jonson, or write what he deemed wrong com¬ 
ments on his favourite dramatists, were assailed 
with a vehemence that was ludicrously dispropor- 
tioned to the offence. His attacks on Hazlitt, Lamb, 
Hunt, Keats, and others, in the Quarterly Review’, 
have no pretensions to fair or candid criticism. Ilis 
object w as to crush such authors as w T cre opposed 
to the government of the day, or w’ho departed from 
his canons of literary propriety and good taste. Even 
the best of his criticisms, though acute and spirited, 
want candour and comprehensiveness of design. As 
a politician, he looked with distrust and suspicion 
on the growing importance of America, and kept 
alive among the English aristocracy a feeling of dis¬ 
like or hostility towards that country, w hich was 
as unwise as it was ungenerous. His best service to 
literature "was his edition of Ren Jonson, in which 
he successfully vindicated that great English classic 
from the unjust aspersions of his countrymen. His 
satirical poetry is pungent, and often happy in ex¬ 
pression, but without rising into moral grandeur or 
pathos. His small but sinewy intellect, as some one 
j has said, was well employed in bruising the buttcr- 
I flies of the Della Oruscan Muse. Some of his short 
, copies of verses possess a quiet plaintive melancholy 
and tenderness •, hut his fame must rest on his in¬ 
fluence and talents as a critic and annotator—or 
| more properly on the story of his life and early 
: struggles—honourable to himself, and ultimately to 
i his country—which will be read and remembered 
i when his other writings arc forgotten. 

j The (irfu'c of A n/la. 

I wish I was where Anna lies, 

| For I am sick of lingering here ; 

I And every hour affection cries, 
j (Jo and partake her humble bier, 

j I wish I could ! For when she died, 

i I lost my all ; and life has proved 

J Since that sad hour a dreary void ; 

I A w r aste unlovely and unloved. 

| But who, when I am turned to clay, 

;; Shall duly to her grave repair, 

| i And pluck the ragged moss away, 
j j And weeds that have ‘ no business there !’ 

j And who w’ith pious hand shall bring 

The flowers she cherished, snow-drops cold, 

And violets that unheeded spring, 

To scatter o’er her hallowed mould ? 

And wdio, wdiile memory loves to dwell 
Upon her name for ever dear, 

Shall feel his heart with passion swell, 

And pour the bitter, bitter tear ? 

I I did it; and would fate allow, 
ji Should visit still, should still deplore— 

, But health and strength have left ine now’, 

And I, alas ! can weep no more. 

Take then, sweet maid! this simple strain, 

The last I other at thy shrine; 

Thy grave must then undecked remain, 

And all thy memory fade with mine. 

And can thy soft persuasive look, 

Thy voice that might with music vie, 

Thy air that every gazer took, 

Thy matchless eloquence of eye ; 

Thy spirits frolicsome as good, 

Thy courage by no ills dismayed, 
i Thy patience by no wrongs subdued, 

I Thy gay good-humour, can they fade ? 


Perhaps—but sorrow dims ray eye; 

Cold turf which I no more must view', 

Pear name which I no more must sigh, 

A long, a last, a sad adieu ! ; 

The above affecting elegiac stanzas were written ; 
by Clifford on a faithful attendant who died in his 
service. He erected a tombstone to her memory in 
the kurying-ground of Grosvenor chapel, South 
Audley Street, with the following inscription and ! 
epitaph :— i 

rf; 

* Here lies the body of Ann Davies, (for more than j 
twenty years) servant to William (liflord. Slit* died j 
February (»th, 1 111 o, in the forty-third year of her : 
age, of a tedious and painful malady, which s he bore ! 
with exemplary patience and resignation. Her deeply j 
afflicted master erected this stone to her memory, ns j 
a painful testimony of her uncommon worth, and of 
his perpetual gratitude, respect, and affection for her^ j 
long and meritorious services. j 

Though here unknown, dear Ann, thy ashes r< si, j: 
Still lives thy memory in one grateful breast, 

That traced thy course through many a painful year, 

And marked thy humble hope, thy pious fear. 

< >! when this frame, which yet, while life remained, ,! 
Thy duteous love, \>ith trembling hand sustained, ;! 
Dissolves fas soon it musO, may that blessed Power i! 
Who beamed on thine, illume my parting hour! j! 

So shall I greet thee where n<> ills annoy, jj 

And what was sown in grief is reaped in joy : 

Where worth, obscured below, hursts into day. 

And those are paid whom earth could never pay.* 

t,'nnirirh I HU. ? 

FIRST OF WAY. 

Though clouds obscured the morning hour, ij 

And keen and eager blew the blast, 

And drizzling fell the cheerless shower, 

As, doubtful, to the skiff \\e parsed : I 

All soon, propitious to our prayer, 

Gave promise of a brighter day ; 

The clouds dispersed in purer air, j 

The blasts in zephyrs died away. !| 

So have we, love, a day enjoyed, ' j 

Oil which we both—and yet, who knows 1— ( j 

May dwell with pleasure unalloyed, j 

And dread no thorn beneath the rose. i 

How pleasant, from that dome-crowned hill, 

To view the varied scene below, i 

Woods, ships, and spires, and, lovelier still, ■ J 

The circling Thames’ majestic flow ! 1 

How sweet, as indolently laid, j 

We overhung that long-drawn dale, i 

To w’ateh the chequered light and shade 
That glanced upon the shifting sail! 

And when the shadow’* rapid growtli 
Proclaimed the noon-tide hour expired, 

And, though unwearied, ‘nothing loath,* 

We to our simple meal retired ; 

The sportive wile, the blameless jest, 

The careless mind’s spontaneous flow, 

Gave to that simple meal a zest 
Which richer tables may not know. 

The babe that on the mother’s broast 
Has toyed and wantoned for a while. 

And sinking in unconscious rest, 

Looks up to catch a parting smile ; 

Feeds less assured than thou, dear maid, 

When, ere thy ruby lips could part 
(As close to mine thy cheek was laid). 

Thine eyes had opened all thy heart. 
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Then, then I marked the chastened joy 
That lightly o’er thy features stole, 

From vows repaid (my sweet employJ, 

From truth, from innocence of soul: 

While every word dropt on my car 
So soft (and yet it seemed to thrill), 

So sweet that ’twos a heaven to hear. 

And e’en thy pause had music still. 

And <) ! how like a fairy dream 
To gaze in silence on the tide, 

While soft and warm the sunny gleam 
Slept on the glassy surface wide ! 

And miiuv a thought, of fancy hred. 

Wild , soothing, tender, undefined. 

Played lightly round the heart, and shed 
Delicious languor o’er the mind. 

So hour* like moments winged their flight, 

Till now the boatmen on the shore, 
Impatient of the waning light, 

Kcealied Us by the duelling >>nr. 

Well, Anna, many days like this 
I cannot, mu-t not hope to -hare ; 

For 1 have found an hour of h! h 
S till followed by an ago of rm<\ 

Vet oft when memory interi cm .« • - 
Hut you, dear maid, be happy '•til!, 

Nor e’er regret, mid-t fairer scent-. 

The day we pa »ed on (irecnwich Hill. 

'}'•> a Ti'/* •>/ Furl y IV-’-o. 

Sweet fhovei-s ! that from your humble bed- 
Titus prematurely dare f ri-e, 

And trust your unprotected heads 
To cold Aquarius' watery skie- ; 

Retire, retire ! these tepid airs 

Are not the genial brood of May ; 

That Sun with light malignant glare*, 

And flatters only to betrav. 

Stem winter's reign is m»t yet pa»t— 

I.o ! while your huds prepare to blow, 

On iev pinions comes the blast, 

Ami nips vour root, and lays you low. 

Alas, for such ungentle doom! 

Rut 1 will shield you, and supply 
A kindlier soil on vvhieh t<> bloom, 

A nobler bed on which to die. 

Tome then, ere yet the morning rav 

Has drunk the dew that gems your crest, 
Ami drawn yotfr balmiest sweets away ; 

(> come, and grace my Anna’s breast. 

Yc droop, fond flowers! but, did ye know 
What worth, what goodness there reside, 
Your cups with liveliest tints would glow, 

And spread their leaves with conscious pride 

For there has liberal nature joined 
Her riches to the stores of art, 

And added to the vigorous mind 
The soft, the sympathising heart. 

Come then, ere vet the morning ray 

Han drunk the dew that gems your crest, 
And drawn your balmiest sweets away ; 

() come, and grace my Anna’s breast. 

0 ! I should think—that fragrant bed 
Might 1 hut hope with you to share— 

Years of anxiety repaid 

Ry one short hour of transport there. 

More blessed your lot, yo there shall lire 
Your little’day ; and when ye die, 

Sweet flowers ! the grateful Muse ghall^iye 
A verse—the sorrowing maid a sigh. 


While I, alas ! no distant date, 

Mix with the dust from whence I came, 
Without a friend to weep my fate, 

Without a stone to tell my name. 

We have alluded to the Anti-Jacobin weekly 
paper, of which Mr Gifford was editor. In this 
publication various copies of verses were inserted, 
chiefly of a satirical nature. The poetry, like 
the* prose, of the Anti-Jacobin was designed to 
ridicule and discountenance the doctrines of the 
French Revolution; and as party spirit ran IT h, 
those effusions were marked occasionally by fierce 
]>ersonaiity and declamatory violence. Others, how¬ 
ever, written in travesty, or contempt of the bad , 
j taste ami affectation of some of the works of the 
I day, contained well-directed and witty satire, aimed j 
, bv no common hand, and pointed with irresistible 
| keenness. Among those who mixed in this loyal 
j warfare wa c the late English minister, the Right 
I Honourable Geohgl Canning ' 1770-1827), whose 
fame as an orator and s Late .-man fills so large a 
j space in the modern history of .Britain. Canning 
was then young and ardent, full of hope and ambi¬ 
tion. Without family distinction or influence, he 
relied on his talents for future advancement; and 
j from interest, no less thai feeling and principle, he 
j exerted them in support of the existing administra- 
tion. Previous to this he had distinguished himself 
! at Eton school for Ids classical acquirements and 
: literary talents. Entering parliament in 1 TOT he 
was, in 1700, appointed under secretary of state, 
ami it was at the dose of the following year that 
the Anti-Jacobin was commenced. The contribu¬ 
tions of Mr Canning consist of parodies on Southey 
and Darwin, the greater part of 77«- Jivrers (a 
burlesque on the sentimental German drama), and 
A etc Morality, a spirited and caustic satire, directed 
against French principles and their supporters in 
; England. As party effusions, these pieces were 
! highly popular ami effective; and that they are still 
read with pleasure on account of their wit and 
humour, is instanced by the fact that the Poetry of 
the Anti-Jacobin. collected and published in a sepa¬ 
rate form, has attained to a sixth edition. The 
genius of Canning found afterwards a more appro¬ 
priate field in parliament. As a statesman, ‘just 
alike to freedom and the throne,’ and as an orator, 
eloquent, witty, and of consummate taste, his repu¬ 
tation is established. He had, however, a strong 
bias in favour of elegant literature, and would have 
become no mean poet and* author, had he not em¬ 
barked so early on public life, and been so inces¬ 
santly occupied with its cares and duties. 

i 

The Friend of Humanity and the Knife-Grinder. 

I [In this piece Canning ridicules the youthful Jacobin eflFu- 
1 sinus of Southey, in which, ho says, it wa> sedulously incul- 
I rated that then* was a natural and eternal warfare between 
i the jMH*r and the rich. The Sapphic rhymes of Southey afforded 
a tempting subject for ludicrous parody, and Canning quotes 
the following stanza, lest he should bo suspected of painting 
from fancy, and not from life :— 

* Cold was the night wind : drifting fast tho snows fell; 

Wide were tho downs, and shelterless and naked ; 

When a poor wanderer struggled on her journey. 

Weary and way sore. 'J 

Frikvd or Hcmanitv. 

Needy Knife-grinder ! whither are you ^oing ? 

Rough is your road, your wheel is out ol order ; 

Bleak blows the blast—your hat has got a hole in t, 

So have your breeches ! 
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Weary Knife-grinder! little think the proud ones, 
Who in their coaches roll along the turnpike- 
Road, what hard work ’tis crying all day, * Knives and 
Scissors to grind O !’ 

Tell me, Knife-grinder, how came you to grind knives ? 
Did some rich man tyrannically use you ! 

' Was it the squire, or parson of the parish, 

! Or the attorney l 

! 

: Was it the squire, for killing of his game l or 
j Covetous parson, for his tithes distraining ? 

|, Or roguish lawyer, made you lose your little 

I All in a lawsuit 1 

(Have you not read the Rights of Man, by Tom 
Paine!) 

; Drops of compassion tremble on my eyelids, 

Ready to fall, as soon as you have told your 
Pitiful story. 

KnikkO nr mm: it. 

Story! God bless you! 1 have none to tell, sir ; 

Only lust night a-drinking at the Chequers, 

This poor old hat and breeches, as you see, were 
; Torn in a sculile. 

'! Constables came up for to take me into 

II Custody ; they took me before the justice ; 
j Justice Oldmixon put me in the purish- 

’ Stocks for a vagrant. 

! j I should be glad to drink your honour’s health in 
|' A pot of beer, if you w ill give me sixpence ; 
j I But fur my part, 1 never love to meddle 

With politic-, sir. 

Ficrtwo ok Jlr 'knitv. 

g I give thee sixpence ! I will see thee d - d lir-r 
Wretch whom no sense of wrongs can rmi-c to ven¬ 
geance— 

Sordid, unfeeling, reprobate, degraded 

Spiritless outcast ! 

[ Kicks the. Knife-Grinder. overturns his icin' -', and erit in n 
transport of repnbliron udJnsiasin and universal philan¬ 
thropy] 

' * [Sony by Roycro hi 4 The Tore, j.’ J 


This faded form! this pallid hue! 

This blood my veins is clotting in, 

My years are many—-they were few 
When first 1 entered at the F- 

niversity of (iottingen, 
niversity of Gottingen. 

There first for thee my passion grew, 

Sweet, sweet Matilda Pottingen ! 

Thou wast the daughter of my Tu- 
tor, law- professor at the F- 

niversity of Gottingen, 
niversity of Gottingen. 

Sun, moon, and thou vain world, adieu, 

That kings and priests urc plott ing in : 

Here doomed to starve on water gru¬ 
el, never shall 1 see the* F- 

ni\crsitv of (iottingen, 
niversity of (iottingen. 

[ l>nriny the lost shm :o Koyera dashes h is hco-l repeiitntly aaoimt 
thi- tcoIts n‘ his prison ; ond fondly so hoed ns to prmtuce a 
visible eontosirn. lie then theotes himself on the door in an 
ooony. The curtain drops, the nutsie Still conUnuiny It) play 
tit. 1 it is wholly billet (.1 

LlW Cl! lot Jh.til of /us J.fth'd N<(/. 

Ih th<- ltiirht ||i Ti. (iii>rut‘ Cannim;.] 

Though short thy span, God's unimpoaehed decrees, 
Which made that shortened sjtan one long disease ; 
Vet, merciful in chastening, gave thee scope 
For mini redeeming virtues, faith and hope. 

Meek resignation, pious charity ; 

And, since this world was not the world for thee. 

Far from thy path removed, with partial care. 

Strife, glory, gain, and pleasure’s llowery snare ; 

P*ade earth's temptation- pass thee harmless by, 

And fixed on !leu\on thine unreverted eye! 

Oh! marked from birth, and nurtured for the skiei! 

! In youth, with more than learning’- wi-dom wi-e 2 
As sainted martyrs, patient to endure ! 

Sim] le as unweaned infancy, and pure ! 

Pure from all stain (save that of human chi), 

Which Christ'*' atoning blood hath washed away !) 

By mortal sutlerings now no more oppressed, 

Mount, sinless spirit, to thy destined rest ! 

While I -reversed our nature’s kindlier doom - 
Pour forth a father’s sorrows on thy tomb. 


! Whene’er with haggard eyes I view 

| This dungeon that I’m rotting in, 

! I think of those companions true 

! Who studied with me at the F- 

J Diversity of Gottingen, 

! 1 Diversity of (iottingen. 

: j " 

j [Weeps and pulls nol a blue key eh of, with irfiirh, he tripes his 
j ; eyes ; tjasiny tenderly at if, hr proceeds—} 

| Sweet kerchief, checked with heavenly blue, 
j Which once my love sat knotting in — 

| Alas, Matilda then was true! 
j At least I thought so at the F- 

! | niversity of Gottingen, 

j' niversity of Gottingen. 

r 

[At the repetition of this line lloyero clanks his chains in cadence.'} 

! Barba! barbs! alas! how swift you flew 
Her neat post-wagon trotting in ! 

Ye bore Matilda from my view ; 

! Forlorn I languished at the U- 

|, niversity of Gottingen, 

i niversity of Gottingen. 


Another satirical poem, which attracted iniiili 
attention in literary circles at the time of its publi¬ 
cation, was The Pursuits of Literature, in four parts, 
i the first of which appeared in 1794. Though pub¬ 
lished anonymously, this work was written by Mr 
Thomas James Mathias, a distinguished scholar, 
who diedut Naples in 18.“,V Mr Mathias wax some¬ 
time treasurer of the household to her majesty 
Queen Charlotte. He took his degree of H. A. in 
Trinity college, Cambridge, in 177-1. Besides the 
4 Pursuits of Literature,’ Mr Mathias was author of 
some Jlutitc (hies, nut fa ted from the JSorse Tunyuv, 
The Imperial Kpistle from Kien Lony (o (ieort/e Ilf. 
.(1794), The Shade of Alexander Tope, a satirical 
poem (1798), and various other light evanescent 
| pieces on the topics of the day. Mr Mathias also 
; wrote some Latin odes, and translated into Italian 
j several English poems, lie wrote Italian with cle- 
! Ranee and purity, and it has been said that no Eng- ; * 
lishman, since the days of Milton, has cultivated 1 
I that language with so much success. The * Pursuits i 
j of Literature’ contains some pointed satire on the ! 
author’s poetical contemporaries, and is enriched i 
with a vast variety of notes, in which there is a | 
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great display of learning. George Steevens said 
the poem was merely ‘ a peg to hang the notes on.’ 
The want of true poetical genius to vivify this mass 
of erudition has been fatal to Mr Mathias. Ilis 
works appear to Iks utterly forgotten. 


1>H .JOHN WOIXOT. 

I)u John Wojxot was a coarse but lively satirist, 
who, under the name of 4 Peter Pindar,’ published a 
variety of effusions on the topics and public, men of 
his times, which were eagerly read and widely cir¬ 
culated. Many of them were in ridicule of the 
reigning sovereign, George III., who was a good 
subject for the poet; though the latter, as lie him¬ 
self acknowledged, was a bad subject to the king. 
Wolcot was born at Dodbrooke, a village in Devon¬ 
shire, in the year 17.1S. His uncle, a respectable 
surgeon and apothecary at Fowcv, took the charge 
of his education, intending that he should liecoim* 
his own assistant and successor in business. Wolcot 
was instructed in medicine, and * walked the hos¬ 
pitals ’ in London, after which he proceeded to 
Jamaica with Sir William Tivlawiicy, governor of 
that island, who luvl engaged him as bis medical 
attendant. The social habits of the doctor rendered 
him a favourite in Jamaica; but his time being only 
partly employed by bis professional avocations, be 
solicited and obtained from his patron the* gift of a 
living in the church, which happened to he then 
vacant. The bishop of London ordained the grace¬ 
less neophyte, and Wolcot entered upon his sacred 
duties. His congregation consisted mostly of negj-ocs. 
and Sunday being their principal holiday and mar¬ 
ket, tlic attendance at the church was wry limited. 
Sometimes not a single person came, and Wolcot 
ami his clerk (the latter being an excellent shot) used 
at such times, after waiting for ten minutes, to pro¬ 
ceed to the sea-side, to enjoy the sj» »rt of shooting 
ring-tailed pi genii',; The deatli of >ir William 
Trciawnev cut oil all further 1iojk*s of preferment, 
and every inducement to a longer residence in the 
island. Lidding adieu to Jamaica and the church. 
Wolcot accompanied Lady Trelawney to Fnglaiui, 
and established himself us a physician at Truro, in 
Cornwall. He inherited about i/Jimo bv the death 
of his unde. While resident at Truro, Wolcot dis¬ 
covered the talents of < >pie — 

The (’orni"h b<»\ in tin mine' i»rrd - 

whose genius as an artist afterwards Uranic so dis¬ 
tinguished. lie also materially assisted to form his 
taste and procure him patronage; and when Opic's 
name was well established, the poet and his pro¬ 
tege, forsaking the country, repaired to London, as 
affording a wider field for the exertions of both. 
Wolcot had already acquired some distinction lo¬ 
ins satirical efforts; and he now poured forth a 
series of odes and epistles, commencing with the 
royal academicians, whom he ridiculed with gnat 
success and some justice. In 178‘> he produced no 
less than twenty-three odes. In 1780 he published 
The Lousiad , a J/croi-comic Poctn % in five cantos, 
w hich had its foundation in the fact, that an ob¬ 
noxious insect (either of the garden or the body) 
had been discovered on the king’s plate among some 
green peas, which produced a solemn decree that 
all the servants in the royal kitchen were to have 
their heads shaved. In the hands of an unscrupulous 
satirist like Wolcot, this ridiculous incident was an 
admirable theme. The publication of Boswell’s 
Journal of a Tour to the Hebrides afforded another 
tempting opportunity, and he indited a humorous 
poetical epistle to the biographer, commencing— 


0 Boswell, Bozz;y, Bruce, whate’er thy name, 

Thou mighty shark for anecdote and fame; j 

Thou jackal, leadinjflion Johnson forth 
To eat Macpherson ’midst his native north; 

To frighten grave professors with his roar, 

And shake the Hebrides from shore to shore, 

; All hail ! 

i Triumphant thou through Time’s vast gulf shalt sail, 

I The pilot of our literary whale ; 1 

(’lose t<> the classic Rambler shalt thou cling, j 

Close as a supple eourtier to a king ; 

Late rJmll not shake thee off with all its power; 

Stuck like a hat to some old ivied tower. 

Nay, though thy Johnson ne’er had blessed thy eyes, 
Raoli’s deeds had raised thee to the skies ; 
j Yes, his broad wing hud raised thee (no bad hack\ 
j A ’Tom-tit twittering on an eagle’s buck. 

j In addition to this effusion, Wolcot levelled another 
j attack on Boswell, entitled Pozzy and Putzzi ,, or the 
j Pettish lUiHjrujihf.rs. The personal habits of the 
i king were ridiculed in Preps at St Janus's , Royal 
! IVsdv, Lyric Odes , Nc. Sir Joseph Banks was ail- 
I other subject of his satire— 

I A president, fi ii butterflies profound, 
i nf whom all insect-mongers sing the prabes, 
j Went on a day to catch the game profound 

i in violet-, dunghilL, violet-tops, and dai-ic**, &c. 

: He had also Instructions to a Celebrated Laureate; 
i i*etrr's Pension; liter's Prophecy; Epistle to a Fallen 
Ministtr; Epistle to Janu s liruee , Estj., the Abyssinian 
Traveller; Odes to Mr Panic; Odes to Kiai Lony, 
i Emperor of ( 'kina ; Ode to the I Avery of Latah n, and 
i brochures of a kindred description on most of the 
I celebrated events of the day. From 1778 to ISOS 
above sixty of these poetical pamphlets were issued 
! by Wolcot. N» formidable w;is he considered, that 
i the ministry, as lie alleged, endeavoured to bribe* 
him to silence. He also boasted that his writings 
j had U*en translated into six different languages. In 
! 17ho he obtained from his booksellers an annuity' of 
: .iT’jO, payable half-yearly, for the copyright of his 
i works. ’This handsome allowance lie enjoyed, to 
j the heavy loss of the other parties, for upwards of 
I twenty years. Neither old age nor blindness could 
repress his witty vituperative attacks. He had re- 
1 course to an amanuensis, in whose absence, however, 
j lie continued to write himself, till w ithin a short 
period of his death. ‘His method was to tear a 
! sheet of paper into quarters, on each of which he 
j wrote a stanza of four or six lines, according to the 
| nature of the poem : the paper he placed on a book 
J held in the left hand, and in this manner not only 
wrote legibly, hut with great ease ami celerity.* In 
17Uf> his poetical effusions were collected and pub¬ 
's lished in four volumes 8vo., and subsequent editions 
have been issued; but most of the poems have sunk 
into oblivion. Few satirists tail reckon on perma¬ 
nent popularity, and the poems of Wolcot were in 
their nature of an ephemeral description; while the 
recklessness of hi* censure and ridicule, and the 
want of decency*, of principle, and moral feeling, that 
characterises nearly* the whole, precipitated their 
downfall. He died at his house in Somers’ Town on 
the 14th January 1819, and was buried in a vault in 
the churchyard of St l’aul’s, Covent Garden, close to 
the grave of Butler. Wolcot was equal to Churchill 
as a satirist, as ready and versatile in his powers, 
and possessed of a quick sense of the ludicrous, as 
well as a rich vein of fancy and humour. Some of 
his songs and serious effusions are tender and pleas¬ 
ing ; but he could not write long without sliding 
into the ludicrous and burlesque. His critical acute¬ 
ness is evinced in his Odes to the Royal Ac&de- 
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micians, and in various passages scattered through- A nostrum famous in old popish times 
out his works ; while his ease and felicity, both of For purifying souls that stunk with crimes, 
expression and illustration, are remarkable. In the A sort of apostolic salt, 

following terse and lively lines, we have a good ca- That popish parsons for its powers exalt, 

ricature portrait of Dr Johnson’s styleFor keeping souls of pinners sweet. 

Just as our kitchen salt keeps meat. 

I own I like not Johnson’s turgid style, 

That gives an inch tho importance of a mile, The knaves set off on the same day, 

Casts of manure a wagon-load around, Peas in their shoes, to go and pray ; 

To raise a simple daisy from the ground ; But very different was their speed, I wot: 

Uplifts the club of Hercules—for what l One of the sinners galloped on, 

| To crush a butterfly or brain a gnat; Light as a bullet from a gun ; 

! Creates a whirlwind from the earth, to draw The other limped as if he had been shot. 


A goose’s feather or exalt a straw ; 

Sets wheels on wheels in motion—such a clatter 
To force up one poor nipperkin of water; 

Bids ocean labour with tremendous roar, 

To heave a cockle-shell upon the shore; 

Alike in every theme his pompous art, 

Heaven’s awful thunder or a rumbling cart ! 

[Adrice to Landscape Painters.'] 

Whate’er you wish in landscape to excel, 
London’s the very place to mar it ; 

Believe the oracles I tell, 

There’s very little landscape in a garret. 
Whate’er the flocks of fleas you keep, 

*Tis badly copying them for goats and sheep ; 

And if you’ll take the poet’s honest word, 

A bug must make a miserable bird. 

A rushlight in a bottle’s neck, or stick, 

Ill represents the glorious orb of morn ; 

Kay, though it were a candle with a wick, 

’T would be a representative forlorn. 

I think, too, that a man would be a fool, 

For trees, to copy legs of a joint stool; 

Or even by them to represent a stump : 

Also by broomsticks—which, though well he rig 
Kach with an old fox-coloured wig, 

Must make a very poor autumnal clump. 


One saw the Virgin, soon pecearl cried ; 

Had his soul whitewashed all so clever, 

When home again he nimbly hied, j 

Made fit with saints above to live for ever. | 

In coming back, however, let me say, # j 

He met his brother rogue about half way, ; 

Hobbling with outstretched hams and bending knees, j 
Cursing the souls and bodies of the pens ; i 

His eyes in tears, his cheeks and brow in sweat, 

Deep sympathising with his groaning feet. 

* How now!* the liglu-toed whitewashed pilgrim i 
broke, ! 

‘You lazy lubber!’ j 

j ‘Confound it!’ cried the t’other, ‘’tis no joke; j 

i My feet, once hard as any rock, j 

] Are now as soft as blubber. j 

Excuse me, Virgin Mary, that 1 swear: j' 

As for Loretto, I shall not get there ; j! 

’ No! to the devil my sinful soul must go, ji 

j For hang me if I ha’n’t lost every too ! j j 

! But, brother sinner, do explain | j 

How ’tis that you are not in pain— j| 

| What power hath worked a wonder for your toes — 1 1 
! Whilst I, just liko a snail, am crawling, ! 

Now swearing, now on saints devoutly bawling, [ 

! Whilst not a rascal comes to ease my woes ? > i 


You’ll say, ‘ Vet such ones oft a person se«'> 

In many an artist’s trees; 

And in some paintings we have all beheld 
Green baize hath surely sat for a green field : 
Bolsters for mountains, hills, and wheaten mows ; 
Cats for ram-goats, and curs for bulls and cows.’ 

All this, my lads, I freely grant; 

But better things from you I want. 

As Sbakspearc says (a bard I much approve), 
‘List, list! oh list! if thou dost painting love.’ 

Claude painted in the open air! 

Therefore to Wales at once repair, 

Where scenes of true magnificence you’ll find ; 
Besides this great advantage—if in debt, 

You’ll have with creditors no tete-a-tete ; 

So leave the bull-dog bailiffs all behind ; 

Who, hunt you with what noise they may, 

Must hunt for needles in a stack of hay. 

The Pilgrims and the Peas. 

A brace of sinners, for no good, 

Were ordered to the Virgin Mary’s shrine, 

Who at Loretto dwelt in wax, stone, wood, 

And in a curled white wig looked wondrous fine. 

Fifty long miles had these sad rogues to travel, 
With something in their shoes much worse than gravel 
In short, their toes so gentle to amuse, 

The priest had ordered peas into their shoes. 


j 

! 


IIow is’t that you can like a greyhound go, 

Merry as if nought had happened, bum ye?’ 

‘ Why,’ cried the other, grinning, ‘you must know, 
That just before 1 ventured on my journey, 

To walk a little more at ease, 

I took the liberty to boil my peas.' 


The A j>)>h J him filings and a King. 


!i 


Once on a time, a monarch, tired with whooping, 

Whipping and spurring, j; 

Happy in worrying 

A poor defenceless harmless buck ! ! 

(The horse and rider wet as muck), j 

From his high consequence and wisdom stooping, 

Entered through curiosity a cot, j 

Where sat a poor old woman and her pot. ; 

The wrinkled, blear-eyed, good old granny, j 

In this same cot, illumed by many a cranny, i: 

Ilad finished apple dumplings for her pot: * ji 

In tempting row the naked dumplings lay, lj 

When lo ! the monarch, in his usual wav, j j 

Like lightning spoke, ‘What’s this! what’s thial I 
what, what V j 

Then taking up a dumpling in his hand, 

His eyes with admiration did exjpand ; 

And oft did majesty the dumpling grapple: he cried, 

‘ ’Tis monstrous, monstrous hard, indeed i 
What makes it, pray, so hard P The dame replied, 

Low curtsying, * Please your majesty, the apple.’ 
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4 Very astonishing indeed! strange thing !’ 

(Turning the dumpling round) rejoined the king. 

‘ Tis most extraordinary, then, all this is— 

It beats Pinette’s conjuring all to pieces: 

: Strange I should never of a dumpling dream ! 

| But, goody, tell me where, where, where’s the seam V 

* Sir, there’s no seam,’ quoth she ; ‘ I never knew 
, That folks did apple dumplings ww;’ 

, * No !’ cried the staring monarch with a grin ; 

1 4 IIow, how the devil got the apple in V 

On which the dame the curious scheme revealed 
By which the apple lay so sly concealed, 

Which made the Solomon of Britain start ; 
i Who to the palace with full speed repaired, 
j And queen and princesses so beauteous scared 
j All with the wonders of the dumpling art. 

There did he labour one whole week to show 
! The wisdom of an apple-dumpling maker; 

|* And, lo! H<> deep was majesty in dough, 

I The palace seemed the lodging of a baker! 

! Whitbread's lircu'na) visit* <1 fa/ their Majf'ttirs. 

Full of the art of brpving beer. 

The monarch hoard of Whitbread’- fame; 

Quoth he unto the queen, ‘ My dear, my dear, 
Whitbread hath got a marvellous great name, 
j Charlv, we must, must, must see Whitbread brew— 
i Rich as us, Chari v, richt r than a dew. 
i Shame, shame we have not yet hi-* brewhouse seen !’ 
Thus sweetly said the king unto the queen! 

Bed hot with novelty’s delightful rag'*, 

To Mister Whitbread forth he sent u pag", 

To say that majesty proposed to view, 

With thirst of wondrous knowledge deep inflame.1, 
llis vats, and tubs, and hops, and hogsheads fumed, 
And learn the noble secret how t<> brew. 

Of such undreamt-of honour proud. 

Most rev’rentlv the brewer bowed ; 

So humbly (so the humble storv goes'), 

He touched e’en term tinna with hi> nose ; 

Then said unto the page, hi<jht Billy Ramus, 

‘ Happy are we that our great king should name us 
As worthy unto majesty to show 
How we poor Chiswell people brew.’ 

Away sprung Billy Ramus quick as thought : 

To majesty the welcome tidings brought, 

How Whitbread, staring stood like any stake, 

And trembled ; then the civil things he said ; 

On which the king did smile and nod his head ; 

For monarchs like to see their subjects quake ; 

Such horrors unto kings most pleasant are, 
Proclaiming reverence and humility: 

High thoughts, too, all these shaking tits declare, 

< )f kingly grandeur and great capability! 

People of worship, wealth, and birth, 

Look on the humbler sons of earth, 

Indeed in a most humble light, (iod knows! 

High stations are like Hover’s towering cliffs, 

; Where ships below appear like little skills, 

: The people walking on the strand like crows. 

j Muw, sing the stir that happy Whitbread made : 
i Poor gentleman ! most terribly afraid 
j He should not charm enough his guests divine. 

He gave his maids new aprons, gowns, and smocks; 
Ana lo ! two hundred pounds were spent in frocks, 

To make the apprentices and draymen fine: 

Busy as horses in a field of clover, 

Dogs, cats, and chairs, and stools, were tumbled over, 
Amidst the Whitbread rout of preparation, 

To treat the lofty ruler of the nation. 


Now moved king, queen, and princesses so grand, 1 
To visit the first brewer in the land ; 

Who sometimes swills his beer and grinds his meat 
In a snug comer, christened Chiswell Street; ! 

But oftener, charmed witli fashionable air, i 

Amidst the gaudy great of Portman Square. 

Lord Aylesbury, and Denbigh’s lord also, 

His (1 race the Duke of Montague likewise, j 

j W ith Lady Harcourt joined the raree show, ,j 

i And fixed all Sinithfield’s vvond’ring eyes : 1 

I For lo! a greater show ne’er graced those quarters, j 
Since Mary roasted, just like crabs, the martyrs. j 

■ Thus was the brewhouse filled with gabbling noise, j 

Whilst drayirten, and the brewer’s boys, ! 

1 Devoured the questions that the king did a: k • 

In different parties were they staring seen, 

Wond’ring to think they saw a king and queen! j 

Behind a tub were some, and some behind a cask. ‘ 

| Some draymen forced themselves (a pretty luncheon) ; 
I Into th<* mouth of many a gaping puncheon : ; 

j And through the bung-hole winked with curious eye, 
j To view and be assured wiiat sort of things 
| Were princesses, and queens, and kings, 

For wIiom* mo<*t lofty station thousands sigh ! I 

i And lo ! of all the gaping puncheon clan, 

; f ew were the mouths that had not got a man; 

Now majesty into a pump s » deep ■ 

I Did with an opera-L'ln.'s **0 curious peep : I 

i Fxamining with rare each wond’rous matter 
That brought up water! 

Thus have I «'*en a magpie in the street, 

A chattering bird we often meet, 

A bird for curiosity well known, 

| With head awry, 

And cunning eye, 

! Peep knowingly into a marrow-bone. 

And now his curious majesty did stoop 
, To count the nails on every hoop ; 

I And lo ! no single thing came in his wav, 

That, full of deep research, he did not say, ! 

‘ What’s this? hac hue? What’s that ? What’s this I j 
! What’s that V ! 

! St. quick the words too, when he deigned to speak, ! 

; As if each syllable would break its neck. 

I ,"i 

1 Thus, to the world of great whilst others crawl, i . 

Our sovereign peeps into the world of small: 

, Thus microscopic geniuses explore ; 1 

Thing- that too oft the public scorn ; j 

Yet swell of useful knowledges the store, 

By finding systems in a peppercorn. j 

i Now' boasting Whitbread serious did declare, 

To make the majesty of England stare, ij 

That he had butts enough, he knew, ; J 

Placed side by side, to reach to Kew; ! 

On which the king with wonder swiftly cried, 

4 What, if they reach to Kew, then, side by side, 
j What would they do, what, what, placed end to end V ' 
I To whom, with knitted calculating brow, j 

* The man of beer most solemnly did vow, 
j Almost to Windsor that they would extend : 

| On which the king, with wondering mien, j 

Repeated it unto the wondering queen ; j 

On w hich, quick turning round his haltered head, 

The brewer’s horse, with face astonished, neighed ; , 

The brewer’s dog, too, poured a note of thunder. 

Rattled his chain, and wagged his tail for wonder. 

Now did the king for other beers inquire, | 

For Calvert’s, Jordan’s, Throlc’s entire; j 

And after talking of these different beers, . j 

Asked Whitbread if his porter equalled their*. j 
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This was a puzzling disagreeing question, 
Grating like arsenic on his host’s digestion ; 
A kind of question to the Man of Cask 
That even Solomon himself would ask. 

Now majesty, alive to knowledge, took 
A very pretty memorandum book, 

With gilded leaves of asscs’-skin so while, 
And in it legibly began to write— 

Memorandum. 


I Who, bridling in her chin divine, 
i Crossed her fair hands, a dear old maid, 

And then her lowest curtsy made 
| For such high honour done her father’s swine. 

j Now did his majesty, so gracious, say 
I To Mister Whitbread in his flying way, 

; ‘ Whitbread, d’ye nick the excisemen now and then ? 

, Uac ! what ? Miss Whitbread’s still a maid, a maid 1 
What, what’s the matter with the men 1 


A charming place beneath the grates 
For roasting chestnuts or potates. 

Man. 

’Tis hops that give a bitterness to beer,. 

Hops grow in Kent, says Whitbread, and elsewhere. 


| D’ye hunt!—--line, hunt ? No no, you arc too old ; 
You’ll be lord-mayor—lord-mayor one day ; 
Yes, yes, I’ve heard so; yes, ves, so I’m told ; 
i Don’t, don’t the fine for sheriff pay ; 
j I’ll prick you every year, man, I declare ; 
i Yes, Whitbread, yes, yes, you shall be lord-mayor. 


Qmn'C. 

Is there no cheaper stuff? where doth it dwell ? 
Would not horse-aloes bitter it as well ! 

Man . 

To try it soon on our small beer— 

’Twill save us several pounds a-year. 

Man. 

| To remember to i'ovgct to ask 
j Old Whitbread to my house one day. 

i Man. 

! Not to forget to take of beer the ca>*k. 

The brewer offered me, away. 

: Now, having pencilled his remarks so shrewd, 

. Sharp as the point indeed of a new pin, 
i Ilis majesty his watch most sagely viewed, 

; And then put up his asses’-skin. 

i To Whitbread now deigned majesty to .say, 

‘ Whitbread, are all your horses fond of ini} V 

* Yes, please your majesty,’ in humble notes 
The brewer answered—‘ Also, sire, of oat* ; 

Another thing my horses, too, maintains, 

And that, an't please your majesty, are erain •’ 

j ‘ Grains, grains!’ said majesty, ‘ to fill their crop-' 
Grains, grains!—that comes from Imp.— yes, hups, 
hops, hop:>!’ 

Here was the king, like hound.** sometimes, at fault — 

* Sire,’ cried the humble brewer, ‘ give me leave 
Your sacred majesty to undeceive ; 

: Grains, sire, arc never made from hop-, but malt.’ 

I ‘True,’ said the cautious monarch with a smile, 

! ‘ From malt, malt, malt—1 meant malt all the while.’ 
; ‘ Yes,’ with the sweetest bow, rejoined the brewer, 

! * An’t please your majesty, you did, I’m sure.’ 
i * Yes,* answered majesty, with quick reply, 
i ‘ I did, I did, 1 did, I, 1, I, I.’ 


i Whitbread, d’ye keep a coach, or job one, pray ! 
j Job, job, that’s cheapest; yes, tlmt’s best, that’s 
i best. 

You put your liveries on thy draymen—hue ? 

Hue, Whitbread! you have feathered well your it^st. 
What, what’s the price now, line, of all your stock ? 
Hut, Whitbread, wluit’s o’clock, pray, what’s o’clock V 
Now Whitbread inward said, ‘ May 1 )>e curst 
If I know' what t<* answer first.’ . 

Then searched his brains with ruminating eve ; 

Hut e’er the man of malt an answer found, 

KHiick on his heel, lo, majesty turned round, 

Skipped off, and balked the honour of reply. 

j L< . J til'on) }!. 

| [liuni* adiniieJ thi* Im11.u1 of Wole*it's, ami *\mtc an.dhcr on 
1 the name subject.] 

‘Ah ope, Ford (iregmy, thy door, 

A midnight wanderer si^hs ; 

Hard rush the rains, the temp' *t - roar, 

And lightnings cleave the skie*.’ 

* Who comes with wo at this drear night, 
j A pilgrim of the gloom \ 

If she whose hue did once delight, 

My cot shall }iehl her room.’ 

‘ Alas! thou hcard’st a pilgrim mourn 
That once was prized by thee: 
j Think of the ring by \ondcr burn 
1 Thou gav’st to love and me. 

j Hut should*'*! thou not poor Marion know, 

I’ll turn my feet and part ; 
j And think the storms that round me blow’, 
j Far kinder than thy heart.’ 

May hay. 

The daisies peep from every field. 

And violets sweet their odour yield ; 


!' Now did the king admire the bell so fine, j 

That daily asks the draymen all to (line; 

On which the bell rung out (how very proper!) J 

To show it was a bell, and had a clapper. ( 

And now before their sovereign’s curious eye— i 

Parents and children, fine fat hopeful sprigs, 1 

i All snuffling, squinting, grunting in their stye - 
Appeared the brewer’s tribe of handsome pigs; 

; On which the observant man udio fills a throne, 
Declared the pigs were vastly like his own ; 

| On which the brewer, swallowed up in joys, : 

j Fear aiul astonishment in both his eyes, ! 

j His soul brimful of sentiments so loyal, ! 

j; Kxclaimed, * O heavens ! and can my swine j 

Be deemed by majesty so fine l 
Heavens ! can my pigs compare, sire, with pigs royal V j 
To which the king assented with a nod; 

; On which the brewer bowed, and said, ‘ Good God !’ . 

I Then winked significant on Miss, j 

! Significant of wonder and of bliss, j 


The purple blossom paints the thorn, 

And .streams reflect the blush of morn. 

Then lads and lasers all, be guv, i 

For this is nature’s holiday. 

Let lusty Labour drop his flail, 

Nor woodman’s hook a tree assail ; 

I lie ox shall cease his neck to bow, 

And Cloddcn yield to rest the plough. 

Then lads, *Ac. ) 

JVbold the lark in ether float. 

While rapture swells the liquid note ! 

W hat warbles be, with merry .cheer? 

‘ Let Love and Pleasure rule the year!’ i 

Then lads, kc. 

Lo! Sol looks down with radiant eye, 

And throws a smile around his tiky; 

Kmhractng hill, and vale, and stream, ;; 

And wanning nature with his beam. , j 

Then lads. Ate. ! i 
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The insect tribes in myriads pour, 
And kiss with zephyr every flower; 
Shall these our icy hearts reprcne, 
And tell us we are foes to Love 1 
Then lads, &c. 


A)>if/ram on Shcp. 

[Thomas Warton wrote the following Latin epigram to ho 
placed under the statue of Sum mix, in the garden of Harris, 
the philologist, and Woleot translated it with a beauty and 
felicity worthy of the original ] 

Sornne levin, quanquam certissiina mortis imago 
C'onsortem cupio tc* tainen esse tori; 

Alma fjuies, optata, veni, nam sic sine Gta 
Yivcre quam suave cst ; sic sine morte mori. 

Come, gentle sleep ! attend thy votary’s prayer. 
And, though death’s image, to my couch repair ; 
How sweet, though lifeless, yet with life to he, 

And, without dying, O how sweet to do ! 


HENRY KIRKK WHITE. 

Henry Kirke White, a young poet, who has 
accomplished more by the example of his life than 
by his writings, w as a native of Nottingham, where 
he was born on the 21st of August, 1785. Ilia 
father was a butcher—an ‘ ungentle craft,* which, 
however, has had the honour of giving to England 
one of its most distinguished churchmen, Cardinal 
Wulsev, and the two poets, Akenskle and White. 






To in)/ Cani/tr. 

Thou lone companion of the spcctred night ! 

1 wake amid thy friendly watchful light, 

To steal a precious hour from lifeless sleep. 

Hark, the wild uproar of the winds! and hark, 

Hell’s genius roams the regions of the dark, 

And ‘.wells the thundering horror*, of the deep. 

From cloud to cloud the pale moon hurrying flies, 

Now blackened, and now flashing through the -kh s ; 

Hut all is silence here beneath thy beam. 

I own I lulxuir for the voice of praise -• 

For who would sink in dull oblivion’s stream ? 

Who would not live in songs of distant days ( 

Thus while I wondering pause o’er ShakspcareN page, 

I mark in visions of delight the sage. 

High o’er the wrecks of man, who stands sublime ; 

A column in the melancholy waste 

(Its cities humbled and its glories past), ' 

Majestic ’mid the solitude of time. 

Yet now to sadness let me yield the hour— 

Yes, let the tears of purest friendship -.bower! 

I view, ala-i! what ne’er should dio- 
A form that wakes my deepest sigh-- 

A form that feels of death the leaden ‘deep — 
Descending to the realms of shade, 

1 view a pale-eyed panting maid ; 

I see the Virtues o’er their favourite weep. 

All! could the Muse’s simple prayer 
Command the envied trump of fame. 

Oblivion should Fli/.a spare 

A world should echo with her name. 

Art thou departing, too, my trembling friend ! 

All, draws thy little lustre to its end { 

Yes, on thy frame l ate too shall tix her seal - 
() let me pensive watch thy pale decay ; 

How fast that frame, so tender, wears away, 

How fast thy life the restless minutes steal ! 

How slender now, alas! thy thread of fire! 

Ah! falling falling — ready to expire! 

In vain thy struggles, all will soon be o’er. 

At life thou snatcliest with a n eager leap ; 

Now round I set* thy dame so feeble creep, 

Faint, lessening, quivering, glimmering, now 
no more! 

Thun shall the sons of science sink away. 

And thus of beauty f;vde the fairest flower— 

For where’s the giant who to Time shall say 
* Destructive tyrant, I arrest thy power!’ 


ii&i 


Birthplace- of II. K. White, Nottingham. 

Henry was a rhymer and a student from his earliest 
years. He assisted at his fat Jut’s business for some 
time, but in his fourteenth year was put apprentice 
to a stocking-weaver. Disliking, as he said, ‘the 
thought of spending seven years of his life in shining 
and folding up stockings, he wanted something to 
occupy his brain, and he felt that he should be 
wretched if lie continued longer at this trade, or 
indeed in anything except oqe of the learned pro¬ 
fessions.’ He was at length placed in an attorney’s 
office, and applying his leisure hours to the study of 
languages, he was able, in the course of ten.months, 
to read Horace with tolerable facility, and bad made 
some progress in Greek. At the same time he 
acquired a knowledge of Italian, Spanish, and Por¬ 
tuguese, and even applied himself to the acquisition 
of some of the sciences, llis habits of study and 
application were unremitting. A London magazine, 
called the Monthly Preceptor, having proposed 
prize themes for the youth of both sexes, Henry 
became a candidate, and while only in his fifteenth 
year, obtained a silver medal for a translation from 
Horace ; and the following year a pair of twelve- 
inch glol>es for an imaginary tour from London to 
Edinburgh. He next became a correspondent in the 
Monthly Mirror, and w as introduced to the acquain¬ 
tance of Mr Capel Lofft and of Mr Hill, the proprietor 
of the above periodical. Their encouragement induced 
him to prepare a volume of poems for the press, 
which appeared in 1803. The longest piece in the 
collection is a descriptive poem in the style of Gold¬ 
smith, entitled Clifton Grotv, which shows a remark¬ 
able proficiency in smooth and elegant versification 
and language. In his preface to the volumes ^Henry 
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had stated that the poems were the production of a 
youth of seventeen, published for the purpose of facili¬ 
tating his future studies, and enabling him ‘ to pursue 
those inclinations which might one day place him 
in an honourable station in the scale of society/ 
Such a declaration should have disarmed the severity 
of criticism; but the volume was contemptuously 
noticed in the Monthly Review, and Henry felt the 
most exquisite pain from the unjust and ungenerous 
critique. Fortunately the volume fell into the hands 
of Mr Southey, who wrote to the young poet to 
encourage him, and other friends sprung up to suc¬ 
cour his genius and procure for him what was the 
darling object of his ambition, admission to the uni¬ 
versity of Cambridge. His opinions for some time 
inclined to deism, without any taint of immorality ; 
but, a fellow-student put into his hands Scott’s 
‘Force of Truth,’ and lie soon became a decided 
convert to the spirit and doctrines of Christianity. 
He resolved upon devoting his life to the promulga¬ 
tion of them, and the Rev. Mr Simeon, Cambridge, 
procured for him a sizarship at St John’s college. 
This benevolent clergyman further promised, with 
the aid of a friend, to supply him with £30 annually, 
and his own family were to furnish the remainder 
necessary for him to go through college. Poetry 
was now abandoned for severer studies. He com¬ 
peted for one of the university scholarships, and at 
the end of the term was pronounced the first man 
of his year. * Twice he distinguished himself in the 
following year, being again pronounced first at the 
great college examination, and also one of the three 
best theme writers, between whom the examiners 
could not decide. The college offered him, at their 
expetise, a private tutor in mathematics during the 
long vacation; and Mr Catton (his tutor), by pro¬ 
curing for him exhibitions to the amount of Xfifi 
per annum, enabled him to give up the pecuniary 
assistance which he had received from Mr Simeon 
and other friends.’* Tiiis distinction was purchased 
at the sacrifice of health and life. ‘ Were I,* lie said, 
‘to paint Fame crowning an under-graduate after 
the senate-house examination. I would represent 
him as concealing a death’s head under the mask of 
beauty.’ He went to London to recruit his shattered 
nerves and spirits ; but on his return to college, he 
was so completely ill that no power of medicine 
could save him. He died on the 10th of October 
1806. Mr Southey continued his regard for White 
after his untimely death. He wrote a sketch of his 
life and edited his Remains , which proved to be 
highly popular, passing through a great number of 
editions/ A tablet to Henry’s memory, with a 
medallion by Chantrey, was placed in All Saints’ j 
church, Cambridge, by a young American gentle¬ 
man, Mr Francis Boot of Boston, and bearing the 
following inscription—so expressive of the tenderness 
and regret universally felt towards the poet—by 
Professor Smyth:— 

Warm with fond hope aiul learning’s sacred flame, 

To Granta’s bowers the youthful poet came ; 
Unconquered powers the immortal mind displayed, 
But worn with anxious thought, the frame decayed. 
Pale o’er his lamp, and in his cell retired, 

The martyr student faded and expired. 

Oh ! genius, taste, and piety sincere, 

Too early lost midst studies too severe! 

Foremost to mourn was generous Southey seen, 

He told the tale, and showed what White had been; 
Nor told in vain. Far o’er the Atlantic wave 
A wanderer came, and sought the poet’s grave : 

On yon low stone he saw his lonely name, 

And raised this fond memorial to his fame. 

* Southey’s Memoir prefixed to Remains of H. K. White. ] 


Byron lias also consecrated some beautiful lines to the 
memory of White. Mr Southey considers that the 
death of the young poet is to be lamented as a loss 
| to English literature. To society, and particularly 
to the church, it was a greater misfortune. The 
poetry of Henry was all written before his twen¬ 
tieth year, and hence should not be severely judged. 

If compared, however, with the strains of Cowley or 
Chatterton at an earlier age, it will be seen to be in¬ 
ferior in this, that no indications are given of great 
future genius. There are no seeds or traces of grand 
conceptions and designs, no fragments of wild ori¬ 
ginal imagination, as in the ‘marvellous boy’ of 
Bristol. His poetry is fluent and correct, distin¬ 
guished by a plaintive tenderness and reflection, and 
pleasing powers of fancy and description. Whether 
force and originality would have come with manhood 
and learning, is a point which, notwithstanding the 
example of Byron (a very different mind), may fairly . 
be doubted. It is enough, however, for Henry Kirke 
White to have afforded one of the finest examples on 
record of youthful talent and perseverance devoted 
to the purest and noblest objects. 

To an Ear]if Primrose. 

Mild offspring of a dark and sullen sire! 

Whose modest form, so delicately fine, 

Was nursed in whirling storms, 

And cradled in the winds. I 

Thee, when young Spring first quest ioned Winter’s swa v, ! 
And dared the sturdy blusterer to the fight, j 

Thee on this bank he threw , 

To mark his victory. 

In this low vale, the promise of the year, 

Serene, thou openest to the nipping gale, 

Unnoticed and alone, , j 

Thy tender elegance. i 

So virtue blooms, brought forth amid the storms ,1 

Of chill adversity ; in some lone walk J! 

Of life she rears her head, j 

(>l»cure and unobserved ; 

While every bleaching breeze that on her blows, 
Chastens her spotless purity of breast, 

And hardens her to hear . |! 

Serene the ills of life. j 

Eon art. 

What art thou, Mighty One ! and where thy seat ( 

Thou broodest on the calm that cheers the lands, 

And thou dost bear witliin thine awful hands J 

The rolling thunders and the lightnings fleet ; J 

Stern on thy dark-wrought car of cloud and wind, 1 
Thou guid’st the northern storm at night’s dead 
noon, 

Or, on the red wing of the fierce monsoon, 

Disturb’st the sleeping giant of the I ml. 

In the drear silence of the polar span 
Dost thou repose? or in the solitude 
Of sultry tracts, where the lone caravan 

Hears nightly howl the tiger’s hungry brood? 

Vain thought ! the confines of his throne to trace 
Who glows through all the fields of boundless space. 

The Star of licthlchan. 

When marshalled on the nightly plain, 

The glittering host bestud the sky ; 

One star alone, of all the train, 

Can fix the sinner’s wandering eye. 

Hark ! hark! to God the chorus breaks, 

From every host, from every gem ; 

But one alone the Saviour speaks, 

It is the Star of Bethlehem. 
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Once on the raging seas I rode, 

The storm was loud—the night was dark ; 

The ocean yawned—and rudely blowed 
The wind that tossed my foundering bark. 

Deep horror then my vitals froze, 

Death-struck, 1 ceased the tide to stein; 

When suddenly a star arose, 

It was the Star of Bethlehem. 

It was ray guide, my light, my all, 

It bade my dark forebodings cease ; 

And through the storm and dangers’ thrall, 

It led me to the port of peace. 

j Now safely moored — my perils o’er, 

| I’ll sing, find in night’s diadem, 

i For ever and for evermore, 

The Star—the Star of Bethlehem ! 

i A Hymn for Family Worship. 

0 Lord ! another day is flown, 

And we, a lonely band, 

Are met once .more before thy throne, 

! To bless thy fostering hand. 

Ami wilt thou bend a listening ear 
To praises low as ours? 

Thou wilt! for thou dost love to hear 
The song which meekness pours. 

And, Jesus, thou thy smiles wilt deign, 

As we before thee pray ; 

For thou didst bless the infant train, 

And we are less than they. 

O let thy grace perform its part, 

And let contention cease ; 

And shed abroad in every heart 
j Thine everlasting peace! 

Thus chastened, cleansed, entirely thine, 

A flock by Jesus led ; 

| The Sun of Holiness shall shine 

In glory on our head. 

And thou wilt turn our wandering feet, 

; * And thou wilt bless our way ; 

Till worlds shall fade, and faith shall greet 
The dawn of lasting day. 

I Tht Christ iad. 

| [Concluding stanzas, written shortly before his death.] 

Thus far hare I pursued my solemn theme, 

With self-rewarding toil ; thus far have sung 
Of godlike deeds, far loftier than beseem 
j The lyre which 1 in early days have strung; 

j And now my spirits faint, and I have hung 

! The shell, that solaced me in saddest hour. 

On the dark cypress ; and the strings which rung 
With Jesus’ praise, their harping* now are o’er, 
Or, when the breeze comes by, moan, and are heard 
no more. 

! And must the harp of Judah sleep again ? 

{ Shall I no more reanimate the lay? 

Oh! Thou who visitest the sons of men, 

Thou who dost listen when the humble pray, 

One little space prolong my mournful day; 

One little lapse suspend thy last decree! 

I am a youthful traveller in the way, 

And this slight boon would consecrate to thee, 

Ere I with Death shake hands, and smile that I am 
free. 


The Shipwrecked Solitary's Song.—To the Night, 

Thou, spirit of the spangled night I 
I woo thee from the watch-tower hi^h, 

Where thou dost sit to guide the bark 
Of lonely mariner. 

The winds are whistling o’er the wolds, 

The distant main is moaning low; 

Come, let uh sit and weave a song— 

A melancholy song! 

Sweet is the scented gale of morn, 

And sweet the noontide’s fervid beam, 

But sweeter far the solemn calm 

That marks thy mournful reign. 

I’ve passed here many a lonely year, ! 

And never human voice have heard ; ! 

I’ve passed here many a lonely year ; 

A solitary man. 

And I have lingered in the shade, 

From sultry noon’s hot beam; and I 
Have knelt before niv wicker door, 

To sing my evening song. 

And 1 have hailed the gray mom high 
On the blue mountain’s misty brow, 

And tried to tune my little reed 
To hymns of harmony. 

But never could 1 time my reed, 

At morn, or noon, or eve, sweet 
As when upon the ocean shore 
I hailed thy star-beum mild. 

The day-spring brings not joy to me, 

The moon it whispers not of peace! 

But oh! when darkness robes the heavens, 

My woes are mixed with joy. 

And then I talk, and often think 
Aerial voices answer me ; 

And oh! 1 am not then alone— 

A solitary man. 

And when the blustering winter winds 
Howl in the woods that clothe my cave, 

I lay me on my lonely mat, 

And pleasant are my dreams. 

And Fancy gives me back my wife ; ' 

And Fancy gives me back niv child ; : j 

She gives me back my little home, :i 

And all its placid joys. , j 

Then hateful is the morning hour ! j 

That calls me from the dream of bliss, j > 

To find myself still lone, and hear :j 

The same dull sounds again. \ j 

JAMES GRAHAME. i j 

The Rev. James Grahame was bom in Glasgow ! 
in the year 1765. He studied the law, and practised ■ 1 
at the Scottish bar for several years, but afterwards ! 
took orders in the Church of England, and was suc¬ 
cessively curate of Shipton, in Gloucestershire, and 
of Sedgefield, in the county of Durham. Ill health j 
compelled him to abandon his curacy when his vir¬ 
tues and talents had attracted notice and rendered 
him a popular and useful preacher; and on revisit¬ 
ing Scotland, he died on the 14th of September 1811. 
The works of Grahame consist of Mary Queen of 
Scotland , a dramatic poem published in 1801; The 
Sabbath , Sabbath Walks, Biblical Pictures, The Birds 
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I of Scotland ', and British Geo/yics, all in blank verse. 

I The ‘ Sabbath’ is the best of liis productions, and the 
* Georgies’ the least interesting; for though the latter 
contains some fine descriptions, the poet is too minute 
and too practical in his rural lessons. The amiable 
personal feelings of the author constantly appear. 
He thus warmly and tenderly apostrophises bis 
| native country :— 

i How pleasant came thy rushing, silver Tweed ! 

' Upon my ear, when, after roaming long 
I In southern plains, I’ve reached thy lovely bank! 

! How bright, renowned Sark ! thy little stream, 
j Like ray of columned light chasing a shower, 

J M ould cross my homeward path ; how sweet live sound, 
j When I, to hear the Doric tongue’s reply, 

| Would ask thy well-known name! 

And must 1 leave, 

Dear land, thy bonny braes, thy dales, 

Each haunted by its wizard stream, o’erhung 
J | With all the varied charms of bush and tree t 
And must I leave the friends of youthful year*-, 

And mould my heart anew, r<> take the stamp 
, Of foreign friendships in a foreign land, 

Ji And learn to love the music of strange tongue* ! 
j Yea, 1 may love the music of strange tongues, 

} ! And mould my heart anew to take the stamp 
ji Of foreign friendships in a foreign land : 

;; But to my parched mouth’s roof cleave this tongue. 

My fancy lade into the yellow* leaf, 

And this oft-pausing heart forget to throb, 1 

, If, Scotland ! thee and thine I cYr forget. , 

; An anecdote is related of the modest poet connected 
; with the publication of the 4 Sabbath/ which atibrds 
| an interesting illustration of bis character. He had 
I not prefixed his name to the work, nor acquainted 
f his family w*ith the secret of its composition, and j 
| taking a copy of the volume home with him one day, i 
' he left it on the table. liis wife began reading it, j 
i while the sensitive author walked up and down the j 
| room ; and at length she broke out into praise of tin* j 
; poem, adding, ‘Ah, James, if you could but produce ! 
a poem like this!’ The joyful acknowledgment of 
his being the author was then made, no doubt with 
the most exquisite pleasure on both sides. Grahamc 
in some respects resembles Cowjkt. He has no 
humour or satire, it is true, but the same powers of 
close and happy observation which the poet of 
Olney applied to English scenery, were directed by 
Grahame to that of Scotland, and l>oth were strictly 
devout and national poets. There is no author, ex- 
; cepting Burns, whom an intelligent Scotsman, resi- 
j dent abroad, would read with more delight than 
Grahame. The ordinary features of the Scottish 
; landscape he portrays truly and distinctly, with¬ 
out exaggeration, and often imparting to liis de¬ 
scriptions a feeling of tenderness or solemnity, lie 
has, however, many poor prosaic lines, and his 
; versification generally wants ease and variety. He 
; was content with humble things ; but he paints the 
! charms of a retired cottage life, the sacred calm of a 
Sabbath morning, a walk in the fields, or even a bird’s 
j nest, with such unfeigned delight and accurate obser- 
I vation, that the reader is constrained to sec and feel 
j with his author, to rejoice in the elements of poetry 
i and meditation that lire scattered around him, exist- 
| ing in the humblest objects, and in those humane 
j and pious sentiments which impart to external 
| nature a moral interest and beauty. The religion 
j of Grahame was not sectarian ; he was equally im- 
j pressed with the lofty ritual of the English church, 

! and the simple hill worship of the Covenanters. He 
j sometimes gloomy in his seriousness, from intense 
religious anxiety or sympathy with liis fellow -men 


suffering under oppression or misfortune, but be has 
less of this harsh fruit, 

Picked from the thorns and briers of reproof, 

than bis brother poet Cowpor. His prevailing tone 
is that of implicit trust in the goodness of Cod, and I 
enjoyment in bis creation. j 

[ I'roin the Sahhath. j 

How still the morning of the hallowed day ! 

Mute is the voice of rural labour, hushed 
1 he ploughboy’s whistle and the milkmaid’s song. 

; ’I he scythe lies glittering in the dewy wreath 
i <>f tedded grass, mingled with fading flowers, 

'1 hat yester-morn bloomed waving in the hivozo. 

Sounds the most faint attract the ear the hum 
(if early bee, the trickling of the dew, 

The distant bleating midway up the hill. 

Calmness seems throned on yon unmoving cloud. * 
To him who wanders o'er the upland leas, 

The blackbird’s note comes mellower from the dale ; 
And sweeter from the sky the gladsome lark 
Warbles his heaven-tuned song ; the lulling brook 
Murmurs more gently down the deep-sunk glen ; 

While from yon lowly mof, vvho*e curling Mimko 
Oernmunts the mist, is heard at intervals 
lhc voice oi psilms, tin* simple song of praise. 

W ith dove-like wings Peace o’er yon village broods: 
Tim dizzying mill-wheel rest* ; the anvil’s dm 
Hath ceased ; all, all around U quiitncvs. 

Less fearful on this day, the limping hare 

Stops, and looks back, and stops, and looks on mat), 

Her deadliest foe. The toil-worn horse, set free, 

( nheedful of the pasture, roams at large; 

And, as his stiff unw ieldy bulk he rolls, 

His iron-armed hoofs gleam in the morning rav. 

But chiefly man the day of rest enjoys. 

Hail, Sabbath ! thee I hail, the poor man's day. 

< hi other days, tin* man of toil i> doomed 
lo eat his joyless bread, lonely, the ground 
Both seat and board, screened from the winter’s cold 
And summer s heat by neighbouring hedge or tree ; 

I But on this day, embosomed in his homo, 

J He shares the frugal meal with those he loves ; 
j ^ ith tliox* he boos he shares tin* heartfelt joy 
j Of giving thank" to Uod- not thanks of form, 

A word and a grimace, hut re\erontlv, 

\\ ith covered face and upward earnest eye. * 

Ilail, Sabbath! thee 1 hail, the poor man’s day : 

The pale mechanic now lms leave to breathe 
The morning air pure from the city’s smoke ; 

\\ bile wandering slowly up the river side, 

He meditates on Him whose power he marks 
In each green tree that proudly spreads the bough, 

As in the tiny dew-bent flowers that bloom 
Around the roots; and while he thus surveys 
With elevated joy each rural charm, 
lie hopes (yet fears presumption in the hope) 

To reach those realms where Sabbath never end*. 

But now his steps a welcome sound recalls : 

Solemn the knell, from yonder ancient pile, 

Pills all the air, inspiring joyful awe: 

Slowly the throng moves o’er the tomb-paved ground; 
The aged man, the bowed down, the blind 
Led by the thoughtless boy, and he win* breathes 
M ith pain, and eyes the new-made grave,well-pleased ; ! 

1 hese, mingled with the young, the gay, approach j 
Jhe house of f iod- these, spite of nil their ills, 

A glow of gladness feel ; with silent praise 
1 hey enter in ; a placid stillness reigns, 

1 ntil the man of Hod, worthy the name, 

Opens the book, and reverentially 
I he stated portion reads. A pause ensues. j 

fhe organ breathes its distant thunder-note*, j 

Ihen swells into a diapason full: 


304 



POETS. 


ENGLISH LITERATURE. 


JAMES G It A HAM B. 


The people rising sing, * with harp, with harp, 

And voice of psalms harmoniously attuned 
The various voices blend ; the long-drawn aisles, 

At every close, the lingering strain prolong. 

And now the tubes a softened stop controls ; 

In softer harmony the people join, 

While liquid whispers from yon orphan band, 

; Recall the soul from adoration’s trance, 

I And fill the eye with pity’s gentle tears. 

1 Again the organ-peal, loud, rolling, meets 
, The hallelujahs of the quire. Sublime 
i A thousand notes symphoniously ascend, 

: As if the whole were one, suspended high 
! In air, soaring heavenward: afar they lloat, 

■ Wafting glad tidings to the sick man’s couch : 

| liaised on his arm, he li^ts the cadence close, 

i Yet thinks he hears it still : his heart is cheered ; 
i He smiles on death; but ah! a wish will rise — 

! ‘ Would I were now beneath that echoing roof! 

. No lukewarm accents from my lips should How; 

My heart would sing ; and many a Sabbath-day 
My step* should thither turn ; or, wandering far 
In solitary paths, where wild Mowers blow, 

’■itherc would 1 bless His name who led me forth 
From death’s dark vale, to walk amid tho%e sweets— 
\\ ho gives the blooiA oi health once more t<> glow 
! Upon this check, and lights this languid eye.’ 

It is not, only in the sacred fane 
That homage should he paid to the Most High ; 

There is a temple, one not made with hands, 

The vaulted firmament. Far in the woods, 

Almost beyond the sound of city chime. 

At intennis heard through the breozelc** air; 

When not the limberest leaf is seen to move. 

Save where the linnet light* upon the spray ; 
l Where not a flow'ret bends its little stalk. 

Save when the bee alights upon the bloom — 

There, rapt in gratitude, in joy, and love, 

The man of (jod will pa*> the Sabbath-noon ; 

Silence his praise : his disembodied thoughts, 

I .nosed from the load of words, will high ascend 
| Beyond the empyreal. 

Nor yet less pleasing at the heavenly throne, 
l The Sabbath service of the shepherd hoy! 
j In some lone glen, where every sound is lulled 
| To slumber, save the tinkling of the rill, 
i (>r Meat of lamb, or hovering falcon’s erv, 

Stretched on the sward, he reads of Jesse's son ; 

! Or sheds a tear o’er him to Fgvpt sold, 

And wonders why lie weeps : the volume closed. 
With thyme-sprig laid between the leaves, he sings 

■ The sacred lays, his weekly lesson conned 
j : With meiklc care beneath the lowly roof, 

Where humble lore is learnt, where humble worth 
i Bines unrewarded l>v a thankless state. 


To death— old men, and youth*, and simple maids. I 

With them each day was holy; but that mom 

On which the angel said, * See where the Lord 

Was laid,’ joyous arose—to die that day 

Was bliss. Long ere the dawn, by devious ways, 

O’er hills, through woods, o’er dreary wastes, they 
sought 1 

The upland moors, where rivers, there but brooks, 
Dispart to different seas. Fast by such brooks 
A little glen is sometimes scooped, a plat ’> 

With green sward gay, and flowers that strangers seem ; 
Amid the heathery wild, that all around 
Fatigues the eye : in solitudes like these 
Thy persecuted children, Scotia, foiled j 

1 A tyrant’s and a bigot’s bloody laws ; : 

j There, leaning on his spear (one of the array ! 

; That in the times of old had scathed the rose 1 

; (in England’s banner, and had powerless struck ; 

! The infatuate monarch and his wavering host, j 

I Yet ranged itself to aid his son dethroned), 

The lyart veteran heard the word of (jod 
By Cameron thundered, or by Kenwiek poured 
In gentle stream: then rose the song, the loud 
Acclaim of praise ; the wheeling p’ovcr ceased 
Her plaint; the solitary place was glad. 

, And on the distant cairns, the watcher’s ear 
I (’aught doubtfully at times the breeze-borne note. 

1 But years more gloomy followed, and no more 
1 The assembled peoph* dared, in face of day, 

. To worship (lod, or even at the dead 
; t >f night, save when the wintry storm raved fierce, j 
» And thunder-peals compelled the men of blood 
j To couch within their dens ; then dauntlessly j 

! The scattered few would meet, in some deep dell j 

By rocks o'er-canopied, to hear the voice, j 

! Their faithful pastor’s voice: he by the gleam j 

j Of sheeted lightning oped the sacred book, j 

* And words of comfort spake : over their souls j 

i 11 is accents soothing came— as to her young I 

The heath-fowl’s plumes, when at the close of eve 
She gathers in mournful her brood dispersed 
By murderous sport, and o’er the remnant spreads j 
Fondly her wings, close nestling ’neatli her breast 
They cherished cower amid the purple blooms. \ 

But wood and wild, the mountain and the dale, 

The house of prayer itself, no place inspires 
Emotions more accordant with the day. 

Than does the field of graves, the land of rest. ; 

Oft at the close of evening-prayer, the toll, 

The funeral-toll, announces solemnly |, 

The service of the tomb ; the homeward crowds ; | 

Divide on either hand : the pomp draws near ; ! 

The choir to meet the dead go forth, and sing, 
j ‘ I am the resurrection and the life.* 
j Ah me! these youthful hearers robed in white, 


; Thus reading, hymning, all alone, unseen, | They tell a mournful tale; some blooming friend J 

j The shepherd-boy the Sabbath holy keeps, j Is gone, dead in her prime of years— ’t was she, 

Till on the heights he marks the straggling bands The poor man’s friend, who, when she could not give, , 

Returning homeward from the house of prayer. < With angel tongue pleaded to those who could ; j 

In jveivcc they home resort. Oh, blissful days ! With angel-tongue and mild beseeching eye, I 

When all men worship Hod as conscience wills. : That ne’er besought in vain, save when she prayed | 

Far other times our fathers’ grundsircs knew, I For longer life, with heart resigned to die— i 

A virtuous race to godliness devote. ! Rejoiced to die, for happy visions blessed j 

What though the sceptic's scorn hath dared to soil Her voyage’s last days, and hovering round, i 

The record of their fume ! What though the men i Alighted on her soul, giving presage 
I Of worldly minds have dared to stigmatise That heaven was nigh. Oh what a burst i 

i The nister-cau.se, Religion and the Law, Of rapture from her lips ! what tears of joy 

! With Superstition's name!—yet, yet their deeds, Her heavenward eyes suffused! Those eyes arc closed; j 

j Their constancy in torture and in*death— Vet all her loveliness is not yet flown : 

I These on tradition’s tongue still live, these shall She smiled in death, and still her cold pale face 

f On history’s honest page be pictured bright Retains that smile ; as when a waveless lake, 

| To latest times. Perhaps some bard, whose muse In which the wintry stars all bright appear, 

! Disdains the servile strain of fashion’s quire, Is sheeted by a nightly frost with ice. 

May celebrate their unambitious names. Still it Reflects the face of heaven unchanged, 

With them each day was holy, every hour Unruffled by the breeze or sweeping blast. 

They stood prepared to die, a people doomed * * m 
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Oh Scotland I much I love thy tranquil dales ; 

But most on Sabbath eve, when low the sun 
Slants through the upland copse, ’tis my delight, 
Wandering and stopping oft, to hear the song 
Of kindred praise arise from humble roofs ; 

Or when the simple service ends, to hear 
The lifted latch, and mark the gray-haired man. 

The father and the priest, walk forth alone 
Into his garden-plat or little field, 

To commune with his God in secret prayer— 

To bless the Lord, that in his downward years 
His children are about him: sweet, meantime, 

The thrush that sings upon the aged thorn, 

Brings to his view the days of youthful years, 

When that same aged thorn was but a bush. 

Nor is the contrast between youth and age 
To him a painful thought; he joys to think 
His journey near a close; heaven is his home. 

* * * 

And he who cried to Lazarus ‘ Come forth !’ 

Will, when the Sabbath of the tomb is past, 

Call forth the dead, and reunite the dust 
(Transformed and purified) to angel souls. 

Ecstatic hope! belief! conviction firm ! 

How grateful ’tis to recollect the time 
When hope arose to faith ! Faintly at first 
The heavenly voice is heard. Then by degrees 
Its music sounds perpetual in the heart. 

Thus he, who all the gloomy winter long 

Has dwelt in city crowds, wandering afield 

Betimes ou Sabbath morn, ere yet the spring 

Unfold the daisy’s bud, delighted hears 

The first lark’s note, faint yet, and short the song, 

Checked by the chill ungenial northern breeze ; 

But, as the sun ascends, another springs, 

And still another soars on loftier wing, 

Till all o’erhead, the joyous choir unseen, 

Poised welkin-high, harmonious fills the air, 

As if it were a link ’tween earth and heaven. 

[A Spring Sabbath Walk.'] 

Most earnest was his voice! most mild his look, 
i As with raised bauds he blessed his parting Hock. 

He is a faithful pastor of the poor; 

He thinks not of himself; his Master’s words, 

1 Feed, feed my sheep,’ are ever at his heart, 

The cross of Christ is aye before his eyes. 

Oh how I love with melted soul to leave 
The house of prayer, and wander in the fields 
Alone! What though the opening spring be chill! 
What though the lark, checked in his airy path, 

Eke out his song, perched on the fallow clod, 

That still o’ertops the blade ! What though no branch 
Have spread its foliage, saAc the willow wand, 

That dips its pale leaves in the swollen stream ! 

What though the clouds oft lower! their threats hut end 
In sunny showers, that scarcely fill the folds 
Of moss-couched viole t, or interrupt 
The merle’s dulcet pipe—melodious bird ! 

He, hid behind the milk-white sloe-thorn spray 
(Whose early flowers anticipate the leaf), 

Welcomes the time of buds, the infant year. 

Sweet is the sunny nook to which my steps 
Have brought me, hardly conscious where I roamed, 
Unheeding where—so lovely, all around, 

The works of God, arrayed in vernal smile ! 

Oft at this season, musing I prolong 
My devious range, till, sunk from view, the sun 
Emblaze, with upward-slanting ray, the breast 
And wing unquivering of the wheeling lark, 
Descending vocal from her latest flight, 

While, disregardful of yon lonely star— 

The harbinger of chill night’s glittering host— 

Sweet redbreast, Scotia’s Philomela, chants 
In desultory strains his evening hymn. 


[A Summer Sabbath Walk.] 

Delightful is this loneliness ; it calms 
My heart : pleasant the cool beneath these elms 
That throw across the stream a moveless shade. 

Here nature in her miduoon whisper speaks ; 

How peaceful every sound !—the ring-dove’s plaint, 
Moaned from the forest’s gloomiest retreat, 

While every other woodland lay is mute, 

Save when the Avren flits from her down-coved nest, 
And from the root-sprigs trills her ditty clear— 

The grasshopper’s oft-pausing chirp—the buzz, 

Angrily shrill, of moss-entangled bee, 

That soon as loosed booms with full twang aAvay— 

The sudden rushing of the minnow shoal 
Scared from the shallows by my passing tread. 
Dimpling the water glides, with here and there 
A glossy fly, skimming in circlets gay 
The treacherous surface, Avhilc the quick-eyed trout 
Watches his time to spring ; or from above, ' 

Some feathered dam, purveying ’mong the boughs, 
Darts from her perch, and to her plumeless brood 
Bears oil'the prize. Sad emblem of man’s lot ! i 

lie, giddy insect, from his native leaf I 

(Where satV and happily he might have lurked) | 

Elate upon ambition’s gaudy Avifigs, 

Forgetful of his origin, and Avurse, I 

Unthinking of his end, 11 ie* t<> the stream, j 

And if from hostile vigilance lie 'scape, 

Buoyant he flutters but a little Avhilc, 

I Mistakes the inverted image of the sky 
I For heaven itself, and, sinking, meets his fate. 

J Now, let me trace the stream up to its source 
! Among the hills, its runnel by degrees 
j Diminishing, the murmur turns a tinkle. 

Closer and closer still the banks approach, 

Tangled so thick with pleaching bramble shoots. 

With brier and hazel branch, and hawthorn spray, 
That, lain to quit the dingle, glad 1 mount 
Into the open air : grateful the breeze 
That fans my throbbing temples ! smiles the plain 
Spread Avidc bcloAv : how sweet the placid view ! 

But, oh ! more Mveet the thought, heart-soothing 
thought, 

That thousands and ten thousands of the sons 

< >f toil partake this day the common j<.y 

< >f re.Nt, of peace, of vieAving hill and dale, 

Of breathing in the silence of the woods, 

And blessing him who gave the Sabbath-day. 

Yes ! my heart flutters with a freer throb, j 

To think that iioav the townsman wanders forth ] 

Among the fields ami meadows, to enjoy 

'The coolness of the day’s decline, to see I 

His children sport around, and simply pull ' 

The flower and weed promiscuous, as n boon 

Which proudly in his breast they smiling fix. 

Again 1 turn me to the hill, and trace 
The wizard stream, iioav scarce to be discerned, 
Woodless its banks, but green Avitli ferny leaves, 

And thinly strewed with heath-Udls up and down. 

Now, when the downward sun has left the glens, j 
Each mountain’s rugged lineaments are traced 
1 pon the adverse slope, wdiero stalks gigantic 
The shepherd’s shadow thrown athAvart the chasm, 

As on the topmost ridge he homeward hies. 

IIoav deep the hush ! the torrent’s channel dry, 

Presents a stony steep, the echo’s haunt. 

But hark a plaintive sound floating along ! 

’Tis from yon heath-roofed shieling ; now it die® 

Away, now rises full ; it is the song 
\\ hieh lie, who listens to the hallelujahs 
Of choiring seraphim, delights to hear ; 

It is the music of the heart, the voice 
Of venerable age, of guileless youth, 

In kindly circle seated on the ground 
! Before their wicker door. Behold the man 1 
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The grandsire and the saint; his silvery locks 
Beam in the parting my ; before him lies, 

Upon the smooth-cropt sward, the open book, 
ills comfort, stay, and over-new delight ; 

While heedless at a side, the lisping boy 
Fondles the lamb that nightly shares liin couch. 

I [ An A tifuinn Sabbath Walk.] 

] When homeward bands their several ways disperse, 
j J love to linger in the narrow held 
I Of rest, to wander round from tomb to tomb, 
j And tliink of .some who silent sleep below. 

! Sad hitriis the wind that from these ancient rlne 
i Shakes showers of leaves upon the withered gra - : 
j The sere and yellow wreaths, with eddwng sweep, 

I Fill up the furrows 'tween the hillo* ked grav< -. 
j But list that moan 1 ’tis the poor blind man’s do-;, 
His guide for many a day, now come to mourn 
| The master and the friend eonjunelion rare ! 
i A man, indeed, he was of gentle soul, 

Though bred to brave the d^en : the lightning - fia-h 
[ Had dimmed, not closed, his mild but sightless ey* 
^ile was a welcome guest through all his range 
: (It was not wide) ; no dog wuld bay at him : 

! Children would run* to meet him on his way, 

! And lead him to a sunny seat, and < limb 
H is knee, and \\ond>-r at hi** oft-told tales. 

; Then would he teach the elfins li<«w to plait 
I The ru-hy cap and crown, or sedgy -hip : 
j And I hate seen lnm lay hi-* trniiul'ui- hand 
Cpon their head-, while sib nt moved H:•• bps. 
peace to thv spirit, that mot 1> <k- <>n no* 

JVrhaps w:tli greater pity than 1 t* i: 

To -ee thee wandering duiklihg on thy w;u. 

But let me quit this melaneljoly -pul, 

And roam where nature give- a parting smile. 

As vet the blue bell- linger I’ll the sod 
That e-ipse the shecpt’Md ring ; and in tli<■ woods 
A second Mow of many li<overs apj>ears, 
flowers faint It tinged, and breathing ii" perfum**. 
But fruit-, not blos-oms, form the w-.-'dluml wreall. 
d hut, eirele.s Autumn's brow. Thcrmbly haw- 
Non elothe tin* hait’de.tfcd thorn: the bramble betels 
Beneath it-jetty bad : the hazel hangs 
With auburn bunches, dipping in the stream 
That sweeps along, and threaten- to oVrfiow 
The leaf-strewn batiks; oft, statue-like, 1 gaze, 

In vaeuney of thought, upon that stream, 

And chase, with dreaming eye, the eddying foam. 

(»r rowan’s clustered branch, <>r harvest, shout, 

Bonn' rapidly adown the dizzying flood. 
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do that sublimity which reigns enthroned, 

Holding joint rule with solitude divine, 

Among yon rocky fells that bid defiance 
To steps the most adventurously bold? 

There silence dwells profound ; or if the cry 
Of high-poised eagle break at times the hush, 
d’he mantled echoes no response return. 

But let me now explore the deep-sunk dell. 

No foot-print, save the covey’s or the flock’s, 

Is seen along the rill, where marshy springs 
Still rear the grassy blade of vivid green. 

Beware, ye shepherds, of these tieacherous haunts, 
Nor linger there too long : the wintry day 
Sou)i closes; and full oft a heavier fall, 

Heaped by the Idast, fills up the sheltered glen. 
While, gurgling deep below, the buried rill 
Mine- fur itself ;t snow-coved way ! Oh, then, 

Your helplc-s charge drive from the tempting spot, 
And keep them on the bleak hill’s stormy side, 
Where night-winds .-weep the gathering drift away: 
S«. the great Shepherd leads the heavenly flock 
From faithless pleasures, full into the storms 
< »f life, where long they bear the Hitter blast, 

Until at length the venial sun ! >ks forth, 
Bedimmed with showers; then to the pastures green 
He 1.rings them where the <juiet waters glide, 
d’he stream of life, the Sibmh of the soul. 

A Ni\‘{■/.‘■A 1 Y"bhit'j. 

Trom 1 I'.riti-h Cieonrie*,.'] 

1 :i'-w .if --pi ning bb*om-. 


it. ii'-r slight the gilt 
brought le.me, til) now ro- 


How dar/ling while the simwy scene! deep, deep 
The stillness of the winter Sabbath day- - 
N"t even u foot-fall heard. Smooth arc the field-, 
Kach hollow puthvvav level with the plain : 

Hid are the bushes, save that here and there 
Are seen the topmo.d shoots of brier or broom. 
High-ridged the whirled drift has almost readied 
The powdered key-stone of the churchyard porch. 
Mute? hangs the hooded bell ; the tombs lie buried ; 
No step approaches to the house of prayer. 

The flickering fall is o’er: the clouds disperse, 
And show the sun, hung o’er the welkin’s verge, 
Shooting a bright but ineffectual beam 
On all the sparkling waste. Now is the time 
To visit nature in her grand attire. 

Though perilous the mountainous ascent, 

A noble reeomi>enso the danger brings. 

How beautiful the plain stretched far below, 
Unvaried though it be, save by yon stream 
With azure windings, or the leafless wood ! 

But what the beauty of the plain, compared 


N*i\v, ’mid lie g•'n11 
( i'V maiden- blu-h cm 
F p'iu m ighbwuring f; 
fu-'-d. 

swain-, -ci'/e the -unny b"Ur- T* leak/' your hay, 

I t woman*.- smiles are tickle as the sky : 

Bc-peak the prie-t, bc-]ieak the min-trel too, 
lire May, to wedlock ho-tile, st"p tlie bann-. 

Thi' appointed day arrive-, a blithesome day 
< if tt--tiv o jollity ; yet not devoid 
of .-••It, regret t > lier about to leave 
A parent's roof: ye-, at the word, join hands, 

A tear reluctant start-, as she beholds 
lier mother’s look-, her father’- silvery hair,’. 

But scriou- thoughts take flight, when from the barn, 
Soon as the bands are knit, a jocund sound 
>trike- briskly up, and nimble feet beat fa.-t 
Upon the earthen lluor. Through many a reel 
With various steps uncouth, some now, some old, 
Some all the dancer’s own, with Highland flings 
Not void of grace, tin* lads and lasses strive 
To dance each other down ; and oft when quite 
Forespent, the lingers merrily cracked, the bound. 
The rallying shout well-timed, and sudden change 
To ,-prightlier tune, revive the flagging foot, 

And make it led us if it tripped in air. 

When all are tired, and all his stock of reels 
The min-trel o’er and o’er again has run, 

The cheering flagon circles round ; meanwhile, 

A -oftened tune, and slower measure, flows 
Sweet from the strings, and stills the boisterous 
Mavbe Thi Jionni/ l > room of Cowdcnknovrs 
(If simply played, though not with master hand), 

Ur I'atiA* MUL or lhudi A boon Traqvair ,, 

Inspire a tranquil gladness through the breast; 

Or that most mournful strain, the sad lament 
For Flodden-ficld, drives mirth from every face, 

And makes the firmest heart strive hard to curb 
The rising tear ; till, with unpausing bow, 

The blithe strathspey springs up, reminding some 
Of nights when Uow’s old arm (nor old the tale), 
Unceasing, save when reeking cans went round. 
Made heart and heel leap light as bounding roe. 
Alas! no more Hhall we behold that look 
So venerable, yet so blent with mirth, 
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And festive joy sedate; that ancient garb 
Unvaried —tartan hose and bonnet blue ! 

No more shall beauty’s partial eye draw forth 
The full intoxication of his strain. 

Mellifluous, strong, exuberantly rich! 

No more amid the pauses of the dance 
Shall he repeat those measures, that in days 
Of other years could soothe a falling prince, 

And light his visage with a transient smile 
Of melancholy joy—like autumn sun 
Gilding a sere tree with a. passing beam ! 

Or play to sportive children on the green 
Dancing at gloaming hour ; or willing cheer. 

With strains unbought, the shepherd’s bridal day ! 

But light now failing, glimmering candles shine 
In ready chandeliers of moulded clay 
Stuck round the walls, displaying to the view 
The ceiling rich with cobweb-drapery hung. 
Meanwhile, from mill and smiddv, field and barn, 
Fresh groups come hastening in ; but of them all, 
The miller bears the i/m*, as rafter high 
lie leaps, and, lighting, shakes a dustv cloud all round. 

In harmless merriment, protracted long, 

The hours glide by. At last, the stocking thrown, 
And duly every gossip rite performed, 

Youths, maids, and matrons, take their several ways ; 
While drouthy carles, waiting for the moon, 

Sit down again, and quad'till daylight dawn. 

The bailor Toy. 

j [From the 4 limit* of Scotland.’J 

Low in a glen, 

j Down which a little stream had furrowed deep, 
’Tween meeting birchen boughs, u slielvy channel, 
j And brawling mingled with the western tide ; 
i Far up that stream, almost beyond the roar 
j Of storm-bulged breakers, foaming o’er the rocks 
i With furious dash, a lowly dwelling lurked, 

| Surrounded by a circlet of the stream. 

! Before the wattled door, a greensward plat, 

With daisies gay, pastured a playful lamb ; 

A pebbly path, deep worn, led up the hill, 

Winding among the trees, by wheel untouched, 

Save when the winter fuel was brought home—- 
One of the poor man’s yearly festivals. 

On every side it was a sheltered spot, 

: So high and suddenly the woody steeps 
Arose. One only way, downward the stream, 

- Just o’er the hollow, ’tween the meeting boughs, 

I The distant wave was seen, with now ami then 
‘ The glimpse of passing sail; but when the brcc/c 
Crested the distant wave, this little nook 
Was all so calm, that, on the limbercst spray. 

The sweet bird chanted motionless, the leaves 
At times scarce fluttering. Here dwelt a pair, 

Poor, humble, and content; one son alone. 

Their William, happy lived at home to bless 
Their downward years; lie, simple youth. 

With boyish fondness, fancied he could love 
A seaman’s life, and with the fishers sailed. 

To try their ways far ’mong the western isle-, 

Far as St Kilda’s rock-walled shore abrupt, 

O’er which he saw ten thousand pinions wheel 
Confused, dimming the sky : these dreary shores 
Gladly he left—-he had a homeward heart: 

No more his wishes wander to the waves. 

But still he loves to cast a backward look, 

And tell of all he saw, of all he learned ; 

Of pillared Staffa, lone Iona’s isle, 

Where Scotland’s kings are laid ; of Lewis, Skye, 

And of the mainland mountain-circled lochs; 

And he would sing the rowers timing chant 
And chorus wild. Once on a summer’s eve, 

When low the sun behind the Highland hills 
Was almost set, he sung that song to cheer 


The aged folks ; upon the inverted quern 
The father sat; the mother’s spindle hung 
Forgot, and backward twirled the half-spun thread; 
Listening with partial, well-pleased look, she gazed 
Upon her son, and inly blessed the Lord, 

That he was safe returned. Sudden a noise 
Bursts rushing through the trees ; a glance of steel 
Dazzles the eye, and fierce the savage band 
Glare all around, then single out their prey. 

In vain the mother clasps her darling boy ; 

In vain the sire oilers their little* all: 

William is bound ; they follow to the shore, 
j Implore, and weep, and pray ; knee-deep they stand, 
| And view' in mute despair the boat recede. 

j To My Son. 

Twice has the sun commenced hi - annual round, 
Since first thy footsteps tottered o’er the ground ; 
Since first thy tongue was tuned to bless mine ear, 
j Bv faltering out the name to fathers dear. 

Oh! nature’s lnmruage, with her looks combined, 
j More precious far than periods thrice refined ! 
j Oil! sportive looks of love, devoid of guile, 

1 prize you more than beauty’s magic smile; 

Yes, in that lace, unconscious of its charm, 

; 1 gaze with bliss unmingled with alarm. 

Ah, no! full oft a boding horror flies 
Athwart my fancy, uttering fateful erics. 

Almighty Power! his harmh vs life defend, 

And, if we part, ’gainst me the mandate send. 

And yet a wish will list?-- would I might live, 

Till added years his memory firmness give! 

> For, oh ! it would a joy in death impair 
To think 1 still survived within bis heart ; 

To think lie’ll e:i-t, midway tin- vale of years, 
j A retrospective look bedimmed with tears, 

, And tell, regretful, how I looked and poj- ; 
j What walks I hood, where .grew my i\\ anile oak; 
j How gently I would lead him bv tin- lund ; 

! How gently u<o tin- ne'vnt <-f ‘"•mmuiid ; 

W hat lore 1 taught h,;a, roaming wood and wild, 
And how tie- man de-. ended to the child ; 

How well 1 lov.wl with hum <>n sabbath morn, 

To hear the anthem of the vocal thorn, 

; To teaeii religion, unallied to strife, 
i And trace to him tin wav, the truth, the life, 
j But lar and farther still my view l bend, 

1 And now l see a ehild thy step- attend; 

To yonder churchyard-wall thou tak'A. thy way, 

I While round tine, pleased, tlmu -cc’-i the infant play ; 
■ Then lifting him, while tears suffuse thine eye-, 

, Pointing, thou tell’st him, There tin grandsirc lie-. 

! 

| The Tft((nl y/iriv'/ (>fi‘ (\tj« Trojhhjor. 

| Upon the high, yet gently rolling wave, 

I The floating tomb that heaves above the bra ye, 

| Soft sighs the guile that late tremendous roared, 
Whelming the wretched remnants of the suonl. 

And now the cannon’s peaceful thunder calls 
The victor bands to mount their wooden walls, 

And from the ramparts, where their comrades fell, 

The mingled strain of jov and grief to swell : 

Fast they ascend, from stem to stern they spread, 

And crowd the engines whence the lightnings sped : 
The white-robed priest bis upraised ban Is extends; 
Hushed is each voice, attention leaning bends; 

Then from each prow the grand hosannas rise, 

Moat o’er the deep, and hover to the skies. 

Heaven fills each heart; vet home will oft intrude, 
And tears of love celestial joys exclude. 

The wounded man, who hears the soaring strain, 

Lifts his pale visage, arid forgets his pain ; 

While parting spirits, mingling with the lay, 

On hallelujahs wing their heavenward way. 



pouts. ENGLISH LITERATURE. gforce craiuif. 


GEORGE CRABBE. 

The IIev. George Crabbf;, wliotn Byron lias 
characterised as ‘Nature’s sternest painter, yet tlio 
best,’ was of humble origin, and born at Aldborough, 
in Suffolk, on the Christmas eve of 175-1. His 
father was collector of the salt duties, or salt-master, 
as he was termed, and though of poor circum¬ 
stances and violent temper, he exerted himself to 
give George a superior education. It is pleasing to 
know that the old man lived to reap his reward, in 



witnessing the' eih hrity of his son, and to transcribe, 
with parental fmdm-s-, in his own handwriting, his 
poem of The Library. ( rahbe has doeribed tin- 
unpromising me of bis nativity with Ids usual 
force and correctness : - 

Lo ! where the heath, with w-titering hraht* grown 
o’er, 

Lends t lit- liciit turf that warms the neighbouring poor; 
From tin-lie.- a length of burning sand appear-, 
i Where the thin harve-t waves it- withered ear-; 

; Hank weed-, that every art and cure detv, 

Heigh oYr the land, and roh the blighted rye: 

There thistles stieteb tlieir prickly arm- afar, 

, Ami to the ragged infant threaten war; 

There poppies nodding, mock the hope oi toil ; 

1 There the blue hugloss paint* the sterile soil ; 

Hardy and high, above the slender sheaf, 

The slimy mallow waves her silky leaf; 
j; (Pt*r the young shoot the charlock throws a shade, 

I) And clasping tares cling round the sickly blade; 
j With mingled tints the rocky coasts abound, 

|j And a sad .splendour vainly shines around. 

|i So looks the nymph whom wretched arts adorn. 
Betrayed by man, then left for man to scorn ; 
j Whose cheek in vain assumes the mimic rose, 

! While her sad eyes the troubled breast disclose; 
Whose outward splendour is but folly’s dress, 
Exposing most, when most it gilds distress. 

The poet was put apprentice in his fourteenth year 
to a surgeon, and afterwards practised in Aldborough; 


but his prospects were so gloomy’, that he abandoned j 
his profession, and proceeded to London as a literary j 
adventurer. His whole stock of money amounted \ 



,| 

r.ir!t)]'!a<v <f CraMx*. 1 


to only three pounds. Having completed some;: 
poetical pieces, in* offered them for publication, but 
. they were rejected. In the course of tlie year, how- j 
, ever, he issued a poetical epistle. The Candidate* 
addressed to the authors of the Monthly’ Review’. It 
was coldly received, and his publisher failing at the ; 

■ same time, the young poet was plunged into great J 
| perplexity and want. He wrote to the premier, j 
j Lord North, to the lord-chancellor Thurlow, and 

| to other noblemen, requesting assistance; but in no J 
case was an answer returned. At length, when his j 
affairs were desperate, he applied to Edmund Burke. , 
and in a modest yet manly statement, disclosed to 
i him the situation in which he stood. Burke re- j 
I v rived him into His own house, and exercised towards j 
him the most generous hospitality. While under 
his happy roof, the poet met Mr Fox, Sir Joshua i 
Reynolds, and others of the statesman’s distinguished 
friends. In the same year (17S1) he published his 
poem, ‘ The Library,’ which was favourably noticed 
by the critics. Lord Thurlow (who now’, as in the 
ease of C’owper, came with tardy notice and un- 
: graceful generosity) invited him to breakfast, and at ; 
parting, presented him with a bank-note for a hun¬ 
dred pounds. Grabbe entered into sacred orders, 

’ and was licensed as curate to the rector of his native 
parish of Aldborotigh. In a short time, Burke pro- . 

■ cured for him the situation of chaplain to the Duke 
of Rutland at Bel voir castle. This was a great ! 

i advancement for the poor poet, and he never after- 4 
wards was in fear of want. He seems, however, to 
have felt all the ills of dependence on the great, and 
in his poem of The Patron , and other parts of Ins 
writings, has strongly depicted the evils of such a 
j situation. In 1783 appeared his poem, The Village, 
which had been seen and corrected by Johnson and 
Burke. Its success was instant ami complete. Some 
of the descriptions in the poem (ns that of the parish 
I workhouse) were copied into all the periodicals, and 
| took that place in our national literature which they 
1 still retain. Thurlow presented him with two small 
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livings then in his gift, telling him at the same 
time, with an oath, that- he was as like Farson 
Adams as twelve to a dozen. The poet now married 
a young lady of Suffolk, the object of an early at¬ 
tachment, and taking the curacy of Statliern, ad¬ 
joining llclvoir castle, he bade adieu to the ducal 
mansion, and transferred himself to the humble 
parsonage in the village. Four happy years were 
spent in this retirement, when the poet obtained 
the exchange of his two small livings in Dorset¬ 
shire for two of superior value in the vale of Bel- 
voir. Crabbe remained silent as a poet for many 
years. ‘ Out of doors,’ says his son, 4 fie had always 
some object in view—a flower, or a pebble, or his 
note-book in his hand; and in the house, if he was 
not writing, he was reading. He road aloud very 
often, even when walking, or seated by the side of 
his wife in the huge old-fashioned one-horse chaise, 
heavier than a modern chariot, in which they usually 
were conveyed in their little excursions, and tlu* 
conduct of which he, from awkwardness and absence 
of mind, prudently relinquished to my mother on 
all occasions.’ In 1 SO7 he published his l\irish 
Register, which had been previously submitted to 
Mr Fox, and parts of this poem (especially the story 
of Phoebe Dawson) were the last compositions of 
their kind that ‘engaged and amused the capacious, 
the candid, the benevolent mind of this great man.' 
The success of this work was not only decided, hut 
nearly unprecedented. In lSlo lie came forward 
with The Borough , a poem of the same class, and 
more connected and complete ; and two years after¬ 
wards he produced his Tales in TV/\ se, containing 
perhaps the finest of all his humble but happy deli¬ 
neations of life, and character. ‘ The* public voice/ 
says his biographer, ‘was again highly favourable, 
and some of these relations were spoken of with the 
utmost warmth of commendation, as, the Parting 
Hour, the Patron, Edward Shore, and the ('onfidant/ 
In 1814 the Duke of Rutland appointed him to the 
living of Trowbridge, in Wiltshire, and he went 
thither to reside. His income amounted to about 
£800 per annum, a large portion of which he spent 
in charity. He still continued his attachment to 
literature, and in 1817 and 1818, was engaged on his 
last great work, the Tales of the Hull. * He fancied 
'that autumn was, on the whole, the most favourable 
season for him in the composition of poetry ; but 
there was something in the effect of a sudden full of 
snow that appeared to stimulate him in a very ex¬ 
traordinary manner.’ In 1811) the Tales were pub¬ 
lished by Mr Murray, who, for them and the re¬ 
maining copyright of all Crahhe’s previous p<ems. 
gave the munificent sum of XVJOOi). Jn an account 
of the negotiation for the sale of these copyrights, 
written by Mr Moore for the life of his. brother 
poet, we hav* the following amusing illustration of 
Orabbe’s simplicity of manner :— 4 When he received 
the bills for £ 3000 , we (Moore and Rogers) earnestly 
advised that he should, without delay, deposit them 
in some safe hands; but no—he must 44 take them 
with him to Trowbridge, and show them to his son 
John. They would hardly believe in his good luck 
at home if they did not see the bills.” On his way 
down to Trowbridge, a friend at Salisbury, at whose 
house he rested (Mr Everett, the hanker), seeing 
that he carried these hills loosely in his waistcoat 
pocket, requested to be allowed to take charge of 
them for him ; but with equal ill success. 44 There 
was no fear,” lie said, “ of his losing them, and lie 
must show them to his son John.” ’ Another 
poetical friend, Mr Campbell, who met him at this 
time in London, remarks of him— 4 His mildness in 
literary argument struck me with surprise in so 
stem a poet of nature, and I could not but contrast i 


the unassumingness of his manners with the origi¬ 
nality of his powers. In what may be called the 
ready-money small-talk of conversation, his facility 
might not perhaps seem equal to the known calibre 
of his talents ; but in the progress of conversation, I 
recollect remarking that there was a vigilant shrewd¬ 
ness that almost eluded you, by keeping its watch 
so quietly/ This fine remark is characteristic of 
Crabbe's genius, as well as of his manners. It 
gathered its materials slowly and silently with in¬ 
tent but unobtrusive observation. The 4 Tales of 
the Hall’ were received with that pleasure and ap¬ 
probation due to an old and established favourite, 
but with less enthusiasm than some of his previous 
works. In 1S22, the now venerable poet paid a 
visit to Sir Walter Scott in Edinburgh ; and it is 
worthy of remark, that, as to the city itself, he soon 
got wearied of the New Town, but could amuse 
himself for ever in the Old. His latter years were 
spent in the discharge of his clerical duties, and 
in the enjoyment of social intercourse. His at¬ 
tachment to botany and geology seemed to increase 
with age; and at threescore and ten, he was bus 
cheerful, and allectinnate. His death took place at 
Trowbridge on the .’Id of February 183g, and his 
parishioners erected a monument to his memory in 
the church of that place, where lu* had officiated for 
nineteen years. A complete collection of his works, 
with some new pieces and an admirable memoir, 
was published in 1834 by his son, the ltev. (i. ( rahhe. 

The 4 Village/ ‘Farish Register,’and shorter talcs 
of (’rahhe are his most popular productions. The 
* Tales of the Hall’ are less interesting. They relate 
principally to the higher classes of society, and the 
poet was not so happy in describing their pecu¬ 
liarities as when supporting his character of tlu* 
poet of the poor. Some of the episodes, however, 
are in his best style—tur Owen Dale, Until. Ellen, 
and other stories, are all marked with the peculiar 
genius oft 'rahhe. The lcdeoming and distinguishing 
( feature of that genius w as its fidelity to uuturc, even 
| when it was dull and unprepossessing. His power 
j of observation and description might be limited, but 
j his pictures have all the three of dramatic.represen¬ 
tation, and may be compared to those actual and 
existing models which the sculptor or painter works 
from, instead of vagui and general conceptions. 
They are often too tun. ami human nature bring ex¬ 
hibited in its naked reality, w itb all Us defects, and 
not through the bright and alluring medium of 
romance or imagination, our vanity is shocked and 
our pride mortified. His anatomy of character and 
passion harrows up our feelings, and leaves us in 
the end sad ami ashamed of our common nature, i 
The personal circumstances and experience of the 
poet affected the bent of his genius. He knew lmw j 
untrue and absurd were the pictures of rural life ; 
which figured in poetry. His own youth was (lark ; 
and painful—spent in low society, amidst Want and 
misery, irascible gloom and passion. Latterly, he I 
had more of the comforts and elegances of social life ' 
at his command than (owjxr, his rival as a domestic i 
painter. He not only could have ‘wheeled Ids sofa j 
round/ 4 let fall the curtains, and. w ith the bubbling ; 
anil loud hissing urn’on the table ‘ w elcome peaceful j 
evening in/ but the amenities of refined and intellect- j 
tual society w ere constantly present with him, or at 
his call. Set hi* did not, like Cowper, attempt to i 
describe them, or to paint their manifold charms, t 
M hen he took up his pen, his mind turned to Ahl- 
borough and its w ild amphibious race—to the parish 
workhouse, where Die wheel hummed doleful through 
the day—to erring damsels and luckless swains, the 
prey of overseers or justices —or to the haunts of 
desperate poachers and smugglers, gipsies and 
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gamblers, where vice and misery stalked undisguised 
in their darkest forms. He stirred up the dregs of 
human society, and exhibited their blackness and 
deformity, yet worked them into poetry. Like his 
own Sir Richard Monday, he never forgot the parish. 
It is true that village life in England in its worst 
form, witli the old poor and game laws and non¬ 
resident clergy, was composed of various materials, 
some bright and some gloomy, and Crablx* drew 
them all. Ilis Isaac Ashford is as honourable to 
the lowly English poor as the Jennie Leans or 
Dandie Linmont of Scott arc to the Scottish cha¬ 
racter. His story of the real mourner, the faithful 
maid who watched over her dying sailor, is a beauti¬ 
ful tribute to the force and purity of humble affec¬ 
tion. In the ‘Parting Hour’and the * Patron’ are 
also passages equally honourable to the poor and 
middle classes, and full of pathetic and graceful 
composition. It must l>c confessed, however, that 
Orabbe was in general a gloomy painter of life— 
that he was fond of depicting the unlovely and un- 
amiahle—and that, cither for poetic effect or from 

sinful exiierienco, he makes the had of life predo¬ 
minate over the good. His pathos and tenderness 
are generally linked* to something coarse, startling, 
or humiliating—to disappointed hopos or unavailing 
sorrow — 

Still wo tread the same coarse way, 

The present's still a cloudy day. 

The minuteness with which he dwells on such sub¬ 
ject* sometimes makes his descriptions tedious, and 
apparently unfeeling. lie drags forward every de¬ 
fect, every vice and failing, not lor the purpose of 
educing something good out of evil, hut, as it would 
seem, merely for the purpose of completing the 
picture. In his higher flights, wlun* scenes of 
strong passion, vice or remorse, are depicted. Crabhe 
is a moral poet, purifying the heart, as the object of 
tragedy has been defined, by terror and pity, and by 
fearful delineations of the misery and desolati e: 
caused by unbridled passion. His story of ^ir 
Eustace (Irev is a domestic tragedy of this kind, 
related with almost terrific power, and with lyrical 
energy of versification. His general style of versifi¬ 
cation is the couplet of 1\>jh- (lie has been wittily 
called ‘ To]** in worsted stockings'), but less Hew¬ 
ing and melodious, and often ending in points and 
quibbles. Thus, in describing his cottage furniture, 
he says — 

No wheels are here for either w.n»l or flux. 

Hut packs of cards made up < f smithy packs. 

His thrifty housewife. Widow (ioc, falls down in 
sickness— 

Heaven in her eye, and in her hand her key-. 

This jingling style heightens the effect of his humor¬ 
ous and homely descriptions; hut it is too much of a 
manner, and mars the finer passages. ('rabbi* has 
high merit as a pointer of English scenery, lie is 
here as original and forcible as in delineating cha¬ 
racter. His marine hindscajies are peculiarly fresh 
and striking; and he invests even the sterile fens 
and barren sands with interest. His objects are 
seldom picturesque; but he noted every weed and 
plant—the purple bloom of the heath, the dwarfish 
flowers among the wild gorse, the slender grass of 
the sheep walk, and even the pebbles, sea-weed, and 
shells amid 

The glittering waters on the shingles rolled. 

He was a great lover of the sea, and once, os his son 
relates, after being some time absent from it, 


mounted his horse and rode alone sixty miles from 
his house, that he might inhale its freshness and 
gaze upon its waters. 

[The Paruh Workhouse <md Apothecary .] 

[ From ‘ The Village.'] 

Theirs is yon house that holds the parish poor, 
Whose walls of mud scarce bear the broken door; 
There, where the putrid vapours flagging, play, 

And the dull wheel hums doleful through the day; 
There children dwell who know no parent*’ care; 
Parents, who know no children’s love, dwell there; 
Heart-broken matrons on their joyless bed, 

Forsaken wives and mothers never wed, 

Rejected widows with unheeded tears, 

And crippled age with more than childhood-fears ; 
The lame, the blind, and, far the happiest they ! 

The moping idiot and the madman gav. 

Here too the sick their final doom receive, 

Here brought amid the scenes of grief, to grieve, 
Where the loud groans from some sad chamber flow, 
Mixed with the clamours of the < :owd below; 

Here sorrowing*they each kindred sorrow scan, 

And the cold charities of man to man: 

\Vho>e law?, indeed for ruined age provide, 

And strong compulsion pluck* the scrap from pride ; 
Hut still that scrap is bought with many a sigh, 

And pride imbitters what it can’t deny. 

Say ye, oppro-sed by some fantastic woes, 

Some jarring nerve that baffles your repose ; 

Who press the downy couch, while slaves advance 
With timid eye, to read the distant glance; 

Who with sad prayer- the weary doctor tease, 

To name the nameless over-new disease ; 

Who with mock patience dire complaints endure, 
Which real pain and that alone ran cure; 
flow would ye bear in real pain to lie, 

Respited, neglected, left alone to die? 

How would ye bear to draw your latest breath 
Where all that's wretched pave the wav for death ! 

Such is that room which one rude beam divides, 
And naked rafters form the sloping sides ; 

Where the vile band- that bind the thatch are seen, 
And lath and mud are all that lie between; 

Save one dull pane, that, coarsely patched, gives way 
To the rude tempest, yet excludes the day: 

Here, on a matted flock, with dust o’erspread, 

The drooping wretch reclines his languid head; 

For him no hand the cordial cup applies, 

< >r wipe* the tear that stagnates in his eyes; 

No friends with soft discourse his pain beguile, 

Or promise hope till sickness wears a smile. 

Hut soon a loud and hasty summons calls, 

Shakes the thin roof, ami echoes round the walls; 
Anon, a figure enters, quaintly neat, 

All pride and business, bustle and conceit, 

With looks unaltered by these scenes of wo, 

With speed that, entering, speaks his haste to go; 

He bids the gazing throng around him flv, 

And carries fate and physic in his eye ; 

A potent quack, long versed in human ills, 

Who first insults the victim whom he kills; 

Whose murderous hand a drowsy l>ench protect, 

And whose most tender mercy is neglect. 

Paid bv the parish for attendance here, 

He wears contempt upon his sapient sneer; 

In haste he seeks the bed where misery lies, 
Impatience marked in his averted eyes; 

And, some habitual queries hurried o’er, 

Without reply, he rushes on the door; 

His drooping patient, long inured to pain, 

And long unheeded, knows remonstrance vain ; 

He ceases now the feeble help to crave 
Of man ; and silent sinks into the grave. 
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[Isaac Ashford , a Noble Peasant.'] 

[From the * Parish Register.’] 

Next to these ladies, but in nought allied, 

A noble peasant, Isaac Ashford, died. 

Noble he was, contemning all things mean, 

His truth unquestioned and his soul serene: 

Of no man’s presence Isaac felt afraid; 
j At no man’s question Isaac looked dismayed: 
Shame kuew him not, he dreaded no disgrace; 
Truth, simple truth, was written in his face; 

Yet while the serious thought his soul approved, 
Cheerful he seemed, and gentleness he loved; 

To bliss domestic he his heart resigned, 

And with the firmest, had the fondest mind: 

Were others joyful, he looked smiling on, 

And gave allowance where he needed none; 

Good he refused with future ill to buy, 

Nor knew a joy that caused reflection’s sigh; 

A friend to virtue, his unclouded breast 
No envy stung, no jealousy distressed; 

(Bane of the poor! it wounds their weaker mind 
To miss one favour which their neighbours find) 
Yet far was he from stoic-pride removed; 

He felt humanely, and he warmly loved: 

I marked his action when his infant died, 

And his old neighbour for offence was tried; 

The still tears, stealing down that furrowed cheek, 
Spoke pity plainer than the tongue can speak. 

If pride were his, ’twas not their vulgar pride, 
Who, in their base contempt, the great deride; 

Nor pride in learning, though my clerk agreed, 

If fate should call him, Ashford might succeed; 
Nor pride in rustic skill, although we knew 
None his superior, and his equals few: 

But if that spirit in his soul had place. 

It was the jealous pride that shuns disgrace; 

A pride in honest fame, by virtue gained. 

In sturdy boys to virtuous labours trained ; 

Pride in the power that guards his country’s coast, 
And all that Fnglishmen enjoy and boast; 

Pride in a life that slander’s tongue delied, 

In fact, a noble passion, misnamed pride. 

He had no party’s rage, no sectVv’s whim; 
Christian and countryman was all with him; 

,Truc to his church he came ; no Sunday-shower 
Kept him at home in that important hour; 

Nor his firm feet could one persuading sect 
By the strong glare of their new light direct; 
i On hope, in mine own sober light, l gaze, 

But should be blind ami lose it in your blaze.’ 

In times severe, when many a sturdy swain 
Felt it his pride, his comfort to complain, 

Isaac their wants would soothe, his own would hide, 
And feel in that his comfort and his pride. 

At length he found, when seventy years were run, 
His strength departed and his labour done; 

When, save his honest fame, he kept no more; 

But lost his wife and saw his children poor; 

’Twas then a spark of—say not discontent— 

Struck on his mind, and thus he gave it vent: 

4 Kind are your laws (Vis not to be denied), 

That in yon house for ruined age provide, 

And they are just; when young, we give you all, 
And then for comforts in our weakness call. 

Why then this proud reluctance to be fed, 

To join your poor and eat the parish-bread? 

But yet I linger, loath with him to feed 
Who gains his plenty by tbe sons of need : 

He who, by contract, all your paupers took, 

And gauges stomachs with an anxious look : 

On some old master I could well depend; 

See him with joy and thank him as a friend; 

But ill on him who doles the day’s supply, 

Aud counts our chances who at night may die 5 


Yet help me, Heaven ! and let me not complain 
Of what befalls me, but the fate sustain.’ 

Such were his thoughts, and so resigned he grew; 
Daily he placed the workhouse in his view! 

But came not there, for sudden was his fate, 
lie drop! expiring at his cottage-gate. 

I leel his absence in the hours of prayer. 

And view his seat, and sigh for Isaac there; 

1 see no more those white locks thinly spread 
Bound the bald polish of that honoured head; 

No more that awful glance on playful wight 
Compelled to kneel and tremble at the sight; 

To fold his lingers all in dread the while, 

Till Mister Ashford softened to a smile; 

I No more that meek and suppliant look in prayer, 
j Nor the pure faith (to give it force) are there 
But he is blest, and 1 lament no more, 

A wise good man contented to be poor. 

[Pit a In' IhtU'sod. ] 

[From the 'Parish Register.’] 

Two summers since, 1 saw at Lammas fair, . 

I he sweetest tlower that ever blossomed there; 

! When Phoebe Dawson gaily crossed the green, 

; In haste to see and happy to be seen; 
j Her air, her manners, all who saw, admired, 
Courteous though cov, and gentle though retired; 
The joy of youth and health her eyes displayed, 

And ease of heart her every look conveyed; * 

A native skill her simple robes expressed, 

As with untutored elegance she dressed; 

The lads around admired so fair a sight, 

And Phube felt, and felt she gave, delight. 

Admirers soon of every age she gained, 

Her beauty won them and her worth retained ; 

Knvy itself could no contempt display, 

They wished her well, whom yet they wished away; 
Correct in thought, she judged a servant’s place 
j Preserved a rustic beauty from disgrace; 

| But yet on Sunday-eve, in freedom’s hour. 

With secret joy she felt that beauty’s potver; 

When some proud bliss upon the heart would steal, 

I hat, poor or rich, a beauty still must feel, 
j At length, tin* youth ordained to move her breast, 
j Before the swains with bolder spirit pressed; 

W ith looks less timid made his passion known, 

And pleased-by manners, most unlike her own ; 

Loud though in love, and confident though young; 

. Fierce in his air, and voluble of tongue; " * 

j By trade a tailor, though, iu scorn of trade, 

I lie served the squire, and brushed the coat he made; 
Yet now, would Plnebe her consent afford, 

Her slave alone, again he’d mount the board ; 

With her should years of growing love be spent, 

And growing wealth she sighed and looked consent. 

Now, through the bine, up hill, and cross the green 
(Seen by but few and blushing to be seen— ' 

Dejected, thoughtful, anxious, and afraid) 

Led by the lover, walked the silent maid : 

Slow through the meadows roved they many a mile, 
Toyed by each bank and trifled at each stile; 

Where, as he painted every blissful view, 

And highly coloured what he strongly drew, 

The pensive damsel, prone to tender fears, 

Dimmed the false prospect with prophetic tears: 
ihu.s passed the allotted hours, till, lingering late, 

Ihe lover loitered at the master’s gate; 

k (!re \ le pronounced adieu ! and yet would stay, 

1 ill chidden—soothed—intreated—forced away 1 
He would of coldness, though indulged, complain, 

And oft retire and oft return again; 

When, if his teasing vexed her gentle mind, 

I he grief assumed compelled her to be kind! 
o Wo|1 ld proof of plighted kindness crave, 
lliafc she resented first, and then forgave, 
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And to his grief and penance yielded more 
Than his presumption had required before:— 

Ah! fly temptation, youth; refrain! refrain! 
Each yielding maid and each presuming swain ! 
Iaj! now with red rent cloak and bonnet black, 

And torn green gown loose hanging at her back, 

< )no who an infant in her arms sustains, 

And seems in patience striving with her pains; 
Pinched are her looks, as one who pines for bread, 
Whose cares are growing and whose hopes are fled; 
Pale her parched lips, her heavy eyes sunk low, 

And tears unnoticed from their channels flow; 

Serene her manner, till some sudden pain 
frets the meek soul, and then she’s calm again ; 

Her broken pitcher to the pool she takes, 

And every step with cautious terror makes ; 

For not alone that infant in her arms. 

Hut nearer cause her anxious soul alarms ; 
j With water burdened then she picks her way, 

Slowly and cautious, in the clinging clay; 

, Till, in mid-green, she trusts a place unsound, 

And deeply plunges in the adhesive ground; 
^ikJienee, but with pain, her slender foot she takes, 
\VVde ho] »e the mind as strength the frame forsakes; 
For when so full thc/mp of sorrow grows, 

Add hut a drop, it instantly o’crflow- 
i And now her path butanol her peace die gains. 

Safe from her task, hut shivering with her piuns; 

Her home she reaches, open leaves the door, 

And placing first her infant on the lb»or, 

( She bare- her bosom to the wind, and sits, 

, And sobbing struggles with the ri-ing tit-; 

In vain, thev ooiye, she feel- the inflating grief, 

1 That shuts the swelling bos. on from relief; 

That speaks in feeble cries a soul distressed. 

Or the sad laugh that cannot be repressed; 

The neighbour matron leave- her wheel, and flics 
With all the aid her poverty supplies ; 

Unfee'd, the culls of nature she "hex.-. 

Not led hv profit, not allured by praise; 

Ami waiting long, till these contentions <’eii.sc, 

She speaks of comfort, and departs in peace. 

Friend ot distress ! the mourner feels thy aid, 

She cannot pay thee, hut thou wilt he paid. 

But who this child of weakness, want, and care ! 
’bis 1‘lnehe Daw-mi, piidc of Lammas fair; 

Who took her lover for hi- sparkling eves, 

Expression* warm, and h»w-inspiring lie-: 
Compassion first assailed her gentle heart 
For all his suffering, all his bosom > smart : 

‘ Ami then his praxcr* ! they would a savage move. 
And win the oddest of the sex to love 
. But ah! too so,,n his looks success declared, 

Too late her loss the marriage-rite repaired; 

: The faithless flatterer then his vows li.rgot, 

A captious tyrant or a noisy sot : 

If present, railing till he saw her pained ; 

If absent, spending what their labours gained ; 

Till that fair form in want and sickness pined, 

And hope and comfort fled that gentle mind. 

Then lly temptation, youth ; resist ! refrain! 

Nor let me preach l<»r ever ami in vain! 

i [Dvcam of the ('•mtlf'iintrJ Felon. J 

[ From * The Horough.*] 

j Yes ! e’en in sleep the impressions all remain, 

; He hears the sentence ami he feels the chain; 

’ lie sees the judge and jury when he shakes, 

And loudly Vries, ‘ not guilty,’ and awakes : 
j Then chilling tremblings o’er his body creep, 

I Till worn-out nature is compelled‘to sleep. 

; NW comes the dream again : it shows each scene, 

; With each small circumstance that comes between— 
j The call to suffering, and the very deed— 

There crowds go with him, follow, and precede; 


Some heartless shout, some pity, all condemn, 

While lie in fancied envy looks at them ; 

He seems the place for that sad act to see, 

And dreams the very thirst which then will be ; 

A priest attends—it seems the one he knew 
In his best days, beneath whose care he grew. 

At this his terrors take a sudden flight; 

He sees his native village with delight ; 

The house, the chamber, where he once arrayed 
His youthful jierson, where he knelt and prayed ; 
Then, too, the comforts he enjoyed at home, 

The days of joy ; the joys themselves are come ; 

The hours of innocence, the timid look 

Of his loved maid, w hen first her hand he took 

And told his hope ; her trembling joy appears, 

Her forced se*crve, and his retreating fears. 

All now are present—’tis a moment’- gleam 
(if former sunshine—stay, delightful dream ! 

Let him within his pleasant garden walk, 

(iive him her arm, of blessings let them talk. 

Yes ! all are with him now, and all the while 
Life’s early prospects and his Funny's smile ; 

Then come lus sister and his village friend, 

And he will now the sweetest mo uents spend 
Life has to void: no, never will lie find 
A train on earth such pleasure in his mind: 

He goes through shrubby walks these friends among, 
Love in their looks and honour on the tongue ; 

Nay, there's a charm beyond vvlmt nature shows, 

The bloom N softer, and more sweetly glows ; 

Pierced by no crime, and urged hv no desire 
For more than true and honest hearts require, 

They l'eel the ealm delight, and thus proceed 
Through the grem lane, then linger in the mead, 
>trav o’er the heath in all its purple bloom, 

And pluck the blossom where the wild bee.- hum ; 
Then through tin* broomy bound with ease they pass, 
And pros* the sandy sheep-walk's slender grass, 
Where dwarfish flower- among the gorse are spread, 
And the lamb browses by the linnet's bed ; 

Then ’cros- the bounding brook they make their way 
(>’er its rough bridge, and there behold the bay; 

'file ocean smiling to the fervid sun, 

The waves that faintly fall, and slowly run, 

The ships at distance, and the boats at hand ; 

And now they walk upon the sea-side sand, 

! Counting the number, and what kind they be, 

Iships softly sinking in the sleepy sea ; 

Now arm in arm, now parted, they behold 
The glittering waters on the shingles rolled: 

The timid girls, half dreading their design, 

Dip the small foot in the retarded brine. 

And search for crimson weeds, which spreading flow’, 
Or lie like pictures on the sand below ; 

With all those bright red pebbles that the sun 
Through the small waves so softly shines upon ; 

And those live lucid jellies which the eve 
Delights to trace as they swim glittering by ; 

Pearl shells and rubied star-fish they admire, 

And will arrange above the parlour fire. 

Tokens of bliss ! * Oh, horrible ! a wave 

Hoars as it rises—save me, Edward, save V 
She cries. Alas 1 the watchman on his way 
Calls, and lets in - truth, terror, and the day ! 

[Story of a Jleti'othed Pair in Humble Life.] 
[From ‘ The Borough.*] 

Yes, there are real mounters ; I have seen 
A fair sail girl, mild, suffering, and serene; 

Attention through the day her duties claimed, 

And to be useful as resigned she aimed; 

Neatly she dressed, nor vainly seemed to expect 
Pity lor grief, or pardon for neglect; 

But when her wearied parents sunk to sleep, 

She sought her place to meditate and weep: 

313 




PftOK 1780 


CYCLOP-ffiDIA OF 


TILL THE PRESENT TtH*. 


Then to her mind was all the past displayed, 

That faithful memory brings to sorrow’s aid ; 

For then slie thought on one regretted youth, 

Her tender trust, and his unquestioned truth ; 

In every place she wandered where they d been, 

And sadly-sacred held the parting scene 
Where last for sea he took his leave—that place 
With double interest would she nightly trace; 

For long the courtship was, and he would say 
Each time he sailed, ‘This once, and then the 
day 

Yot prudence tarried, but when last he went, 

He drew from pitying love a full consent. 

Happy he sailed, and great the care she took 
That he should softly sleep, and smartly look ; 
White was his better linen, and his check 
Was made more trim than any on the deck ; 

And every comfort men at sea can know, 

Was hers to buy, to make, and to bestow; 

For he to Greenland sailed, and much she told 
How he should guard against the climate’s cold, 
Yet saw not danger, dangers he’d withstood. 

Nor could she trace the fever in his blood. 

His messmates smiled at flushings in his cheek, 

And he, too, smiled, but seldom would he speak ; 
For now he found the danger, felt the pain, 

With grievous symptoms he could not explain. 

He called his friend, and prefaced with a sigh 
A lover’s message.—‘ Thomas, I must die ; 

Would I could see my Sally, and could rest 
My throbbing temple* on her faithful breast, 

And gazing go ! if not, this trifle take, 

And say, till death I wore it for her sake. 

Yes, I must die—blow on, sweet breeze, blow ort! 
Give me one look before my life be gone: 

Oh, give me that ! and let me not despair— 

One last fond look—and now repeat the prayer.’ 

He had his wish, and more. 1 will m*t paint. 

The lovers’ meeting: slie beheld him faint— 

With tender fears she took a nearer a iew, 

Her terrors doubling as her hopes withdrew ; 

He tried to smile, and half-succeeding, said, 

* Yes, I must die ’—and hope for ever fled. 

Still long she nursed him ; tender thought* mean¬ 
time 

Were interchanged, and hopes and \iews sublime. 

| To her he came to die, and every day 
She took some portion of the dread away ; 
j With him she prayed, to him his Bible read, 
j Soothed the faint heart, ami held the aching head ; 
j She came with smiles the hour of pain to cheer, 
Apart she sighed, alone she shed the tear; 

Then, as if breaking from a cloud, *1 k> gave 
Fresh light, and gilt the prospect of the grave. 

One day he lighter seemed, and thev forgot 
The care, the dread, the anguish of their lot ; 

They spoke v ' -beerfillness, and seemed to think, 
Yet said not * ‘ Perhaps he will not sink.’ 

j A sudden brightness in his look appeared, 

A sudden vigour in his voice was heard ; 

She had been reading in the Book of Prayer, 

And led him forth, and placed him in his chair ; 
Lively lie seemed, and spoke of all lie knew, 

The friendly many, and the favourite few; 

Nor one that day did he to mind recall, 

But she has treasured, and she loves them all. 

When in her way she meets them, they appear 
Peculiar people—death has made them dear. 

He named his friend, but then his hand she pressed, 
And fondly whispered, ‘ Thou must go to rest.’ * 
‘ I go,* he said, but as he spoke she found 
His hand more cold, and fluttering was the sound ; 
Then gazed affrightened, but she caught a last, 

A dying look of love, and all was past. 

She placed a decent stone his grave above, 

Neatly engraved, an offering of her love : 


For that she wrought, for that forsook her bed, 

Awake alike to duty and the dead. 

She would have grieved had they presumed to gpare 
The least assistance—’twas her proper care. 

Here will she Come, and on the grave will sit, 

Folding her anus, in long abstracted fit; 

But if observer pass, will take her round, 

And careless seem, for she would not bo found ; 

Then go again, and thus her hour employ, 

While visions please her, and while woes destroy. 

[An English Fen —GVpims.] 

[From ‘ Tales’—Lover’s Journey.] 

On either side 

Is level fen, a prospect wild and wide, 

With dikes on either hand by ocean’s self supplied: 
Fnr on the right the distant sea is seen, 

And salt the springs that feed the marsh between: 
Beneath an ancient bridge, the straitened flood 

■ Bolls through it* sloping bank* of slimy mud; 

Near it a sunken boat ro*i*t« the tide, 

; That frets and hurries to the opposing side; 

The rushes sharp that on the borders grow, 

• Bend their brown floweret* to th* stream below, 

Impure in all it* cour*e, in all it* progress slow: 

' Here a grave Flora scarcely‘deigns to bloom, 

; Nor wears a ro-y blu*b, nor sheds perfume; 

| The few dull flower* that o'er the place are spread, 

! I’artake the nature of their fenny bed. 

| Here on it* wiry stem, in rigid blootu, 

) Grows the salt lavender that lark* perfume; 
i Here the dwarf sallows creep, the -c^tlkil harsh, 

And the soft slimy mallow of the mar*h: 

! Low on the ear the di-tr.nt billows ->und. 

And ju*t in view appears their stony hound; 

Nor hedge nor tree conceals the glowing sun; 

Bird*, save a watery tribe, the di*triet shun, 

! Nor chirp among the reed* where hitter water* run. 

| Again, the country wa* inch•*»*!, a wide 

■ And sandy road ha* hank* on either side; 

Where, Jo ! a hollow on t):o left appeared, 

And there a gipsy tiih<> their lent lmd reared; 

j ’Twu* open spread to catch the morning “tin, 

’ And they had now their early meal begun, 

When two brown b»>\* ju*t It ft their grassy seat, 

The early traveller with their prayer* to greet; 

While yet Orlando held hi* pence in hand, 
lie saw their si-ter on her duty stand; 

: Some twelve years old, demure, affected, slv, 

Prepared the force of early powers to tn ; 

Sudden a look of languor he descries, 

: And well-feigned apprehension in her eye*; 

Trained, but vet savage, in her speaking face 
He marked tie- features of her vagrant race, 

When a light laugh and roguish leer e\pn • cd 
The vice implanted in her youthful bp-a-t; 

Forth from the tent her ehlei brother came, 

Who seemed offended, yet forbore to blame 

The young designer, but could only trace , 

The looks of pity in the traveller’* face. 

Within the father, who from fences nigh, 

Had brought tie* fuel for the lire’s supply, 

Watehei^ now the feeble blaze, and stood dejected by; 
On ragged rug, just borrowed from the bed, 

And by the hand of coarse indulgence fed, 

In dirty patchwork negligently dressed, 

Reclined the wife, an infant at her breast; 

In her wild face some touch of grace remained, 

Of vigour palsied, and of beauty stained; 

Her bloodshot eves on her unheeding mate ; 

\\ ere wrathful turned, and seemed he r wants t# state, ' 
Cursing his tardy aid. Her mother there 
With gipsy state engrossed the only chair; j 

Solemn and dull her look; with such she stands, 

And reads the milkmaid’s fortune in her hands, 
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Tracing the lines of life; assumed through years, 
Loch feature now the steady falsehood wears; 

With haul and savage eve die views the food, 

And grudging pinches their intruding hrood. 
land in the group, the worn-out grandsire sits 
Neglected, lost, and living hut by (its; 

Use lens, despised, his Worthless labours done, 

And half-protected by the vicious son, 

Who half-supports him, he with heavy glance 
Views the young ruffians who around him dance, 
And, by the sadness in his lime, appears 
To trace the progress of their future years; 

Through what strange course of misery, \i* ■«*, deceit, 
Must wildly wander each unpractised cheat; 

What shame and grief, what punishment and pain. 
Sport of fierce passions, must each child su-tum, 

I.re they like him approach their latter end, 
Without a hope, u comfort, or a friend ! 

* 

(/rvWfo// AjifU'c'O'hrii of A-j* ) 

[Prom ' l aics of the ’j 

ears had passed, and f.rty ere the -i\, 

\\ hen time begun to plitv his usual tri< k< ; 

The locks once comely in a virgin’s *-i*'I i, 

Locks of pure brown, displayed the cm i -aching white 
Tlie blond, once fervid, n-w i-» ct.i.l began, 

And Time’s strong pro-sure to ->ibduo the man, 

1 rode or walked as I v, •).- wont bef-uv, 

Hut now the hounding -spirit wax n*> more ; 

A moderate pa<*«- would ie*w my b<>dv heat ; 

A walk of mod.-rule length d»-trc-* my (V**t. 

1 showed my stranger those hills -nMiim. 

Hut -aid, ‘'I In* new is j.r; we need not cl:mh.‘ 

At a friend’s Mun-n*n 1 fc-m t dread 
The cold neat parlour and the gay glazed bed : 

At home 1 felt a im-n decided , 

And muHt have all thing-* in my • r-icr phi--»-i. 

1 ceant'd to hunt ; in;, homes pleased me !■>-•- — 

My dinner more ; I i arm d t-> pLy a» ehc--. 

I took my dog and gun, hut -aw the hiute 
Wu- di-appointed that 1 did led shoot. 

My morning walk* I now e..uld !-<•..r to ]. «,*, 

And ble--< d iht -houcr that gave me md to clioo-e : 
In fact, 1 t-It a i.:n„ in-r aling on ; 

The active arm, the agile hand, were i --lie ; 

Small daily action- into habit- grew, 

An-1 new di-iikr to form- and f.i-hmn- m*w. 

1 h.ve-1 my 1 1 ce- in order to di^-po-e ; 

1 numb, red peaehe-, h-ok.d lmv\ -mc\* n ; 

Told the ,-ame -l--iy - It m -h-.n, i^egan t-- pm-e. 

[ S it*/ or' tf,, < \.;r ,.f )f,t '</, ,f, | 

; l i •:>. Ill ■ 'viliu-.; 

Let me not have thi- gh '»my view 
About my room, ah- ut my i* .1 ; 

Hut morning wm with <hw. 

To cool lav burning brow ii -te.nl ; 

As (lowers that 1 'inv i.u Kd< n grew. 

Let them their fragrant spirits -bed, 

And every day their -wo ts renew, 

Till 1, a lading (lower, am dead. 

O let the herbs 1 loved to rear 

(iive to my sense their perfumed breath! 

Let them he placed about my bier, 

And grace the gloomy house of death. 

I’ll have my grave beneath a hill, 

Where only Lucy’s self shall know, 

Where runs the pure pellucid rill 
Upon its gravelly bed below: 

Then* violets on the borders blow, 

And inflect* their soft light display, 

Till, m the morning sunbeam* glow. 

The cold phosphoric fires decay. 


That is the grave to Lucv shown ; 

The soil a pure and silver sand; 

The green cold moss above it grown, 

Unplucked of all but maiden hand. 

In virgin earth, till then unturned. 

There let my maiden form be laid ; 

Nor let my changed clay be spurned, 

Nor for new guest that bed be made. 

There will the lark, the lamb, in sport, 

In air, on earth, securely play : 

And Lucy to my grave resort, 

As innocent, but not so gay. 

I.will not have the churchyard ground 
With bones all black and ugly grown, 

To pre-s my shivering body round, 

Or m) ms wa-ted limbs be thrmvn. 

With ribband skull- 1 will m*t deep, 

III clammy beds of cold blue clay, 

Through which the ringed earth-worms creep, 

And on the shrouded bosom prev. 

I will not nave the bell proclaim 

W hen (lm-e sad marriage rims begin, 

And boy . without regard or .shame, 

Rre>- the vile mouldering masses in. 

>ay not, it is beneath my care — 
l cannot the-*- <hl truth- allow ; 

The ,.* thoualii - may not fillet me there, 

Hut oli ! they vex and tense me now ! 

Raise not a turf, mr set a stone, 

That man a maiden’- grave may trace, 

Rut tlmu, my Lucy, come alone, 

And let atiecti'-n find the place ! 

I Sb .*? of A UttUnr . J 

[I'rom tlu* same.] 

• It was a fair and mild autumnal -ky, 

And earth’s ripe trea-un*- met the admiring eye, 

A- a rich beauty when, her bloom is lost, 

Appear- with more magnificence and cost: 
i The wet and heavy gra-s where feet had strayed, 

N t yet erect, the wanderer's wav betrayed ; 

1 Slower of the night had swelled the deepening rill, 
The morning breeze had urged the quickening mill ; 
As-embled rook- had ringed their seaward (light, 

Ry the -amr pas-age to return at night, 

While proudly o'er them hung the steady kite, 

Then turned them back, and left the lmi-y throng, 

| Nor deigned to know them a- - he sailed along. 

Long yellow leaves, from o-iers, strewed around, 
Choked the dull stream, and hushed its feeble sound, 
While the dead foliage dropt from loftier trees, 

(♦nr -quire beheld not with his wonted ease ; 

Hut t-> his own reflections made reply, 
i And sail! aloud, * Yes ; doubtless wo must die.* 

‘ We mu-t,’ said Richard ; ‘ and we would not live 
To fed what dotage and decay will give ; 

Hut we ’vet ta-te whatever wo behold; 
j The morn i< lovely, though the air is cold: 
i There is delicious quiet in this scene, 

| At once sit rich, so varied, so serene; 
i Sound-, too, delight us-each discordant tone 
] Thu*mingled please, that fail to please alone; 

1 This hollow wind, this rustling of the brook, 
i The farm-yard noise, the woodman at yon oak— 

See, the axe fulls !—now listen to the stroke: 

That gun itself, that murders all this peace, 

Adds to the charm, because it soon must cease. 

I Cold grew the foggy* morn, the day was brief, 
j Loose on the cherry hung the crimson leaf: 

I The dew dwelt ever on the herb; the woods 
j Roared with strong blasts, with mighty showers the 
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All green was vanished save of pine ami yew, In 1819 appeared ‘ Human Life,’ ami in 1822 ‘Italy/ 

That still displayed their melancholy hue; a descriptive poem in blank verse. The collected 

Save the green holly with its berries red, works of Air Rogers have been published in various 

And the green moss that o’er the gravel spread. forms—one of them containing vignette engravings 

from designs by Stothard, and forming no incon- 
simtfl Rogers sidorable trophy of British art. The poet bus been 

enabled to cultivate bis favourite tastes, to enrich 


There is a poetry of taste as well as of the pas- house hi St .James’s Place with some of the 


sions, wliicli can only be relished by the intellectual 
classes, but is capable of imparting exquisite plea¬ 
sure to those who have the- key to Its hidden 
mysteries. It "h?' somewhat akin to that delicate I 
appreciation of the tine arts, or of music, which in j 
some men amounts to almost a new sense. Ain i 
Samuel Rogers, author of the Pleasures of Manor;,'. • 
may be considered a votary of this school of retine- I 
ment. AYe have everywhere in his works a classic 1 
and graceful beauty; no slovenly or obscure lines ; . 
fine cabinet pictures of soft and mellow lustre: and i 
occasionally trains of thought and association that 
awaken or recall tender ami heroic feelings. His 
diction is clear and polished—finished with great 
care and scrupulous nicety. On the other hand, it 
ihilsT be admitted that he lias no forcible or original 
invention, no deep pathos that thrills the soul, and 
no kindling energy that fires the imagination. In 
his shadowy poem of CohiuJms. he seems often to 
verge on the sublime, but does not attain it. His 
late works are Ins best. Parts of Jluma.i Life pos¬ 
sess deeper feeling than are to be found in the 
‘Pleasures (if Memory;’ and in the easy half con¬ 
versational sketches of his huh/, there arc delightful 
glimpses of Italian life, and scenery, and old tradi- ■ 
tions. The poet was an accomplished traveller, a 
lover of the fair and good, and a worshipper of the 
classic glories of the past. The life of Air Roger, 
has been as calm and felicitous as his poetry : h* 
has for more tTiatl half a century maintained hi- 
place in our national literature. lie was horn at 
Newington Liven, a village now indnd in fla- 
growing vastness of London, in the v< nr Hi. 

father (well-known and respicUd among the dissen¬ 
ters) was a hanker by profession ; and the poet, 
after a careful private education, was introduced . 



1 J'iij ,.f .Mr !f r- m J..- 


|! into the hanking establishment, of which he is still 
j a partner, lie was fixed in his *!< termination of he- 
j coming a poet by tin* perusal of Beattie's Minstrel, 
| when he was only nine years of age. His boyish 
| enthusiasm led him uho to sigh for an interview 
j witli Dr Johnson, and to attain this, he twice pre¬ 
sented himself at the door of Johnson’.- wi ll-laiow n 
house in Bolt (’ourt, Fleet Street. < >n the first 
occasion the great moraii-t was lad at lone* ; and 
the second time, after ho had rung the hell, the 
heart of the young aspirant misgave him, and he 
retreated without waiting fur the servant. Rogers 

I ,• 

was then in his fourteenth year. Notwithstanding 
the proverbial roughness of .Johnson’s manner, we 
have no doubt he would have been flattered by this 
instance of youthful admiration, and would have 
received his intended visitor with fatherly kindness 
( and affection. Mr Rogers appeared as an author in 
1786, the same year that, witnessed the glorious 
i advent of Burns. The production of Rogers was a 
j thin quarto of a few pages, an Ode to Superstition, 
j and other poems. In 1792 he produced the 4 1‘lea- 
j surcs of Memory / in 1812 the 4 Voyage of Colum¬ 
bus’ (a fragment); and in 1814 Jacqueline, a tale, 
published in conjunction with Byron’s Lara— 

Like inorningjirou^ht by night. 


: finest and ran -d pictures, hu<{*;, hooks, and gems, 
: and to euti rt:; : n hi-; frit* ml.-. v i!h q or; on ns and 
| unostentatious hospitality. J1 i- conversation is n< fi 
i and various, abounding in wit, eluqtnne.*, shrewd 
observation, and interesting per .•nal anec-Iotu. lb* 
I lias been familiar with almost rvovy dis{ingni- !< ,1 
author, orator, and a i * i - f for t 1 1 . * la-1 forty years. 
Perhaps no single indi\idual has had :o many wmks 
I dedicated to him ns memorials ul iVieiiiUhip or ;ui- 
miration. ii is gratlfvTng to mention, that his 
henevolenee is equal to hi* taste . his bounty soothed 
i and relieved fhf- deathbed of Sheridan, and is now 
; exerted to a large extent, annually, m behalf of suf¬ 
fering or unfrieigskd ti»K nt. 

Nature denied him much, 
j But gave him at his birth what mo-t he values : 

, A passionate hoc f»r mudo, sculpture, painting, 

For poetry, the language of the gods. 

For all things here, <>r grand or beautiful, 

A setting sun, a lake among the mountains, 

The light of an ingenuous countenance, 

And, what transcends them all, a noble action. 

Hat!/. 

[From the 1 Pbutnrat of Mem on/.'] 

Twilight’s soft dews steal o’er the village green, 

AV ilh magic tints to harmonise the scene. 

Stilled is the hum that through the hamlet broke, 

I When round the ruins of their ancient oak 
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] The peasants flocked to hoar the minstrel play, 
j And games and carols closed the busy day. 

> Her wheel at rest, the matron thrills no more 
i AY ith treasured tales and legendary lore, 
i All, all are fled ; n«»r mirth nor music flows 
t lo chase the dreams of innocent repose. 

All, all are fled; yet still 1 linger here! 
i \\ hat secret charms this silent spot endear? 

Mark yon old mansion frowning through the frets, 
i YY hose hollow turret woos the whistling bp <•/.< . 

‘ That casement, arched with ivv’s brownest shade, 

First to these eyes the light, of heaven conveyed. 

The mouldering gateway strews the grass-grown eowrt, 

()nc(‘ the calm scene of nmnv a simple ,-pori ; 

’ When nature pleased, for life itself was new, 

And the heart promised what tin 1 fam v <lrew. 

See, through the fractured pediment re\e;.'"d, 
Where moss inlays the rudely sculptured slmi*!, 

Tin* martin s old hercditai v nest. 

>'Long may the ruin spare it- hallowed g’m-l! 

( hildhood’s loved group rf*\ i -it-. evirv s< « i.e. 

The taligled wood-walk and the tufted green! 
'"■•Indulgent Memory Wake-, ui.d 1", they i i % * *! 

Clothed with far >• »fl* r hue- than light an gi\e. 

Thou first, he * t friend that Heaven a ■ igie !•> lew, 

To soothe and y.wrtni all the cares kmc,', ; 

Who-e glad Mpgg-'-t i'-w- -.till <ae h \a»n alarm, 

YVhen nature fad* - and iim hu.'. t* ’»•- '•harm; 

ThfC woui 1 the Mu.-f it>'oke! t - tin . helm.. 

The sage’* precept and th"poi»’ -"iij. 

YY’hat :o!u 5.* d vow. t h;, rhi — :c\«m!? 4 

When »/• r the laud-cape 1 ii.it *- in* •■k t a ; • * • i< a! -! 

As w hen in ,ui -ink- lie- - > !* <u da\, 

Long on ih" wave reflect-■! In-Mv p..*.y : 

Thy tempered gleam- <•! happ.i.e.- se-.gned, 

( dance on the darkened mu; i • 1 tin mind. 

'Idle -eljotd's iniie p'Tcli, wit!i 1 < . Utlel mo- - L”MV , 
dust tel!.- tin p* n-i\r p.i !!ii -We ll It hl\ . 

Mute is tile he’ll that i one at prep • f dawn, 
(^'lickcisin;' my truant hat ae..»- tie lawn: 

1 uh( aid the -hoi;t that rent the n< ■ gride air, 

W hen the slow dial g i'c a pan t• ■ i are. 

I j* spi in.:,.t every ,-tep, to < .im a tear. 

Som*' little : rand-inp t’•: no 1 a; 1 elu ri -died In it ; 

And imt the ti.ht -I leaf, hut ; ivmbiing te-m- 
YVith g"hh :. M-i ui- and ren.antic dream-. 

l»i.wn hv \'-n ha/.<1 e-p-e, at evening, Ida,’**'. 

The gipsv*.- far-'t tin re we stoe-1 and ga/'-d ; 
tiazed on h< i Mindmrnt face with .-dent awi, 

Her tatteied mantle and her le->d "i -Maw; 

Her mo\ ing lip-, her cauldron hrimmin.; o', r; 

Tin* di'-w-v hroo 1 that <m her hack -he !■ >rc, 
luipa in the l ain with niou-nm owlet- «*i'*■ • i, 

From rifled r>»o-t at nightly rea l t'*«I; 

Whose dark eve- flashed thiough i‘*el.. of blaeke-t 
shade, 

YY’lien in the hrcc/e the distant watch -h g hay 1: 

And her«K*- fled the sihvl’s muttered call, 

YY'hose elfin prowess seah-i the orchard wall. 

As o'er my palm the .-ilvei piece -!,*■ drew, 

And traced the line of life with seaiehing view, 

J low throhhed my lint t ering pulse with hope- and fear-, 
, To learn the colour of my future year-! 

Ah, then, wlmt honest triumph flushed my breast; 
This truth once known to hie-- is to he blest! 

We led the bending beggar on his way 
; (Hare were his feet, his tresses silver-gray), 

; .Soothed the keen pangs his aged .spirit lelt, 

,j And cm his tale with mute attention dwelt: * 

>1* As In his scrip we dropt our little store, 
i And sighed to think that little was no more, 

| ]j 0 breathed his prayer, * Long may such goodness live!' 
| ’Twas all he gave- Awas all he lnnHo give. 

Survey the globe, each ruder realm explore; 

From Reason's faintest ray to Newton soar. 


What different spheres to human bliss assigned 1 ' 

YY hat slow gradations in the scale of mind ! i 

Vet mark in each these mystic wonders wrought; ' 
Oh mark the sleepless energies of thought! j 

j The adventurous hoy that asks his little share, 

■ And hies from home with many a gossip’s prayer, ** 

I Turns on the neighbouring hill, once more to see :j 

j 1 he dear abode of peace and privacy ; j 

Ami as he turns, the thatch among the trees, 

1 h'‘ smoke's blue wreaths a-eending with the breeze, j 
'1 he village-common potted white with sheep, 

J he ehtuciiyard yews round which hi< fathers sleep; ; 
All rouse Reflection’* sadly pleasing train, j 

And oft he look- and weep-, and looks again. ■! | 

So, when the mild Tupia dared explore '■ 

A t-yet. uniauci.t, and worlds unknown before, -! 

And, w ith tin* -oiis of >cienee, wooed the gale | 

'I lint, rising, swelled the r 'trang expanse of sail ; ' ! 

So, when h" breathed hi- firm y- foml adieu, i 

f’orne fiom hi- leafy lint, his carved canoe, 

And all his soul L -t loved-ue]» tears he -bed, \ 

While rach ->*ll -com* < i' >11111111’ i beaulv fled. 

L«»ng u\ r tii'- wave a wi-tful looK he ca.-t, 

I.o i:_ watehe 1 the -trcaminir sign from the mast; 

'fill t .viliidi? - dewy tint- dteoivci his eye, ! 

And fairy fev-'s hinged tie- evening .-k\. ! 

>o >c..tia',- 'jin cii, a- .-lowly dawned the day, 1 

lb - • *'ii her couch, and ga/.ed her soul away. ( 

ilerea had blo--< 1 the beaem's glimmerin',: height, j 
T Lut taint 1\ tippod the feat.icry <urge with light; .1 

Hut now lie moil: with orient hue- portrayed j 

ei t;* 1 in:de.d brown mmia-tie -hade: 

All tom led Hie ta’.i-man'- p-A-tlc-- spring, 

, And 1", what i ■ i-v 1 1 : L: - were in-tant on the wing! 

Thu- i.iedr-d object- kicdr»‘d thougdit- iiejtire, , j 

i A- mi niim i-eioud- thi-li l-rTn * betrie tire. 

I .\nd In :.e - thi- -]»'•; giv« - ien'k tin- jov - of veinh, 

: Warm a- tie he-, ;.nd w it!i tin Miner'- truth. ; 

; I!* nee iMm -nil ph.a-’o. i-r-'Lij.ts the patriot*.- i 
-igh; 

Thi- :m k<’- iiim v. i -h to live, and dale to die. ' 

1 ••!' thi- young Fo-eari, whose haple-.- late 
\d nicc -iiouid blu-h to h ■ ir riie Mu-e lclate, j 

Wiu-u exile wore his hloi.mitu: year- away, 

To sorrow*- long mdiio,,uio- a ju'ev, d 

When re.i-on. ju-liec, vainlv urged his cause, ; 

l’. r tlii- he ru'ul her -anguinan law- : 

<d.id to return, though Ib p* could grant no more, 

And chain- md torture haih-i him to the shore. 

And hence the charm lii-toric scenes imjiart: i : 

, Hence Tiber awe-, and Avon melt- the heart. 

| Aerial form.- in Tempe*- cla-sie vale jl 

i (ilance through the gloom and whi-per in the gale; p 

’ In wild \ am iu-e v.'th lov • and Laura dwell, d 

And watch and weep in Jil u-rT.- ceil. 

' I vvaS ever tlitis. Young Ammon, when he sought 
Where Ilium stood, and where Polities fought, I, 

>at at the helm himself. No meaner hand j. 

>ieercd through the wave.-, and when he struck the !, 
land, ‘ ‘ ‘ 

, Such in hi- -oul the ardour to explore, , 

1 Ylidc-Tike, lie leaped the first ashore. 

V 1 was ever thus. A- m>vv nt Virgil’s tomb 
We bios- the -hade, and bid the verdure bloom : ;j 

: So Tullv pau.-cd, amid the wrecks of Time, 

, On the rude .-tone to trace the truth sublime ; ij 

j When at his feet in honoured du.-t disclosed, J; 

The immortal sage of Syracuse reposed. j; 

And as he long in sweet delusion hung : j 

Where once a Plato taught, a Pindar sung; ; 

YY'ho now but meets him musing, when he roves 
His ruined Tusculan’s romantic groves ? 

In Rome’s great forum, who hut hears him roll 
1!is moral thunders o’er the subject soul ? 

And hence that calm delight the portrait gives: 

YY'e gaze on every feature till it lives! 
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Still the fond lover sees the absent maid; 

And the lost friend still lingers in his shade ! 

Say why the pensive widow loves to weep, 

When on her knee she rocks her babe to sleep : 
Tremblingly still, she lifts his veil to trace 
The father’s features in his infant face. 

The hoary grandsire smiles the hour away, 

Won by the raptures of a game at play; 

He bends to meet each artless burst of joy, 

Forgets his age, and acts again the boy. 

| What though the iron school of war erase 
; Each milder virtue, and each softer grace; 

; What though the fiend's torpedo-touch arrest 
Each gentler, finer impulse of the breast; 

Still shall this active principle preside. 

And wake the tear to Pity's self denied. 

The intrepid Swiss, who guards a foreign shore, 
Condemned to climb his mountain-cliffs no more. 

If chance he hears tin; song so sweetly wild 
Which on those dills his infant hours beguiled. 
Melts at the long-lost scenes that round him ri-e, 
And sinks a martyr to repentant sighs. 

Ask not if courts or camps dissolve the charm: 
Say why Vespasian loved his Sabine farm? 

Why great Navarre, when France and freedom Med, 
Sought the lone limits of a forest-shed? 

When Dioclesian’s self-corrected mind 
The imperial fasces of a world resigned, 

Say why we trace the labours of his spade 
Iu calm SaIona’s philosophic shade? 

Say, when contentious Charles renounced a throne, 

I To muse with monks unlettered and unknown, 

Wliat from his soul the parting tribute drew ? 

What claimed the sorrows of a last adieu?' 

The still retreats that soothed his tranquil breast 
Ere grandeur dazzled, and its rare 3 oppressed. 

1 Undamped by time, the generous Instinct glows 
; Far as Angola’s sands, as Xembla’s snows; 

Glows in the tiger's den, the serpent’s nest, 

1 On every form of varied life impressed. 

1 The social tribes its choicest influence hail : 

And when the drum beats briskly in the gale, 

The war-worn courser charges at the sound, 

Afid with young vigour whirls the pasture round. 

Oft has the aged tenant of the vale 
Leaned on his staff to lengthen out the tale; 

, Oft have his lips the grateful tribute breathed, 

| From sire to son with pious zeal bequeathed. 

I When o’er the blasted heath the day declined, 

: And on the scathed oak warred the winter-wind; 

; When not a distant ta]>er’s twinkling lav 
! Gleamed o’er the furze to light him on his way ; 
When not a sheep-bell soot lied his listening ear, 
And the big rain-drops told the tempest near ; 

Then did his horse the homeward track descry, 

The track that shunned his sad inquiring eye; 

And win each wavering purpose to relent, 

With warmth so mild, so gently violent, 

That his charmed hand the careless rein resigned, 
And doubts and terrors vanished from his mind. 

Recall the traveller, whose altered form 
Has borne the buffet of the mountain-storm; 

And who will first his fond impatience meet ? 

His faithful dog’s already at his feet! 

Yes, though the porter spurn him from the door, 
Though all that knew him know his face no more, 
His faithful dog shall tell his joy to each, 

With that mute eloquence which passes speech. 

And see, the master but returns to die! 

I Yet who shall bid the watchful servant fly? 

| The blasts of heaven, the drenching dews of earth, 
The wanton insults of unfeeling mirth, 

! These, when to guard Misfortune’s sacred grave, 
Will firm Fidelity exult to brave, 
j Led by what chart, transports the timid dove 
The wreaths of conquest or the vows of love? 


TILL THE PRESENT TIME. 


Say, through the clouds what compass points her 
flight? | 

Monarchs have gazed, and nations blessed tho sight. 
File rocks on rocks, bid woods and mountains rise, 
Eclipse her native shades, her native skies : 

’Tis vain! through ether’s pathless wild she goes, 

And lights at last where all her cares repose. 

! Sweet bird! thy truth shall Harlem’s walls attest, 

| And unborn ages consecrate thy nest. 

I When, with the silent energy of grief, 
j With looks that asked, yet dared not hope relief, 
j Want with her babes round generous Valour clung, 

I To wring the slow surrender from his tongue, 

7 Twu.s thine to animate her closing eye ; 

Alas! ’twas thine perchance the first to die, 

Crushed by her meagre hand when welcomed from tho 
sky. 

Hark! the bee winds her small hut mellow horn, 
lllithe lo salute ilit* sunny smile of morn. 

O’er thvmv downs she bends lo r busy coursu, * 

i And iuanv a stream allure- her to it-* source. 

I 'Tis noon 'tis nmlit. That eve so finely wrought, 
i Beyond the search of sense, the s,oar <>f thought, 

" Now vainlv n-1;- the scenes she left behind; 

■ Its orb s' * full, its vision -o confined ! 

Who guides the patient pilgrint to her cell? 

Who bids her soul with conscious triumph swell? 

With conscious truth retrace the rna.'y clue 
Of summer-scents, that charmed her as she flew? 

Hail, Memory, hail! thy universal reign 
(luard< the least link of BAne's glorious chain. 

* A ♦ 

As the stern grandeur of a Gothic tower 
Awes us less deeply h* ii* morning-icur. 

Than when the shades "f Tine* sen nely fall 

(In everv broken arch and ivied wail ; j 

The tender images we love t" trace 

Steal from each \ear a melancholy grace! 

And as the spark- of^oAal h<\r expand, i 

As the heart opens in a foreign land ; 

And, with a brother’s warmth, a brother's smile, 
i The stranger greets earh native "f hi- isle ; 

>i seme- of life, when present and eonfi*-t, 

.‘stamp but their bolder features on the breast ; 

Y(t not an image, when remotely viewed, 

However trivial, and however rude. 

But wins the heart, and wake- the social sigh, 

With every claim of close affinity ! 

* * * 1 

I Hail, Memory, hall! in thy exhaustions mine 
1 From age to age unnumbered treasures shine! 

; Thought and her shndowv brood thy call obey, 
j And Place and Time are subject to thy sway! 

1 Thy pleasures most we feel when most alone ; 

The onlv pleasures we can call our own. 

Lighter than air, Hope’s summer-visions die, 

If but a fleeting cloud obscure the sky ; i 

If but a beam of sober Rea-on play, 

Lo, Fancy’s fairy frost-work melt- awav! 

But can the wiles of Art, the gru-p of Power, 

Snatch the rich relies of a well -pout hour? 

These, when the trembling spirit wings her flight, 

Pour round her path a stream of living light ; 

And gild tlio.se pure and perfect realms of rest, 

Where V irtue triumphs, and her sons are blest J 

[From ‘Unman Lift’.'] 

The lark Inis sung his carol in the sky, 

The bees have hummed their noontide lullaby; i 

Still in the vale the village bells ring round, 1 

Still in Llewellyn hall the jests resound ; \ 

For now the caudle-cup is circling there, j 

Now, glad at heart, the gossips breathe their prayer, j 
And, crowding, stop the cxVlle to admire 
The babe, the sleeping image of his sire. 
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A few abort jears, and then these sounds shall hail 
The day again, and gladness fill the vale; 

Bo soon the chi hi a youth, the youth a man, 

Hager to run the race his fathers ran. 

Then the huge ox shall yield the broad sirloin ; 
j The ale, now brewed, in hoods of amber shine ; 

| And, basking in the chimney’s ample blaze, 

| ’Mid many a talc told of his boyish days, 

| The nurse shall cry, of all her ills beguiled, 

| ‘ Twas on her knees he sat so oft and smiled.’ 

And soon again shall ihumc swell the breeze ; 
Soon, issuing forth, shall glitter through the trees 
Vestures of nuptial white; and hymns be sung, 

I And violets scattered round; and oil and young, 
j In every cottage-porch with garland" green, 

! Stand still to gaze, and, gazing, bless the scene, 
i While, her dark eyes declining, by hi* side, 

I Moves in her virgin veil the gentle bride, 
j; And once, alas! nor in a distant hour, 

I *» Another voice shall come from yonder tower; 
j, W hen in dim chambers long black weeds are s*cn, 
j, And weeping heard where only joy has been ; 
i Then, by his children borne, and from his door, 
^^wly departing to return no more, 

He rest" in holy earth with them that went before. 

Ami such is human life; so gliding *n, 

It glimmers like a meteor, and i" gum* ! 

Vet is the tale, brief though it be, as "t range. 

As full, methinks, of wild and w.»mler<»\i" change, 

As any that the wandering tribe- require, 

Stretched in the desert round their etching lire; 

As any Ming of ».ld, in hall *>r bower. 

To min-trvl harp- at midnight’s witching hour! 

• * * 

The day arrive", tin* moment wi"hed and feared; 
The child i" horn, h\ many a pang endcand, 

And now the mother’" ear ha" caught hi" cry; 

Oh grant the cherub to her a-kihg eve! 

He comes— "he clasp" him. J o her ho-om press, d, 
He drinks the balm <>f lit**, and drops to n*"i. 

Her by her smile bow "<>on the stranger knows! 
How "ooii by hi- the glad di "<*•>> cry "h"W>! 

As to her 1 iJ»S,she lifts the 1 «»\ t I V boy. 

What answering looks of sympathy ami joy ! 
lie walks, he speaks. In many a broken word 
His wants, hi" wishes, and hi" grid." are heard. 

And ever, ever to her lap he flic-, 

When ro"\ Sleep comes on with sweet surprise. 
Locked in her arm**, his arni" across her thing 
(That name most dear for ever on hi" tongue), 

A" with soft accents round her neck he cling-, 

Ami, cheek to cheek, her lulling song she sings, 

How blot to feel the beating" of hi" heart. 

Breathe his sweet breath, and ki~" lor ki".- impart ; 
j Watch o’er hi" slumbers like the brooding dove, 
j And, if she can, exhaust a mother'" love! 

Hut soon a Holder task demands her care. 

Apart she joins his little hands in prayer, 

'I’elling of Him who sees in secret there! 

And now the volume on lo r knee has caught 
His wandering eye - now many a written thought 
j Never to die, with many a lisping sweet, 
llis moving, murmuring lips endeavour to repeat. 

[From ‘ The Voyage of Columhns.*] 

| The sails were furled; with many a melting dose, 
I Solemn and slow the evening anthem rose, 

, Rose to the Virgin. ’Twas the hour of day, 
j When setting suns o’er summer seas display 
A path of glory, opening in the west 
To golden climes and islands of the blest; 

Ami human voices, on the silent air, 

Went o’er the waves in songs of gladness there! 

Chosen of men ! HVas thine, at noon of night, 
First from the prow to hail the glimmering light: 


(Emblem of Truth divine, whose secret ray 
Enters the soul and makes the darkness day!) 

* Pedro ! Rodrigo! there rncthought it shone ! 

There—in the west! and now, alas! ’tis gone !— j 

’Twas all a dream! we gaze and gaze in vain! 

Rut mark and speak not, there it comes again! 

It move*"!—what form unseen, what being there 
With torch-like lustre fires the murky air? 

His instincts, passions, say, how like our own ? ’ 

Oh ! when will day reveal a world unknown V j 

Long on the deep the mists of morning lay, 

Then rose, revealing as they rolled away # 

; Half-circling liills, whose everlasting woods i 

i Sweep with their "ulne skirts the shadowy floods: j 

! And say, when all, to holy transport given, ; 

| Embraced and wept as at the gates of Heaven, 1 

1 When one* and all of i»«, repentant, ran,' 
j And, on our face", bb.*""*.*d the wond.ous man; j 

Say, was I then deceived, or from the skies ; 

j Burst on my ear seraphic harmonies { 

! ‘ («lory to (»od !’ unnumbered voices sung, 

‘Glory to (iodT the vales and mountains rung, j 

Voices that li died creation’s primal morn, ] 

And to the nhepherds sung a .‘sav: jr born. j 

Slowly, bareheaded, through the surf we bore 
The sacred cro"S, and, kneeling, kissed the shore. j 

Rut what a scene was there ! Nymphs of romance, j 

Youths graceful a." the fawn, with eager glance, ! 

>prinL r from the glares, and down the alleys peep, 

1 Then headlong rush, bounding from steep to steep, I 
: And clap their hand", exclaiming as they run, 

‘ Come and behold the Children of the hun !’ 

When hark, a signal shot ! Tin* voice, it came 
| < her the "<*a in darkne>" and in flame ! 

' They saw, they heard; and up the highest hill, 

! A" in a picture, all at once were still ! 

Great im*." "o lair, in garments strangely wrought, 

' from citadel", with Heaven’s own thunder fraught, 
Checked their light footsteps—statue-like they 
1 ."tood 

As worshipped forms, the Genii of the Wood! 

At length the spell dissolve-! The warrior’s lance 
Rings on the tortoise with wild dissonance! 

! Ami ."<*c, the regal plumes, the couch of state! 
j Still where it moves the wise in council wait! 

, See now borne forth the monstrous mask of gold, 

, And ebon chair of many a serpent-lbld ; 

These now exchanged for gilts that thrice surpass 
: '1 lie wondrous ring, and lamp, and horse of brass. 

| What long-drawn tube transports the gazer home, 
i Kindling with stars at noon the ethereal dome! 

1 ’Tis here: and here circles of solid light 
; Charm with another self the cheated sight; 

As man to man another self disclose, 

I That now with terror starts, with triumph glows! 

| Then Cora came, the youngest of her race, 

: And in her hands she hid her lovely face; 

I Yet oft by stealth a timid glance she east, 

! And now with playful step the mirror passed, 
j Each bright refection brighter than the last! 

And oft behind it flew, and oft before ; 

The more she searched, pleased and perplexed the 
more! 

And looked and laughed, and blushed with quick 
surprise! 

Her lips all mirth, all ccstacy her eyes! 

Rut soon the telescope attracts her view; 

And lo, her lover in his light canoe 
Rocking, at noontide, on the silent sea, 

Before her lies! It cannot, cannot be. 

Late as he left, the shore, she lingered there, 

Till, less and less, he melted into air! 

Sigh after sigh steals from her gentle frame, 

And say—that murmur—was it not his name I 
She turns, and thinks, and, lost in wild amaze, 

Gazes again, and could for ever gaze ! 
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[Ginevra J] 

[From ‘ Italy.’] 

|>u shouldst ever corne by choice or chance 
-Y*: todena, where still religiously 

| Amtig her ancient trophies is preserved 
I Bologna’s bucket (in its chain it hangs 
I Within that reverend tower, the Guirlandine), 

Stop at a palace near the Beggio-gate, 

Dwelt in of old by one of the Orsini. 

Ill noble gardens, terrace above terrace, 

And rich in fountains, statues, cypresses, 

Will long detain thee; through their arched walks, 
Dim, at noonday, discovering many a glimpse 
Of knights and dames, such as in old romance, 

And lovers, such as in heroic song, 

Perhaps the two, for groves were their delight, 

That in the spring-time, as alone they sat, 

Venturing together on a talc of love. 

Read only part that day. A summer sun 
Sets ere one half is seen; but, ere thou go, 

Enter the house-—prithee, forget it not— 

And look awhile upon a picture there. 

’Tis of a lady in her earliest youth, 

' The very last of that illustrious race, 

! Done by Zampieri—but by whom I care not. 

I He who observes it, ere he passes on, 
j Gazes his till, and comes and comes again, 

| That he may call it up, when far away, 
j She sits, inclining forward as to speak, 

! Her lips half-open, and her linger up, 

| As though she said ‘ Beware!’ Her vest of gold 
! ’Broidered with ilowers, and clasped from head to foot, 
j An emerald-stone in every golden clasp ; 

And on her brow, fairer than alabaster, 
i A coronet of pearls. But then her face, 

: So lovely, yet so arch, so full of mirth, 
j The overflowings of an innocent heart— 

| It haunts me still, though many a year has lied, 

; Like some wild melody! 

Alone it hangs 

Over a mouldering heir-loom, its companion, 

An oaken-chest, half eaten by the worm, 

! But richly carved by Antony of Trent 
With Scripture-stories from the life of Christ ; 

A chest that came from Venice, and had held 
i The ducal robes of some ol<l ancestor, 
j That by the way—it may be true or false— 

But don’t forget the picture; and thou wilt not, 

When thou hast heard the tale they told me there, 
i She was au only child; from infancy 
I The joy, the pride of an indulgent sire. 

1 Her mother dying of the gift she gave, 

That precious gift, what else remained to him? 

1 The young Ginevra was his all in life, 

1 Still as she grew, for ever in his sight; 

; And in her fifteenth year became a bride, 

Marrying an only son, Francesco Doria, 
j Her playmate from her birth, and her first love. 

Just as she looks there in her bridal dress, 

She was all gentleness, all gaiety, 

Iler pranks the favourite theme of every tongue. 

But now the day was come, the day, the hour; 

Now, frowning, smiling, for the hundredth time, 

| The nurse, that ancient lady, preached decorum; 
j And, in the lustre of her youth, she gave 
Her hand, with her heart in it, to Francesco. 

Great was the joy; but at the bridal feast, 

! When all sat down, the bride was wanting there, 
j Nor was she to be found ! Her father cried, 

* ’'I ’is but to make a trial of our love!’ 

And tilled his glass to all ; but his hand shook, 

And soon from guest to guest the panic spread. 

Twas but that instant she had left Francesco, 
Laughing and looking back, and flying still, 


Her ivory-tooth imprinted on his finger. 

But now, alas ! she was not to be found ; 

Nor from that hour could anything be guessed 
But that she was not! Weary of his life, 
Francesco Hew to Venice, and forthwith 
Flung it away in battle with the Turk. 

Orsini lived; and long mightst thou have seen 
An old man wandering as in quest of something, 
Something he could not find—he knew not what. 
When he was gone, the house remained awhile 
Silent and tenantless -then went to strangers. 

Full fifty years were past, and all forgot, 

When on an idle day, a day of search 
’Mid the old lumber in, the gallery, 

That mouldering chest, was noticed; and ’twas said 
By one as young, as thoughtless as Ginevra, 

4 Why not remove it from its lurking place?’ 

’Twas done as soon as said; hut on the way 
It burst, it fell; and io, a skeleton, 

With here and there a pearl, an emerald-stone, 
j A golden clasp, clasping a shred of gold ! 
j All else had perished - save a nuptial ring, 

And a small seal, her mother’s legacy, 

Engraven with a name, the name' of both, 

: ‘ Ginevra.’ There then had she found a grave! 4 
j Within that chest had she concealed herself, # 
Fluttering with joy the happiest of the happy ; 
When a spring-lock that lay in ambush there, 
Fastened her down forever! 

An 1 (niton Sony. 

Dear is my little nat ive vale. 

The ring-do\c builds and murmurs there; 

(’lose by my cot sin* tells her tale 
To every passing villager. 

The squirrel leaps from tree to free, 

And shells his nuts at liberty. 

In orange grotes and myrtle bowers, 

That breathe a gale of fragrance round, 

1 charm the fairy -footed hours 
With my loved lute’s romantic sound; 

Or crowns of living laurel weave 
For those that win the race at eve. 

The shepherd’.-, horn at break of day, 

The ballet danced in twilight*Hade, 

The canzonet and roundelay ** 

Sung in the silent greenwood shade; 

Thcsp simple joys that never fail, 

Shall bind me to my native vale. 

To (he J hit (not//. 

Child of the sun ! pursue thy rapturous flight, 
Mingling with her tlmu lov’st in fields of light; 
And, where the flowers of paradise unfold, 

QuafF fragrant nectar from their t ups of gold. 

There shall thy wings, rich as an evening sky, 
Expand and shut with silent ecstacy ! 

Yet werfc thou once a worm, a thing that crept 
On the bare earth, then wrought a tomb and slept. 
And such is man; soon from his cell of clay 
To hurst a seraph in the blaze of day. 

Written in the II itfhlaiuls of Scotland — 1812, 

Blue was the loch, the clouds were gone, 
Ben-Lomond in his glory shone, 

When, Luss, 1 left thee; when the breeze 
Bore me from thy silver sands, 

Thy kirkyard wall among the trees. 

Where, gray with age, the dial stands; 

That dial so well-known to me ! 

Though many a shadow it had shed, 

I Beloved sister, since with thee 
j The legend on the stone was read. 
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The fairy isles fled far away; 

That with its woods and uplands green, 

Where shepherd-huts are dimly seen, 

And songs are heard at close of day; 

That, too, the deer’s wild covert fled, 

And that, the asylum of the dead : 

While, as the boat went merrily, 

Much of Hob Hoy the boatman told; 

His arm that fell below his knee, 

His cattle ford and mountain hold. 

Tarbat, 1 thy shore I climbed at last ; 

And, thy shady region passed, 

Upon another shore I stood, 

And looked upon another flood;- 
Great Ocean’s self! (Tis he who fills 
That vast ami awful depth of hills); 

Where many an elf was playing round, 

Who treads unshod his classic ground; 

And speaks, his native rocks among, 

As Kin gal spoke, and Ossian sung. 

| Night fell, and dark and darker grew 

That narrow sea, that narrow sky, 

As o’er the glimmering waves we flew, 

The sea-bird rustling, wailing by. 

And now' the grampus, half-descried, 
illack and hug# above the title; 

The cliffs and promontories theie, 

; Front to front, and broad and bare; 

Each beyond each, with giant feet 
Advancing as in haste to meet; 

! The shattered fortress, whence tin* Dane 
Blew his shrill blast, nor rushed in vain, 

Tyrant of the drear domain; 

All into midnight shadow sweep. 

When day springs upward from the deep ! 
Kindling the waters in its flight, 

The prow wakes splendour, and the oar, 

That rose and fell unseen before, 

Flashes in a sea of light; 

(dad sign and sure, for now we hail 
Thy flowers, (denfmnart, in the gale; 

And bright indeed the path should be, 

That leads to Friendship and to Thee! 

Oh blest retreat, and sacred too! 

Sacred as when the bell of prayer 
'foiled duly on the desert air, 

And crosses decked thy summits blue. 

Oft like some loved romantic tale, 

Oft shall my weary mind recall, 

Amid the hum and stir of men. 

Thy beechen grove and waterfall, 

Thy ferry with its gliding sail. 

And her—the Lady of the Ulen ! 

Pactum. 

[From ‘ Italy.’] 

They stand between the mountains and tin* sea;' 1 
Awful memorials, but of whom we know not. 

The seaman passing, gazes from the deck, 

The buffalo-driver, in his shaggy cloak, 

Points to the work of magic, and moves on. 

| Time was they stood along the crowded street, 
i Temples of gods, and on their ample steps 
j What various habits, various tongues beset 
! The brazen gates for prayer and sacrifice ! 

1 Time was perhaps the third was sought for justice; 
And here the accuser stood, and there the accused, 
And here the judges sat, and heard, and judged. 

i Signifying in the Gaelic language an isthmus. 

* Loch Long. 

9 The temple* of IVatum are three in number, and havo 
survived, nearly nine centuries, the total destruction of the 
| city. Tradition is silent concerning them, hut they must have 
exlated now between two and three thousand years. 
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All silent now, as in the ages past, i 

Trodden under foot, and mingled dust with dust* ; 

How many centuries did the sun go round 
From Mount Album us to the Tyrrhene sea, 

While, by some spell rendered invisible, ! 

Or, if approached, approached by him alone ; 

Who saw as though he saw not, they remained 
Ah in the darkness of a sepulchre, 1 

Waiting the appointed time ! All, all within | 

Proclaims that nature had resumed her right, I 

And taken to herself what man renounced; j 

No cornice, triglyph, or worn abacus, 

But witli thick ivy hung, or branching fern, j 

Their iron-brown o’erspread with brightest verdure 1 ; 

From my youth upward have I longed to tread 
This classic ground; and am I here at last ? 

Wandering at will through the long porticos, 

And catching, as through some majestic grove, 

Now the blue ocean, and now', chaos-like, j 

Mountains and mountain-gulfs, and, half-way up, i 
Towns like the living rock from which they grew! 

A cloudy region, black and desolate, 

Where once a slave withstood a world in arms. 

The air is sweet with violets, running wild 
’Mid broken friezes and fa’lcn capitals; 

Sweet as when Tuliy, writing down his thoughts, 

Those thoughts so precious and so lately lost 
(Turning to thee, divine philosophy, 

Ever at hand to culm liis troubled soul), 

Sailed slowly by, two thousand years ago. 

For Athens; when a ship, if north-east winds 
Blew from the l’n^tan gardens, slacked her course. 

On as he moved along the level shore, 

These temples, in their splendour eminent 
’Mid arcs and obelisks, and domes and towers, 

Reflecting hack the radiance of the west, 

W ell might he dream of glory ! Now, coiled up, 

The serpent sleeps within them ; the she-wolf 
Suckles her young ; and as alone 1 stand 
In this, the nobler pile, the elements 
(>f earth and air its only floor and covering, ; 

How* solemn is the stillness ! Nothing stirs ! 

Save the shrill-voiced cicala flitting round 
On the rough pediment to sit and sing; 

Or the green lizard rustling through the gras®. 

And up the fluted shaft w ith short quick spring, j 

To vanish in the chinks that time has made. ! 

In such an hour as this, the sun's broad disk |j 

Seen at his setting, and a flood of light j 

Filling the courts of these obi sanctuaries J 

(Gigantic shadows, broken and confused, j 

Athwart the innumerable columns flung), 

In such an hour he came, who saw and told, 

Led by the mighty genius of the place. 1 ' 

Walls of some capital city first appeared, 

Half razed, half sunk, or scattered as in scorn; jj 

And what within them ? What but in the midst ,1 
These three in more than their original grandeur, s 
And, round about, no stone upon another! jj 

As if the spoiler had fallen back in fear, li 

And, turning, left them to the elements. jj 


Go—you may call it madness, folly; 

You shall not chase my gloom away ! 

There's such a charm in melancholy, ,. 

I would not, if I could, be gay. ! j 

Oh, if you knew the pensive pleasure >| 

That fills my bosom when I sigh, j 

You would not rob me of a treasure j 

Monarchs are too poor to buy. j 

1 They are said to have been discovered by accident about the | 
middle of the last century, , 
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A Wish. 

Mine be a cot beside tiie bill; 

A bee-hivc’s hum shall soothe my ear ; 

A willowy brook, that turns a mill, 

With many a fall, shall linger near. 

The swallow oft beneath my thatch 
Shall twitter from her clay-built nest; 

Oft shall the pilgrim lift the latch, 

And share my meal, a welcome guest. 

Around my ivied poreh shall spring 
Each fragrant llower that drinks the dew; 

And Lucy, at her wheel, shall sing 
In russet gown and apron blue. 

The village church, among the trees, 

Where first our marriage vows were given, 

With merry peals shall swell the breeze, 

And point with taper spire to heaven. 

On a Tear. 

Oh that the chemist's magic art 
Could crystallise this sacred treasure ! 

Long should it glitter near my heart, 

A- secr et s ource of pen 

The little brilliant, ere it fell, 

Its lustre caught from Cbloc’s eye ; 

Then, trembling, left its coral cell— 

The spring of Sensibility ! 

Sweet drop of pure and pearly light, 

In thee the rays of Virtue shine ; 

More calmly clear, more mildly bright, 

Than any gem that gilds the mine. 

Benign restorer of tlm soul! 

Who ever fliest to bring relief, 

When first we feel the rude control 
Q£ Lo™ or^Pity* jlfiyor Grief. 

The sage’s and the poet’s theme, 

In every clime, in every age ; 

Thou charilL&tin Vanry 9 * ifjIi> dreu 1 n ) 

In Reason’s philosophic page.. 

That very law which moulds a tear, 

And bids it trickle from its source, 

That law preserves the earth a sphere. 

And guides the planets in their course. 

WILLIAM WORDSWORTH. 

William Wordsworth, the greatest yf meta¬ 
physical poets, is a native of Cockermouth, in the 
county of Cumberland, where he was born on the 
7th of April 1770. His parents were enabled to 
bestow upon their children the advantages of a 
complete education (his father was law-agent to 
Lord Lonsdale), and the poet and his brother (now 
Dr Christopher Wordsworth, long master of Trinity 
college), after being some years at Ilawkeswortli 
school, in Lancashire, were sent to the university of 
Cambridge. William was entered of St John's in 
1787. Poetry has been with him the early and 
almost the sole business of his life. Having finished 
his academical course, and taken his degree, lie tra¬ 
velled for a short time; and marrying an amiable 
lady, his cousin, settled down among the lakes and 
mountains of Westmoreland. A gentleman dying 
in his neighbourhood left him a handsome legacy ; 
other bequests followed; and about 1814, the pa¬ 
tronage of the noble family of Lowther procured for 
the poet the easy and lucrative situation of Distri¬ 
butor of Stamps, which left the greater part of his 
time at his own disposal. In 1842 he resigned this 
situation in favour of his son, and government re¬ 


warded the venerable poet with a pension of L.300 
per annum. In April 1843 he was appointed poet- 



1 an reate, in the room of his deceased and illustrious 
friend Southey. His residence at By dal Mount has 
been truly a poetical retirement. 

Long have I loved what I behold, 

The night, that calms the day that cheers ; 

'flu* common growth of mother earth 
Suffices lm- her tear . her mirth, 

Her humblest mirth and tears. 

The dragon’s wing, the magic ring, 

I shall not covet for my dower, 

If l along that lowly wuv 

With sympathetic heart may stray. 

And with a soul of power. 

Word.uvorth appeared as a poet in his twenty-third 
year, 1703. Tlu* title of his first work was The 
Kcnmuj Walk, and Descriptive ^la tches. The walk 
is among the mountains of Westmoreland ; the 
sketches r fi r to a tour made in Switzerland by 
the poet ami his friend, the Rev. K. Jones, fellow of 
St John’s college. The poetry is of the style of 
Goldsmith ; but description predominates over re¬ 
flection. The enthusiastic dreams of liberty which 
then buoyed up the young poet, ami his associates 
Coleridge and Southey, appear in such lines as the 
following:— 

Oh give, great God, to freedom’s waves to rido 
Sublime o’er conquest., avarice, and pride ; 

To sweep where pleasure decks her guilty bowers, 

And dark oppression builds her thick-ribbed towers ; 
(Jive them, beneath their breast, while gladness springs, 
To brood the nations o’er with Nilc-liko wings; 

And grant that every sceptred child of day 
Who cries, presumptuous, ‘Here their tides shall stay, 
.Swept in their anger from the affrighted shore 
With all his creatures sink to rise no more 1 

In 1798 was published a collection of Lyrical Bal¬ 
lads, some by Coleridge, hut the greater part by 
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Wordsworth, and designed by him as an experiment 
how far a simpler kind of poetry than that in use 
would afford i>enmiiieiit interest to readers. The 
humblest subjects, lie contended, were fit for poetry, 
and the language should be that ‘really used by 
men.’ The tine fabric, of poetic diction which gene¬ 
rations of the tuneful tribe had been laboriously 
rearing, he proposed to destroy altogether. The 
language of bumble and rustic life, arising out of 
repeated experience and regular feelings, be con¬ 
sidered to Ik? a more permanent and far more philo¬ 
sophical language than that which is frequently 
substituted for it by poets, 'flu- attempt «»f Words¬ 
worth was either totally neglected or assailed with 
ridicule. The transition from the refined and sen¬ 
timental school of verse, \\ it It select and polish* I 


diction, to such themes as ‘ The Idiot Boy,* and a 
HtyJiuifimposition disfigured hy cxdloquial plain¬ 
ness, and by The Tnikfure of ludicrous Images and 
associations with passages of tenderness and pathos, 
was too violent to escape ridicule or insure general 
success, it was often impossible to tell whether the 
poet meant to be comic or tender, jacrious or 
ludicrous ; while the choice of lilts subjects and illus¬ 
trations, instead of being regarded as genuine sim¬ 
plicity, had an appearance of silliness or affectation. 
The faults of his worst ballads were so glaring, 
that they overpowered, at lea?t tor a time, the 
•simple natural bcauti* s, the spirit of gentleness and 
humanity, with which the\ were accompanied. It 
was a firrt experiment, and it was made wi iiout 
any regard for existing prejudices <>r feelings, or any 



UvUii] Lake nn<l Wordsworths Houv 


wish to conciliate. The poems, however, were read 
hv some. Two more volumes were added in 1 St»7 ; 
and it was seen that, whatever might he the theory 
of the poet, lie possessed n vein of pure and exalted 
description and meditation which it was impossible 
not tO-ftCd and admire. Th(‘ intluenee of nature 
upon man was Ins favourite fheme; and though 
sometimes unintelligible from his idealism, he was 
also, on other occasions, just and profound. His 
worship of nature was ennobling and impressive. In 
real simplicity, however, Wordsworth is inferior to 
Cow per, Goldsmith, and many others. 11*' lues 
triumphed as a poet, in spite of his own theory. As 
the circle of his admirers was gradually extending, 
he continued to supply it with fresh materials of a 
higher order. In 1814 appeared The Kr<*ur.s'nm ^ a 
philosophical poem in blank verse, by far the noblest 
production of the author, and containing passages 
of sentiment, description, and pure eloquence, not. 
excelled by any living poet, while its spirit of en- 
ligfitened humanity and Christian benevolence—ex¬ 
tending over all ranks of sentient and animated 
being —imparts to the poem a peculiarly sacred and 


elevated character. The influence of Wordsworth 
on the poetry of his age has thus been as beneficial 
as extensive. He has turned the public taSTC Trbjn 
pompous inanity to the study of man and nature; 
he has banished the false and ex agge rated stylo of 
character and emotion winch even the pbiflhns' of 
Byron stooped to imitate; and he has enlisted the sen¬ 
sibilities and sympathies of his intellectual brethren 
in favour of the most expansive and kindly philan¬ 
thropy. The pleasures and graces of his muse 
are ail simple, pure, and lasting. In working out 
the plan of his ‘ Kxeursion/ the poet has not, how¬ 
ever, e raped from the errors of his early poems. 
The incongruity or want of keeping in most of 
Wordsworth's productions is observable in this 
work. The principal character is a poor Scotch 
pedlar, who traverses the mountains in company 
with the poet, and is made to discourse, wi th cl erk- 
like fluency, 

t )f truth, of gran deur , beauty, love* and hope. 

It is thus that the poet violates the conventional 
rules of poetry and the realities of life; for surely it 
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is inconsistent with truth mid probability, that a 
profound moralist and dialectician should LTe ftrnrnd’ 
in such a situation. In his travels with the 1 Wan - 
deter/ the poet is introduced to a ‘ Solitary/ who 
lives secluded from the world, after a life of busy 
adventures and high hope, ending in disappointment 
and disgust. They all proceed to the house of the 
pastor, who (in the style of Crabbe’s Parish Kcgister) 
recounts some of the deaths and mutations tlint had 
taken place in his sequestered valley; and with a 
description of a visit made by the three to a neigh¬ 
bouring lake, the poem concludes- The ‘ Excursion' 
is an unfinished work, part of a larger poem. The lie- 
chise , ‘ havingTur..iU-principal object the sensations 
and opinions-e£_a poet living in retirement/ Whether 
the remainder of the work will ever be given to the 
world, or completed by the poet, is uncertain. The 
want of incident would, we fear, be fatal to its suc¬ 
cess. The narrative part of the 4 Excursion’ is a 
mere framework, rude and unskilful, for a series of 
pictures of mountain scenery and philosophical dis¬ 
sertations, tending to show how the external world 
I is adapted to the mind of man, and good educed out 
of evil and suffering— 

Within the soul a faculty abides, 

That with interpositions, which would hide 
And darken, so can deal, that they become 
Contingencies of pomp, and serve to exalt 
Her native brightness. As the ample moon 
In the deep stillness of a summer even 
Rising behind a thick and lofty grove, 

Bums like an uneonsuming fire of light 
In the green trees; and, kindling on all sides, 

Their leafy umbrage turns the dusky veil 
Into a substance glorious as her own. 

Yea, with her own incorporated, by power 
Capacious and serene ; like power abides 
In man’s celestial spirit; virtue thus 
Sets forth and magnifies herself—thus feeds 
A calm, a beautiful, and silent fire, 

From the encumbrances of mortal life ; 

From error, disappointment—nav, from guilt ; 

And sometimes, so relenting justice wills, 

From palpable oppressions of despair. 

Book / r. 

In a still loftier style of moral observation on tin 
changes of life, the * gray-haired wanderer’ ex 
claims— 

So fails, so languishes, grows dim, and dies. 

All that this world is proud of. From their spheres 
The stars of human glory arc cast down ; 

Perish the roses and the flowers of kings, 

Princes, and emperors, and the crowns and palms 
Of all the mighty, withered and consumed ! 

Nor is power given to lowliest innocence 
Long to protect her own. The man himself 
Departs ; and soon is spent the line of those 
Who, in the bodily image, in the mind, 

In heart or soul, in station or pursuit, 

Did most resemble him. Degrees and ranks, 
Fraternities and orders—heaping high 
New wealth upon the burthen of the old, 

And placing trust in privilege confirmed 
And re-confirmed —are scoffed at with a smile 
Of greedy foretaste, from the secret stand 
Of desolation aimed ; to slow decline 
These yield, and these to sudden overthrow ; 

Their virtue, service, happiness, and state 
Expire ; and Nature’s pleasant robe of green, 
Humanity’s appointed shroud, enwraps 
Their monuments and their memory. 

Book yu. 

The picturesque parts of the * Excursion’ are full of a 


quiet and tender beauty characteristic of the author. 
We subjoin two passages, the first descriptive of a j 
peasant youth, the hero of his native vale:— 

I 

The mountain ash 
No eye can overlook, when ’mid a grove 
Of yet unfaded trees she lifts her head 
Decked with autumnal berries, that outshine 
Spring’s richest blossoms ; and yc may have marked 
By a brook side or solitary tarn, ! 

Mow she her station doth adorn. The pool 
(ilow's at her feet, and all the gloomy rocks 
Are brightened round her. In his native rale, 

Such and so glorious did this youth appear; 

A sight that kindled pleasure in all hearts 
By his ingenuous beauty, by the gleam 
Of his fair eves, bv his capacious brow, 

Bv all the graces with which nature’s hand 

Had lavishly arrayed him. As old hards 

Tell in their idle songs of wandering god-, * 

Pan or Apollo, veiled in human form ; 

Yet, like the sweet-breathed violet of the .diude, 
Diseovercd in their own despite to sense 
Of mortals (if such fables without blame ^ 

May find chance mention on thi> sacred groan 1), 

So, through a simple rustic garbVdisgube, 

And through the impediment of rural cares, 

In him revealed a scholar’s genius shone ; 

And so, not wholly hidden from men’s sight, 

In him the spirit of a hero walked 
Our unpretending valley. Ibov tin- quoit 
Whizzed from the stripling’s arm! If touched by him, 
The inglorious football mounted to the pitch 
Of the lark’s Might, or shaped a rainbow* t une 
Aloft in prospect of the shouting field ! 

The indefatigable fox had learned 
j To dread his perseverance in the chase. j 

With admiration would In* lift his e\es j 

To the wide-ruling eagle, and his hand 
Was loath to assault the majesty h<* loved, 

Else had the strongest fastnesses proved weak 
To guard the royal brood. The sailing glcde, 

The wheeling swallow', and the darting snip*-, 

The sporting sea-gull darn ing with the wav*", 

And cautious waterfowl from distant dime-, 

Fixed at their scat, the centre of the mere, 

Were subject to young Oswald’s steady aim. 

Book ni. 

The peasant youth, with others in the vale, routed 
by the cry to arms, studies the rudiments of war, 
but dies suddenly :— 

To him, thus snatched away, his comrade paid 
A soldier’s honours. At his funeral hour 
Bright was the sun, the sky a cloudless blue— 

A golden lustre slept upon the hills ; 

And if by chance a stranger, wandering there, 

From some commanding eminence had looked 
Down on this spot, well pleased would he have seen 
A glittering spectacle ; but every face 
Was pallid-- seldom hath that eye been moist 
With tears that wept not then ; nor were the few 
Who from their dwellings came not forth to join 
In this sad service, less disturbed than we. 

They started at the tributary peal 
Of instantaneous thunder which announced 
1’hrough the still air the closing of the grave ; 

And distant mountains echoed with a sound 
< >f lamentation never heard before. 

A description of deafness in a peasant would seem 
to be a subject hardly susceptible of poetical orna¬ 
ment; yet, by contrasting it with the surrounding 
objects—the pleasant sounds and stir of nature- 
arid by bis vein of pensive and graceful reflection, 
Wordsworth has made this one of his finest pic- 
i tures:— 
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Almost at the root 

Of that tall pine, the shadow of whose hare 
And slender stem, while here I nit at eve, 

Oft stretches towards me, like a strong straight path 
Traced faintly in the greensward, there, beneath 
A plain blue stone, a gentle dalesman lies. 

From whom in early childhood was withdrawn 
The precious gift oi hearing, lie grew up 
From year to year in loneliness of soul ; 

And this deep mountain valley was to him 
Soundless, with all its streams. The bird of dawn 
Did never rouse this cottager from sleep 
With startling summons ; not for his delight 
The vernal cuckoo shouted ; not for him 
Murmured the labouring bee. When stormv winds 
Were working the broad bonom of the lake 
Into a thousand thousand sparkling waves. 

Hocking the trees, or driving cloud on cloud 
Along the sharp edge of yon lofty crags, 

The agitated scene before his eye 

Wiis silent as a picture: evermore 

Were all things silent, wheresoe’er he moved. 

Yet, by the solace *»f his own pure thoughts 
!>1 udd,he duteously pursued the round 
Of rural labours; tl^e steep mountain side 
Ascended with his stall’ami lbThful d g; 

I The plough ho guided, and tin scythe lie swayed ; 

And the ripe non before his sickle fell 
Among the jocund reapers. 

1 Hook Vll. 

Hy viewing man in connection with external nature, 
the poet blends his metaphysics with pictures of life 
and scenery. To build up and strengthen the powers 
of the mind, in contrast to the operations of sense, 
is ever his object. Like Huron. Wordsworth would 
rather Ulieve all the fables in the Talmud and 
Alcoran than that this universal frame is without 
a mind — or that that mind does not, by its external 
symbols, sjH*ak to the human heart. He lives under 
the ‘ habitual sway’ of nature. 

To me the meanest flower that blmv> can uive 

Thoughts that do often lie t^o deep,for tcury r- 

The subsequent works of the poet ah? numerous-^- 
Thr White Doc of a romantic narrative 

poem, yet coloured with his peculiar genius; Son¬ 
nets on the Hirer Duddott; The U atjyoncr; Tcttr Util; 
Ecclesiastical Sketches; Ya/roir Revisited, &c. Having 
made repeated tours in Scotland and on the eonti- 
; nent, tin? poet diversified his subjects with descrip¬ 
tions of particular scenes, local maimers, legends, 
ami associations. The whole of his works have* 
iK'on arranged hy their author according to their 
resjiective subjects; as 1’items referring to the IVriod 
j of Childhood; Toetns founded on the Affections; 

l’oems of the Fancy; Poems of the Imagination, &c. 

. This classification is often arbitrary and capricious; 
but it is one of the conceits of Wordsworth, that his 
poems should 1 h‘ read in a certain continuous order, 
to give full effect to his system. Thus classified 
and published, the poet’s works form six volumes. 
A seventh has lately (1812) been added, consisting 
of poems w ritten very early and very late in life 
(as is stated), and a tragedy which had long lain 
past the author. The latter is not happy, for Words¬ 
worth has less dramatic power than any other living 
poet. In the drama, however, both Scott and Byron 
failed ; and Coleridge, with his fine imagination and 
pictorial expression, was only a shade more successful. 
The fame of Wordsworth is daily extending. The 
few or puerile-pieces which excited so 

iTrUcli sarcasm* parody, anJ^fiakion, have been 
quietly forgotten, or aftf"COiisidered as mere idiosyn¬ 
crasies of the poet that provoke a smile, while Ijia. 
higher attributes joaagiand admiration, and have 


secured a new generation of readers. A tribcotwor- 
sliippcrjh in the young poets of the day, have arisen to 
do him homage, and in some instances have earned 
the feeling to a sectarian and bigutied excess. Many 
of liis former depredators have also joined the ranks 
of his admirers—partly because in his late works 
he lias done himself more justice both in his style . 
and subjects. He m Too. intellectual, and too little J 
sensuous, tu use the phrase of Milton, ever to he-4 1 
conic generally popular, unless in some of Ills smaller 
pieces. His jieculiar sensibilities cannot be relished 
hy all. 11 is poetry, however, is of various kinds. 
Forgetting his own theory as to the proper subject* 
of poetry, lie has ventured ou the loftiest themes, i 
and in calm sustained elevation of thought, appro- j 
priato imagery, and intense feeling, lie often re- j 
minds the reader of the sublime strains of Milton. 
His Laodamia, the Vernal Ode, the Ode to I.ycoris 
and ihun, arep aiijdy classic poems in con¬ 

ception and diction. M.my of his sonnets have also i 
a chaste and noble simplicity. In these short com- j 
pofutiMHe,- hTS deVaiion and power as a poet are per- I 
haps i lore remarkably displayed than in any of his 
other productions. The} possess a winning sweet¬ 
ness ■ r simple grandeur, without the most distant 
approach to antithesis or straining for effect; while 
that tendency to prolixity and difTuseness which 
characterise his longer poems, is re]tressed by the 
necessity for brief ami rapid thought and concise , 
expression, imposed hy the nature of the sonnet. It | 
is no exaggeration to say that Milton alone has t 
surpassed—if even /« has surpassed—some of the ’ 
noble sonnets of Wordsworth dedicated to liberty 
and inspired by patriotism. 

SoUiots. 

London, 1B02. 

Milton ! thou sh.juhbt he living at this hour; 

Knglaml hath need of thee ; she is a fen 
Uf stagnant waurs ; altar, sword, and pen, 

Fireside, the heroic wealth of hull and bower, 

Have forfeited their ancient Kuglish dower 
Of inward hnppinos. We are selfish men ; 

Oh! raise us up, return to m again ; 

And give us manners, \irtue, freedom, power. 

Thy soul was like a star, and dwelt apart; 

Thou hadst a voice whose sound was like the sea; 

Lure as the naked heavens—majestic, free, 

So didst thou travel on life’s common way 
In cheerful godliness ; and yet thy heart 
The low liest duties on herself didst lay. 

The World is Too Much with Us. 

The world is too much with us ; late and noon, 

(letting and spending, we lay waste our powers: 

Little we see in nature that is ours ; 

We have given our hearts away, a sordid boon ! 

This sea that bares her bosom to the moon, 

The winds that will he howling at all hours. 

And are up-gathered now like sleeping flowers; 

For this, for everything, we are out of tune; 

It moves us not. Great God ! I’d rather be 
A pagan suckled in a creed outworn ; 

So might I, standing on this pleasant lea, 

Have glimpse* that would make me less forlorn ; 

Have sight of Proteus coming from the sea; 

Or hear old Triton blow his wreathed horn. 

Composed upon Westminster Bridge, September 3,18U3. 

Karth has not anything to show more fair: 

Dull would he be of soul who could pass by 
A sight so touching in its majesty: 

This city now doth like a garment wear 
The beauty of the morning ; silent, bare, 
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Ships, towers, domes, theatres, and temples lie 
Open unto the fields and to the sky, 

All bright and glittering in the smokeless air. 

Never did sun more beautifully steep, 

In his first splendour, valley, rock, or hill; 

Ne’er saw I, never felt, a calm so deep ! 

The river glideth at his own sweet will: 

Dear God ! the very houses seem asleep ; 

And all that mighty heart is lying still! 

On King’s College Chapel, Cam bridge. 

Tax not the royal saint with vain expense. 

With ill-matched aims the architect who planned., 
Albeit labouring for a scanty band 
Of wliite-robed scholars only, this immense 
| And glorious work of fine intelligence ! 

Give all thou canst ; high Heaven rejects Hie lore 
Of nicely calculated less or more ; 

So deemed the man who fashioned for the sense 
These lofty pillars, spread that branching reof 
Self-poised, and scooped into ten thousand cells, 
Where 1 ight and shade repose, where music dwell- 
Lingering-—and wandering on, as 1 >atIi t«» die ; 

Like thoughts whose very sweetne^ yield* ih pivof 
That they were born for immortality. 

His Intimations of Immortality, and Lines on 
Tintern Abbey, are the finest i vunples of bis rapt . 
imaginative style, Mending metaphysical truth witl^ ; 
diffuse gorgeous description and metaphor, llis j 
simpler effusions are pathetic ami ..UUidtT. He has 
little strong passion; but in one piece, Vaudraeour 
and Julia, he has painted the passion of love with j 
more warmth than might be anticipated from his 
abstract idealism— 

His present mind 

Was under fascination ; he beheld 
A vision, and adored the thing In* .-aw. 

Arabian fiction never tilW th*' w..-.M 
With half the wmid* r H . i-'.j 

Earth breathed in one grem pu -^.-v i.f in. j.» 11 .. 

Life turned the iiian^i <‘f* li-i>h me,-;- 
lie fore h is eyes, to p 1 i ; 

The home she dwell in v.a* a -uinti-d -brine : 

Her chamber window did surp.i in gh./v 
The portals of the dawn ; all paradi-c 
Could, by the simple opening of a door. 

Let itself in upon himj pathway , walks. 

Swarmed with enchantment, till his spirit sank. 
Surcharged within him—-oveihliM to un>ve 
Beneath a sun that wakes a weary worhl 
To its dull round of ordinary cares ; 

A man l . - 1 '.j■]>/ :■ . taliij. ! 

The lovers parted under circumstances of dang. r, 
but had a stolen interview at night - 

Through all her court* 

The vacant city slept ; the lm-y wind-, 

That keep no certain intervals of rest. 

Moved not; meanwhile the galaxy displayed* 

Her fires, that like mysterious pulses heat 
Aloft—momentous but uneasy bliss ! 

To their full hearts the universe seemed hung 
On that brief meeting’s slender filament ! 

This is of the style of Ford or Massinger. Living 
mostly apart from the world, and nursing with 
solitary complacency his poetical system, and all that 
could bear upon his works and pursuits as a poet, 
Wordsworth fell into those, errors of taste and that 
w*ant of discrimination to which we have already 
alluded. Ilis most puerile ballads and attempts at 
humour are apparently as much prized by him, and 
classed with tlie same nicety and care, as the most 
majestic of-his^c nceptioDS. or the most natural ahd 
beautiful nfhjp jW»Tijpf.ions. The* art of condensa¬ 
tion is alsorarely practised by^ him. But if the j 


poet’s retirement or peculiar disposition has been a 
cause of his weakness, it lias also been one of the 
sources of his strength. It left him untouched by 
the artificial or mechanical tastes of his age ; it gave 
an originality to his conceptions and to the whole 
colour of his thoughts; and it, completely imbued 
him with that purer antique life and knowledge of 
the phenomena of nature—the sky, lakes, and moun¬ 
tains of his native district, in all their tints and 
forms—which he has depicted with such power and 
enthusiasm. A less complacent poet would have 
been chilled by the long neglect and ridicule he ex¬ 
perienced. llis spirit wns self-supported, and his 
genius, at once observant and meditative, was left 
to shape 1 out its own creations, and extend its sym¬ 
pathies to that world which lay beyond his happy 
j mountain solitude. 

Lima. 

My heart leaps up when I behold 
A rainbow in the sky: 

S' was it when my life began ; 

So is it now J um a man ; 

So be it when I shall grow old, • 

< >r let me die ! 

The child is father of the man ; 

And T could wish mv days to he 
Bound <io h to each by natural piety. 

Lftt'i,. 

Sh* bwvii among the untrodden W'ays, 
lh-.sido the -[wings of l)o\e, 

A maid whom there were none to praise, 

A..d very few to low. 

A violet by a niossv .-tone 
i lalf hidden from the t.-ve; 

1 air a- a star v.hen only one 
1 ; -hining iit the sky. 

Slo lived unknown, and few could know 
W’iii'ii 1,uev <•< ased to be ; 

But -he i- in her grave, and uh, 

The d i iierenoe |.i l;ic! 

A Portrait. 

She wa- a phantom of delight 
W hen fust -he gleamed upon my sight; 

A lowly apparition, -ent 
To b" a mono-nt’- ornament ; 

Her eye- a- star- of twilight fair; 
hike twilight’-, too, her du-ky hair; 

But all tiling-, tlse about her drawn 
From Alay-lime and the cheerful dawn ; 

A dancing .-hape, an imago- gay, 

To haunt, to startle, and waylay. 

I saw her upon nearer viewy 
A spirit, yet a woman too! 

Her household motions light and free, 

And steps of virgin liberty ; 

A countenance in which did meet 
Sweet record*, promises as sweet; 

A creature not too bright or good 
For human nature’s daily food ; 

For transient, sorrows, simple wiles, 

Braise, blame, love, kisses, tears, and smiles. 

And now f see with eve serene 
The very pulse of the machine; 

A being breathing thoughtful breath, 

A traveller betwixt life and death ; 

The reason firm, the temperate will, 

Endurance, foresight, strength, and skill, 

A perfect woman, nobly planned, 

To warn, to comfort, and command; 

And yet a spirit still, and bright 
W ith something of an angel light. 
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\Lims Composed a few miles above Tintem Abbey , on 
Revisiting the Banks of the Wye.] 



Tintem ALliey. 

Five years have pu«*od ; five summer*, with the Urnth 
Of five long winters ; and again 1 hear 
These water*, rolling from their mountain springs 
With a sweet inland murmur, < Mice attain 
Do I Isjhold then* steep and lofty (lid’s, 

Whieh oil a wild secluded scene impros 
Thoughts of more deep seclusion, and connect 
Tin* landscape with the quiet <d" the *ky. 

The day is come when I ugain repine 
Here, under this dark sycamore, and view 
These plots of cottage ground, the*e orchard tufts, 
Which, at this season, with their unripe fruits. 

Are clad in ojk* preen hue, and lo*c themselves 
Among the woods and copses, nor disturb 
The wild preen landscape. Once ugain I see 
These hedgerow*, hardly hedgerows, little lines 
Of sportive wood ruti wild ; these pastoral farms 
fireen to the very door; and wreaths of smoke 
Sent u]) in silence from among the trees, 

With s.>me uncertain notice, as might seem, 

Of vagrant dweller* in the houseless’woods, 

Or of souk* hei mil's cave, where, by bis (ire, 

The hermit sits alone. 

i bough abseilt bmp. 

These forms of beauty have not been to me 
As is a landscape to a blind man’s eye : 
llut oft, in lonely rooms, and 'mid the din 
Ot towns and citm-, 1 have owed to them. 

In hours ol weariness, sensations sweet, 

Felt in the blood, and felt along the heart, 

And passing even into my purer mind 
With tranquil restoration—fooling*, too, 

Of unremembered pleasuie; such, perhaps, 

As may have had no trivial influence 
On that best portion of a pood man’s life, 
llis little, nameless, unremembered acts 
Of kindness and of love. Nor less, l trust, 

To them I may have owed another gift. 

Of aspect more sublime ; that blessed mood 
In whieh the burthen of the mystery, 

In which the heavy and the weary weight 
Of all this unintelligible world 
Is lightened ; that serene and blessed mood 
In which*the affections gently lead us on, 


Until the breath of this corporeal frame, 

And even the motion of our human blood 
Almost suspended, we are laid asleep 
In body, and become a living soul: 

While with an eye made quiet by the power i 
Of harmony and the deep power of joy, 

We see into the life of things. 

If this 

lb; but a vain belief, yet, oh ! how oft, 

In darkness, and amid the many shapes 
Of joyless daylight, when the fretful stir 
Unprofitable, and the fever of the world, 

Have hung upon the beatings of my heart, 

How oft in spirit have I turned to thee, 

O sylvan Wye!—thou wanderer through the woods—• 
How often has my spirit turned to thee ! 

And now, with gleams of half-extinguishe* thought, 
With many recognitions dim and faint, 

And somewhat of a sad perplexity, 

The picture of the mind revives again: 

While here I stand, not only with the sense 
Of present pleasure, but with pleasing thoughts 
That in this moment there is life and food 
For future years. And so I dare to hope, 

Though changed, no dould, from what 1 was when first 
I came among these hills ; when, like a roe, 

1 bounded o’er the mountains, by the sides 
< >f the deep rivers, and the lonely streams, 

Wherever nature led : more like a man 
Flying from something that he dreads, than one 
Who sought the thing he loved. For nature then 
(The coarser pleasures of my boyish days 
And their glad animal movements all gone by) 

To me was all in all— l cannot paint 
What then I was. The sounding cataract 
Haunted me like a passion ; the tall rock, 

The mountain, and the deep and gloomy wood. 

Their colours and their forms, were then to me 
An appetite ; a feeling and a love 
That had no need of a remoter charm, 

Hy thought supplied, or any interest 
Unhorrowed from the eye. That time is past, 

And all its aching joys are now no more. 

And all it* dizzy raptures. Not for this 
Faint 1, nor mourn, nor murmur : other gifts 
Have followed, for such loss, I would believe, 
Abundant recompense. For I have learned 
To look on nature, not as in the hour 
Of thoughtless youth, but hearing oftentimes 
The still sad music of humanity, 1 

Nor harsh nor grating, though of ample power 
To chasten and subdue. And I have felt 
A presence that disturbs me with the joy 
(>f elevated thought* ; a sense sublime 
Of something far more deeply interfused, 

Whose dwelling is the light of setting suns, 

And the round ocean, and the living air. 

And the blue sky, and in the mind of man; 

A motion and a spirit that impels 

All thinking things, all objects of all thought. 

And rolls through all things. Therefore am I still 
A lover of the meadows and the woods 
And mountains, and of all that we behold 
From this green earth ; of all the mighty world 
Of eve and ear, both what they half create 
And what perceive; well pleased to recognise 
In nature, and the language of the sense, 

The anchor of my purest thoughts, the nurse, ? 

The guide, the guardian of my heart, and soul j 
Of all my moral being. • 

Nor, perchance, 

If I were not thus taught, should I the more 
Suffer my genial spirits to decay: 

For thou art with me here, upon the banks 
Of this fair river; thou, my dearest friend, 

My dear, dear friend, and in thy voice I catch 
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The language of my former heart, and. read 
My former pleasures in the shooting lights 
Of thy wild eyes. Oil! yet a little while 
May I behold* in thee what 1 was once, 

My dear, dear sister! And this prayer I make, 

Knowing that nature never did betray 

The heart that loved her; ’tis her privilege. 

Through all the years of this our life, to lead 
From joy to joy; for she can so inform 
The mind that is within us, so impress 
With quietness and beauty, and so feed 
With lofty thoughts, that neither evil tongues. 

Rash judgments, nor the sneers of selfish men, 

Nor greetings where no kindness is, nor all 
The dreary intercourse of daily life, 

Shall e’er prevail against us, or disturb 
Our cheerful faith that all which we behold 
Is full of blessings. Therefore let the moon 
Shine on thee in thy solitary walk ; 

And let the misty mountain winds be free 
To blow against thee : and in after years. 

When these wild eestaeies shall be matured 
Into a sober pleasure, when thy mind 
I Shall be a mansion for all lovely forms, 

! Thy memory be as a dwelling-place 
For all sweet sounds and harmonies ; oh! then, 

If solitude, or fear, or pain, or grief, 

Should be thy portion, with what healing thoughts 
Of tender joy w ilt thou remember me, 

And these my exhortations ! Nor, perchance, 

If I should be where I no more can hear 

Thy voice, nor catch from thy wild eyes these gleams 

Of past existence, wilt thou then forget 

That on the banks of this delightful stream 

We stood together; and that I, so long 

A worshipper of nature, hither came, 

Unwearied in that service : rather say 
With warmer love, oh ! with far deeper zeal 
Of holier love. Nor w ilt thou then forget, 

That after many wandering*, many years 
Of absence, these steep woods and lofty cliff's, 

And this green pastoral landscape, were to me 
More dear, both for themselves and for thy sake.* 

* In our admiration of the external forms of nature, the miml 
Is redeemed from a sense of the transitory, which so often 
mixes perturbation with pleasure; and there is perhaps no 
feeling of the human heart which, being so intense, is at the 
same time ho composed. It is for this reason, amongst others, 
that it is peculiarly favourable to the contemplations of a poeti- 
cal philosopher, and eminently so to one like Mr Wordsworth, 
in whose scheme of thought there is no feature more prominent 
than the doctrine, that the intellect should be nourished by the 
feelings, and that the state of mind which liestows a gift of 
genuine insight, is one of profound emotion as well as profound 
composure ; or, as Coleridge has somewhere expressed himself— 
Deep self-possession, an intense repose. 

The power which lies in the beauty of nature to induce this 
union of the tranquil and the vivid is described, and to every 
disciple of Wordsworth has been, as much as is possible, im¬ 
parted by the celebrated * Lines written in 171#b a fe\>Tmiles 
above Tintern Abbey,’ in which the poet, having attributed to 
his intermediate recollections of the landscape then revisited 
a benign influence over many acts of daily life, describes the 
particulars in which lie is indebted to them. * * The im¬ 
passioned love of nature is interfused through the whole of Mr 
Wordsworth’s system of thought, filling up all interstices, pene¬ 
trating all recesses, colouring all media, supporting, associat¬ 
ing, and giving coherency and mutual relevaucy to it in all its 
parts. Though mail is his subject, yet is man never presented 
to us divested of his relations with external nature. Mun is 
the text, but there is always a running commentary of natural 
phenomena.— Quarterly Review for 11534. In illustration of this 
remark, every episode in the ‘ Excursion ’ might be cited (par¬ 
ticularly the affecting and beautiful tale of Margaret in the 
first book); and the poems of ‘The Cumberland Beggar/ 
«Michael/ and ‘ The Fountain * (the last unquestionably one 
of the finest of the ballads), are also striking instances. 


Picture of Christmas Eve . 

[Addressed to the Rev. Dr Wordsworth, with Sonnets to the 
llivcr Duddon, &c.] 

The minstrels played their Christman tune 
To-night beneath my cottage eaves: 

While, smitten by a lofty moon, 

The encircling laurels, thick with leaves, 

(lave back a rich and dazzling sheen, 

That overpowered their natural green. 

Through hill and valley every breeze 
Had sunk to rest w ith folded wings ; 

Keen was the air, but could not freeze, 

Nor check the music of the strings ; 

So stout and hardy were the hand 

That scraped the chords with strenuous hand. 

And who but listened ? till was paid 
Respect to every inmate’s claim ; 

The greeting given, the music played 
In honour of each household name, 

Duly pronounced with lusty call, 

And ‘merry (’Kristinas’ wished to all! 

O brother! I revere the choice 
That took thee from thy native hills; 

And it is given thee to rejoice: 

Though public care full often tills 
(Heaven only witness of the toil) 

A barren and ungrateful soil. 

Yet, would that thou, with me and mine, 

Hadst heard this never-failing rite; 

And seen on other faces shine 
A true revival of the light; 

Which nature, and these rustic powers, 

In simple childhood spread through ours! 

For pleasure hath not ceased to wait 
On these expected annual round*. 

Whether the rich man’s sumptuous gate 
(’all forth the unelaborate sounds, 

Or they are offered at the door 
That guards the lowliest of the poor. 

llow touching, when at midnight sweep 
Snow-mufHcd winds, and all is dark. 

To hear—and sink again to sleep! 

Or, at an earlier call, to mark, 

By blazing lire, the still suspense 
Of self-complacent innocence; 

The mutual nod—the grave disguise 
Of hearts with gladness brimming o’er; 

And some unbidden tears that rise 

For names once heard, and heard no more; 

Tears brightened by the serenade 
For infant in the cradle laid! 

Ah! not for emerald fields alone, 

With ambient streams more pure and bright 
Than fabled Oytherea’s zone 
(ilittering before the thunderer’s sight, 

Is to my heart of hearts endeared 

The ground where wc were bom and reared! 

Hail, ancient manners! sure defence, 

Where they survive, of wholesome laws; 
Remnants of love, whose modest sense 
Thus into narrow room withdraws ; 

Iiail, usages of pristine mould, 

And ye that guard them, mountains old! 

Bear with me, brother, quench the thought 
That slights this passion or condemns ; 

If thee fond fancy ever brought 
From the proud margin of the Thames 
And Lambeth’s venerable towers 
To humbler streams and greener bowersf 
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Yes, they can make, who fail to find 
Short leisure even in busiest days; 

Momenta—to coat a look behind, • 

And profit by those kindly rays 

That through the clouda do sometimes steal, 

And all the far-off past reveal. 

Hence, while the imperial city’s din 
Heats frequent on thy satiate ear, 

A pleased attention I may win 
To agitations hesa severe, 

That neither overwhelm nor cloy, 

Hut fill the hollow vale with joy! 

Hitih. 

When Ituth waa left half desolate, 

Her father took another mate ; 

And Ruth, not seven years old, 

A alighted child, at her own will 
Went wandering over dale and hill 
In thoughtless freedom bold. 

And she had nfude a pipe of straw, 

’•And music from that pipe could draw 
Like sounds of \jinds and floods ; 

Had built a bower upon tlm green, 

As if slu* from her birth had been 
An infant of the woods. 

Heneath her father’s roof, alone 

She seemed to live ; her thoughts her own ; 

Herself her own delight ; 

Pleased with h<TM*lf, nor sad, nor gay ; 

And, passing thus the live-long day, 

She grew to woman’s height. 

There came u youth from (Jeorgia’s shore-- 
A military casque he wore. 

With splendid feathers drest ; 

He brought tljuin from the Cherukees ; 

The feathers nothled in the breo/.e, 

And made a gallant (Test. 

Prom Indian blood you deem him sprung: 
Hut no ! lie spake the Pnglish tongue, 

And bore a soldier’s name ; 

And, when America was free 
Prom battle and from jeopardy, 

He ’cross the ocean came. 

With hues of genius on his cheek, 

In finest tones the youth eould speak : 
While he wins yet a bov. 

The moon, the glory of the sun. 

And streams that murmur as they run. 

Had been hi* dearest joy. 

He was a lovely youth ! I guess 
The panther in the wilderness 
Was not so fair as he ; 

And, when he chose to sport and play. 

No dolphin ever was so gay 
Upon the tropic sea. 

Among the Indians lie had fought, 

And with him many tales he brought 
Of pleasure and of fear ; 

Such tales as told to any maid 
By such a youth, in the green shade, 

Were perilous to hear. 

Ho told of girls—n happy rout ! 

Who quit their fold with dance and shout, 
Their pleasant Indian town, 

To gather strawberries all day long ; 
Returning with a choral song 
When daylight is gone down. 


He spake of plants that hourly change 
Their blossoms, through a boundless range 
Of intermingling hues ; 

With budding, fading, faded flowers. 

They stand the wonder of the bowers 
From morn to evening dews. 

He told of the magnolia, spread 
High as a cloud, high overhead ! 

The cypress and her spire ; 

Of flowers that with one scarlet gleam 
Cover a hundred leagues, arid seem 
To set the hills on fire. 

The youth of green savannahs spake, 

And many an endless, endless lake, 

With all its fairy crowds 
Of islands, that together lie 
As quietly as spots of sky 
Among the evening clouds. 

‘ How pleasant,’ then he said, * it were 
A fisher or a hunter there, 

In sunshine or through shade 
To wander with an easy aiind, 

Ar«d. build a household fire, and find 
A home in every glade ! 

What days and what bright years! Ah me ! 
(Kir life were life indeed, with thee 
So pa^ed in quiet bliss, 

And all the while,’ said he, ‘ to know 
That we were in a world of wo, 

(>n such an earth as this !’ 

And then he sometimes interwove 
Pond thoughts about a father’s love : 

‘ For there,’ said he, ‘ are spun 
Around the heart such tender ties, 

That our own children to our eyes 
Are dearer than the sun. 

Sweet Ituth ! and could you go with me 
My helpmate in the woods to be. 

Our shed at night to rear ; 

()r run, my own adopted bride, 

A sylvan huntress at my side, 

And drive the flying deer ! 

Beloved Ruth !’— No more he said. 

The wakeful Ruth at midnight shed 
A solitary tear : 

She thought again—and did agree 
With him to sail across the sea, 

And drive the living deer. 

‘ And now, as fitting is and right. 

We in the church our faith will plight, 

A husband and a wife.’ 

Kvcn so they did ; and I may say 
That to sweet Ruth that happy day 
Was more than human life. 

Through dream and vision did she sink, 
Delighted all the while to think 
That on those lonesome floods. 

And green savannahs, she should share 
His board with lawful joy, and bear 
His name in the wild woods. 

But, as you have before been told, 

This stripling, sportive, gay, and hold, 

And, with his dancing crest, 

So beautiful, through savage lands 
Had roamed about, with vagrant bands 
Of Indians in the west. 
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The wind, the tempest roaring high, 

The tumult of a tropic sky, 

Might well be dangerous food 
For him, a youth to whom was given 
So much of earth—so much of heaven, 
And such impetuous blood. 

Whatever in those climes lie found 
Irregular in sigiit or sound 
Did to his mind impart 
A kindred impulse, seemed allied 
To his own powers, and justified 
The workings of his heart. 

Nor less, to feed voluptuous thought. 

The beauteous forms of nature wrought, 
Fair trees and lovely dowers ; 

The breezes their own languor lent ; 

The stars had feelings, which they sent 
Into those gorgeous bowers. 

Yet, in his worst pursuits,! ween 
That sometimes there did iutenene 
Pure hopes of high intent: 

For passions linked to forms so fair 
And stately, needs must have their share 
Of noble sentiment. 

But ill be lived, much evil saw, 

With men to whom no better law 
Nor better life was known ; 

Deliberately, and umlo ived. 

Those wild men’s vices he received, 

And gave them back liis own. 

His genius and his moral frame 
Were thus impaired, and lit; became 
The slave of low dt sires : 

A man who, without self-control. 

Would seek what the degraded s*>o] 
Unworthily admire 

And yet he with n > feigned delight 
Had wooed the maiden, day and night 
Had loved her, night and morn: 

What could he less than love a maid 
Whose heart with so much nature played { 
So kind and so forlorn ! 

Sometimes, most earnestly, he said, 

4 O Ruth ! I have been worse than dead ; 
False thoughts, thoughts bold and vain, 
Encompassed me on every side 
When first, in confidence and pride, 

I crossed the Atlantic main. 

It was a fresh and glorious world- - 
A banner bright that shone unfurled 
Before me suddenly : 

I looked upon those hills and plains. 

And seemed as il' let loose from chains, 

To live at liberty. 

But wherefore speak of this ? For now, 
Dear Ruth ! with thee, I know not how, 

I feel my spirit burn ; 

My soul from darkness is released, 

Like the whole sky when to the east 
The morning doth return.’ 

Full soon that purer mind was gone ; 

No hope, no wish remained, not one— 
They stirred him now no more; 

New objects did new pleasure give, 

And once again ho wished to live 
Ab lawless as before. 


Meanwhile, as thus with him it fared, 

They for the voyage were prepared, 

And want to the sea-shore; 

But, when they thither came, the youth 
Deserted his poor bride, and Ruth 
Could never iind him more. 

Clod help thee, Ruth !—Such pains she had. 
That she in a half year was mad, 

And in a prison housed ; 

And there, with many a doleful song 
Made of wild words, her cup of wrong 
She fearfully caroused. 

Yet sometimes milder hours she knew, 

Nor wanted sun, nor rain, nor dew, 

Nor pastimes of the May ; 

They all were with her in her cell ; 

And a clear brook with cheerful knell 
Did o’er the pebbles play. 

When Ruth three seasons thus had lain, 
Then 1 came a respite to her pain ; 

She from her prison fled ; 

But of the vagrant none took thought; 

And where it liked her best, she sought 
Her shelter and her bread. 

Among the fields she breathed again ; 

The master-current of her brain 
Ran permanent and free ; 

Ami, coming to the banks of Tour, 

There did -in* rest ; and dwell alone 
Under the greenwood tree. 

The engines of her pain, the tools 

That shaped her sorrow, rocks and pools, 

And air- that gently stir 

The vernal leave* she loved them still; 

Nor ever taxed them with the ill 

Which huil been done to her. • 

A barn her winter bed supplies; 

Rut, till the warmth of summer skies 
And summer day's is gone 
(And all do in this tale agree), 

She sleep* beneath the greenwood tree, 

And other home hath none. 

An innocent life, yet far astray! 

And Ruth will, long before her dav, 

Be broken down and old : 

Sore aches she needs must have ! but less 
Of mind than body’s wretrhedno-s, 

From damp, and ruin, and cold. 

If she is pressed by wan! of fond, 

She from her dwelling in the wood 
Repairs to a road-side : 

And there she begs at one steep place. 

Where up and down with easy pace 
The horsemen-travellers ride. 

That oaten pipe of hers is mute, 

Or thrown away ; but with a flute 
Her loneliness she cheers: 

This flute, made of a hemlock stalk, 

At evening in his homeward walk 
The Quuntook woodman hears. 

T, too, have passed her on the hi Hi 
Setting her little water-mills 
By spouts and fountains wild— 

Such small machinery as she turned 
Ere she had wept, ere she had mourned, 

A young and happy child ! 
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Farewell 1 and when thy days are told, 
Ill-fated Ruth, in hallowed mould 
Thy corpse shall buried be ; 

For thee a funeral bell shall ring, 

And all the congregation sing 
A Christian psalm for thee. 

To a Highland Girl. 

[At Inversnoydu, upon Loch Lomond.] 

Sweet Highland girl ! a very shower 
Of beauty is thy earthly dower ! 

Twice seven consenting years have shed 
Their utmost bounty on thy head : 

And those gray rocks ; that household lawn 
Those trees, a veil just half withdrawn ; 
This fall of water, that doth make 
A murmur near the silent lake; 

, This little hay, a quiet road 

That holds in shelter thy abode-- 
In truth, unfolding thus, ye seem 
Like' somethin'# fashioned in a dream : 
%Sueh forms as from their covert poop 
When earthly cures are laid asleep ! 

Yet, dream or vision as tin .1 art, 

1 bless thee with a human heart : 

(rod shield thee l>> thy latest year^ ! 

1 neither know thee m>r thy peer* ; 

And yet my eyes are filled with tear-*. 

With earnest feel in/ 1 shall pray 
For thee when I am far away : 

For never saw I mien <»r face. 

In which more plainly 1 could tiace 
Benignity and home-bred sense 
Ripening in perfect innocence. 

Here scattered, like a random *»*rd, 

Remote from men, thou d->-t not need 
The embarrassed h*<*k of div di-tie— 

And maidenly -hainefaccdm"*' : 

Thou wear'st upon thy forehead clear 
The freedom of a mountaineer: 

A face with gladness oi ersprcad ! 

Soft smiles, l»y human kindlier bred! 

And scemline-s complete, tliat Mvay- 
Thy courtesies, about thee play-* ; 

With no restraint, but such us springs 
From quick and eager visiting** 

Of thoughts that lie beyond the reach 
Of thy few words of Knglish speech : 

A bondage sweetly brooked, a strife 
That give* thy g«Muiv* grace and lif ! 

Ho have 1, not unmoved in mind. 

Seen birds of tempest-loving kind. 

Thus beating up against the wind. 

What, hand but would a garland < nil 
For thee who art so beautiful f 
0 happy pleasure ! here to dwell 
Reside thee in home heathy dell : 

Adopt your homely ways, and drc«s 
A shepherd, thou a shepherdess! 

Rut I could frame a wish for thee 
More like u grave reality : 

Thou art to me but as a wave 
Of the wild sea ; and 1 would have 
Home claim upon thee, if I could. 

Though but of common neighbourhood. 
What joy to hear thee, ami to see ! 

Thy elder brother I would be— 

Thy father—anything to thee ! 

Now thanks to Heaven ! that of its grace 
Hath led me to this lonely place. 

Joy haye. I had ; and going hence, 

I bear away my recompense. 

In spots like these it is we prize 
Our memory, feel that she hath eyes : 


Then, why should I be loath to stir ? 

1 feel this place was made for her ; 

To give new pleasure like the past, 

Continued long as life shall last. 

Nor am I loath, though pleased at heart, 

Sweet Highland girl l from thee to part J 
For I, methinks, till I grow old, 

As fair before me shall behold, 

As I do now', the cabin small, 

The lake, the bay, the waterfall ; 

And thee, the spirit of them ail ! 

Laodi 

‘ With sacrifice before the rising morn, 

Vows have I mad*: by fruitless hope inspired; 

And from the infernal gods, 'mid shades forlorn 
Of night, my slaughtered lord hate I required: 
Ceb’-tial pity 1 again implore ; 

Restore him to my sight—great dove, it store !’ 

>0 speaking, and by fervent love endowed 

With mkh, the suppliant hea/onward lifts her hands : 

While, like the sun emerging from a ( loud, 

Her countenance brightens and her eye expands; 

Her Iimmiim heaves and spread*, her stature grows ; 
And >hc expects the issue in repose. 

() terror! what hath die perceived ?—0 joy ! 

What d«*th *he lo«.k on ?—whom doth she behold t 
Her her-, '-lain upon the beach of Troy ? 

Hi* vital pre-enee! bis corporeal mould? 

It i-—if -en^e deceive her not—’ti** he ! 

And a : od lead* him, wingd Mercury ! 

Mild llenm- -pake, and touched her with his wand 
That calm* all fear, ‘Such grace hath crowned thy 
pru\ ei, 

Laodamia ! that at dove's command 
Thy hmband walks the path- of upper air; 

He come- to tarry with thee three hours’ space ; 

A' <‘rpt tiie gift, behold him face to face!’ 

j Forth sprang tin* impassioned queen her lord to clasp 
A train that consummation she clayed ; 

Rut un-oibstantial Form eludes her grasp 
A* often a* that eager grasp was made. 

The phantom pan-—but part* to re-unite, 

And re a-*ume bis place before her sight. 

4 ProtcMlau-, lo ! thy guide is gone ! 

Confirm, I pray, the vision with thy voice. 

'Flu- is our palace—yonder is thy throne ; 

Speak, and the floor tlmu trcadVt on will rejoice. 

Not to appal me have the gods bestowed 
Thi* precious boon ; and blest a sad abode/ 

‘lireat dove, Laodamia! doth not leave 
His gift* imperfect. Spectre though 1 Ik 4 , 

I am n*it sent to scare thee or deceive ; 

Rut in reward of thy fidelity. 

And something also did my worth obtain ; 

For fearless virtue bringeth boundless gain. 

Thou kmovest, the lhdphic oracle foretold 

Tluit the first Creek who touched the Trojan strand 

Should die : but me the threat could not withhold : 

A generous cause a victim did demand ; 

And forth I leapt upon the sandv plain; 

A self-devoted chief—by Hector slain.’ 

* Supreme of heroes ; bravest, noblest, l>est! 

Thy matchless courage I bewail no more, 

Which then, when tens of thousands were depreat 
By doubt, propelled thee to the fatal shore; 

Thou foumrst—and 1 forgive thee—here thou art— 

A nobler counsellor than m 3 ' poor heart. 
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Bat thou, though capable of sternest deed, 

Wert kind as resolute, and good as brave; 

And he, whose power restores thee, hath decreed 
That thou shouldst cheat the malice of the grave. 
Redundant arc thy locks, thy lips as fair 
As when their breath enriched Thessalian air. 

No spectre greets me—no vain shadow this ; 

Come, blooming hero, place thee by my side! 

Give, on this well known couch, one nuptial kiss 
To me, this day, a second time thy bride!’ 

Jove frowned in heaven ; the conscious Faroe threw 
Upon those roseate lips a Stygian hue. 

* This visage tells thee that my doom is past; 

Nor should the change be mourned, even if the joys 
Of sense were able to return us fast 
And surely as they vanish. Fai th destroys 
Those raptures duly—Erebus disdains ; 

Calm pleasures there abide—majestic pains. 

Be taught, O faithful consort, to control 
Rebellious passion ; for the gods approve 
The depth, and not the tumult, of the soul ; 

A fervent, not ungovernable love. 

Thy transports moderate ; and meekly mourn 
When 1 depart, for brief is my sojourn.’ 

‘All, wherefore ? Did not Hercules by force 
Wrest from the guardian monster of the tomb 
Alcestis, a reanimated corse, 

Given back to dwell on earth in vernal bloom ’ 
Medea’s spells dispersed the weight of years. 

And ASson stood a youth ‘mid youthful peer*. 

The gods to us are merciful; and they 
Yet further may relent; for mightier far 
Than strength of nerve and sinew, or the sway 
Of magic potent over sun and star, 

Is love, though oft to agony distrest. 

And though his favourite seat be feeble woman’s breast. 

But if thou goest, I follow.’ * Peace!’ lie said ; 

She looked upon him, ami was calmed and cheered 
The ghastly colour from his lips had tied. 

In his deportment, shape, and mien appeared 
Klysian beauty, melancholy grace. 

Brought from a pensive though a happy place, 
lie spake of love, such love as spirits feel 
In worlds whose course is equable and pure; 

No fears to beat away, no strife to heal, 

The past unsighed for, and the future sure; 

Spake of heroic arts in graver mood 
Revived, with liner harmony pursued. 

Of all that is most beauteous—imaged there 
In happier beauty ; more pellucid streams, 

An ampler ether, a diviner air. 

And fields invested with purpureal gleams ; 

Climes which the sun, who sheds the brightest day 
Earth knows, is all unworthy to survey. 

Yet there the soul shall enter which hath earned 
That privilege by virtue. ‘ Ill,’ said he, 

‘The end of man’s existence I discerned, 

Who from ignoble games and revelry 

Could draw, when we had parted, vain delight. 

While tcar3 were thy best pastime, day and night: 

And while my youthful peers before my eyes 
(Each hero following his peculiar bent) 

Prepared themselves for glorious enterprise 
By martial sports; or, seated in the tent, 

Chieftains and kings in council were detained— 

What time the fleet at Aulis lay enchained. 

The wished-for wind was given : I then revolved 
The oracle upon the silent sea; 

And, if no worthier led the way, resolved 
That, of a thousand vessels, mine should be 
The foremost prow in pressing to the strand— 

Mine the first blood that tinged the Trojan sand. 


Yet bitter, ofttimes bitter was the pang, 

When of thy loss I thought, beloved wife 1 
On thee too fondly did my memory hang, 

And on the joys we shared in mortal life; 

The paths which we had trod—these fountains, flowers ; 
My new-planned cities, and unfinished towers. 

But should suspense permit the foe to cry, 

“ Behold they tremble ! haughty their array ; 

Yet of their number no one dares to die!” 

In soul 1 swept the indignity away : 

Old frailties then recurred ; but lofty thought, 

In act embodied, my deliverance wrought. 

And thou, though strong in love, art all too weak 
In reason, in self-government too slow; 

I counsel thee by fortitude to seek 
Our blest reunion in the shades below. 

The invisible world with thee hath sympathised ; 

Be thy alloctions raised ami solemnised. 

Learn, by a mortal yearning, to ascend — 

Seeking a higher object. L*»ve was given. 

Encouraged, sanctimtrd, cl bully ibr that end; 

For this the passion to c\eo*.s was (linen, 

That self might bo annulled : her bondage prove^ 
The fetters of a dream, opposed love.’ 

Aloud she shrieked ; for Hermes reappears! 

Bound tin* dear shade she would have clung ; *tU vain ; 
The hours arc past («»<» brief had they been years ; 
And him no mortal ellbrt can detain : 

Swift toward the n alms that know* not earthly day, 
He through the portal tukc*« his silent way, 

And on the palace-floor a lifeless eor»e she lay. 

By no Weak pity might the god*, be moved : 

She who thus perished, m»i without the crime 
Of lovers that in reason's spite have loved, 

Was doomed to wear out her appointed time 
Apart from happv gho>m, that gather flowers 
Of blissful quiet ’mid unfading bowers. 

—- Yet tears to human suffering are due; 

And mortal hopes defeated and oYrthrown 
Are mourned by man, and m»t by man alone, 

As fondly he believes. 1 'poll the side 
Of 1 lelle-pont Ouch faith was entertained) 

A knot of spin* trees for ages grew 

From out the tomb of him for whom she died ; 

And ever, when such stature they had gained, 

That ilium’s walls were subject to their view, 

The tree’s tall summits withered at the sight— 

A constant interchange of growth and blight! 

One of the most enthusiastic admirers of Words- 
worth was Coleridge, so long his friend and associate, 
and who looked up to him with a sort of filial vene¬ 
ration anT respect. lie has drawn his poetical 
character at length in the Uiuyraphia Liter aria, ami 
if we consider it as applying to the higher charac¬ 
teristics of Wordsworth, without reference to the 
absurdity or puerility of some of his early fables, in- 
1 cidents, and language, it will lx* found equally just 
1 and felicitous. First, ‘ An austere purity of lun- 
I guage, both grammatically and logically ; in short, a 
i perfect appropriateness of the words to the meaning. 

I Secondly, A correspondent weight and sanity of the 
thoughts and sentiments won, not from books, but 
from the poet's own meditations. They are freak, 
and have the dew upon them. Even throughout 
his smaller poems, there is not one which is not ren¬ 
dered valuable by some just and original reflection. 
Thirdly, The sinewy strength and originality of 
single lines and paragraphs; the frequent euriom 
feheitas of his diction. Fourthly, The perfect truth 
of nature in his images and descriptions, as taken 
immediately from nature, and proving a long and 
I genial intimacy w ith the very spirit which gives 
■... - " iiu: . 38a 
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f Koch spake words of high disdain 
1 And insult to liiy heart’s best brother: 

1 They parted—ne’er lo meet again ! 

But never either found another 
To free the hollow heart from paining ; 

< They stood aloof, the sears remaining, 

Jake cliffs which had been rent asunder: 

A dreary sea now flows between. 

But neither heat, nor frost, nor thunder, I 

Shall wholly do away, I ween, i 

The marks of that which once hath been. j 

This metrical harmony of (’oleridge exercises a sort ; 
of fascination Vveifwlit n it is found united to iuo- ' 
I it* rent inta& e% hiu l absurd conceptions. Thus, in 
KhMCi'KKtiUy a fragment written from recollections j 
of a dream, we have the follow ing melodious rliap- ! 
sody : — 

The shadow of the dome of pleuMiio 
. Bloated midway on the waves ; 

• Where was heard the mingled no aim* 

I rmu the fountain and the cates. 

It was a mirael^ of rare (ho ice, ! 

A sunny pliawire-dome with can - M ice I ; 

?\ danc’d with a dulcimer ’ 

In ji vision oma* 1 saw : 

Jt was an Abyssinian maid. 

And on her dulcimer die played, 
hinging of Vo amt A bora. 

('ouid 1 ro\ it c w it hin me 
Her symjdo nv and s>*ng. 

To Midi dec{» delight ’tv. oubl win cm. 

That with music dud and long, 

1 would huild that dtune in air, 

'J'hat sunny dome, tlm-e r;iu- oi ice ! 

And all wiio. If. ird should -ec the in tlnrc. 

And all should cry, Beware! Beware ! 
lib flashing on--, his fb-aung liair! 

Wean* a circle round him thrice. 

And close your vy s with indi dread, 

For he on honey-dew hath fed, 

And drunk the milk of'paradise. 

The odes of Coleridge are highly p issionatc and 
eh vated in eonee])tion. J'hat. mu France was con¬ 
sidered by Shelley to be the finest English ode of 
modern times. 'Hie hymn on ('hamnuni is equally 
lofty and brilliant. 11 is ‘Genevieve' is a pure ami 
exquisite love-poem, without that gorgeous difluse- 
iiess w hich characterises the odes, yet more chastely 
and carefully finished, and abounding in the delicate 
and subtle traits of his imagination. Coleridge was 
deficient in the rapid energy and strong passion 
necessary for the drama. The poetical beauty of 
certain passages would not, on the stage, atone for 
the paucity of action and want of interest in his two 
plays, though, as works of genius, they vastly excel 
those of a more recent date which prove highly suc¬ 
cessful in representation. 

The Time of (he ^tnch at Jlfariiur. 

l'AUT 1. 

It is an ancient mariner, 

And he stoppeth one of three; 

‘ By thy long gray heard and glittoiing eve, 

Now wherefore stopp’st thou me ? 

The bridegroom’s doors are opened wide, 

And I am next of kin; 

The guests are met, the feast is set; 

Mayst hear the merry din.* 

lie holds him with his skinny hand; 

* There was a ship,’ quoth lie. 

‘ Hold off; unhand me, gray-heard l pon; » 

Eftsoons his hand dropt he. 


He holds him with his glittering eye— 

The wedding-guest stood still, 

And listens like a three-years’ child ; 

’The mariner hath his will. 

The wedding-guest sat on a stone, 

He eannot choose hut hear; 

And thus spake on that ancient man, 

The bright-eyed mariner. 

The ship was cheered, the harbour cleared. 

Merrily did wc drop 

Below the kirk, below’ the hill, 

Below the iTgTIthouso top. 

The sun come up upon the left, 

< Mit of the .-ch came he ; 

And he shorn- bright, and on the right 
Went down into the sea. 

Higher and higher every day, 

'J ill over the mast at noon- 

The wedding-guest here beat his breast. 

For be heard the loud bassoon. 

The bride hath par* 1 into the hall, 

Hen .‘taJi luac B she ; 

Nodding their heads before her goes 
The merry min-trelsy. 

'The weddi.ig-guest he h* at his breast, 

Y ct In- cannot ' ho".-e but bear ; 

And thus -pake on that ancient man, 

Tic- blight-e\cd marin'T. 

And now the -term-blast came, and he 

Wa* tyrannous and -tn*ng ; 

lie struck with hi- oYrtaking wing*, 

And chased us s nth along. 

With sloping masts and dripping prow, 

As wh - pursued with yell and blow 
Still treads the shadow of his foe, 

And forward bends his head, 

The ship drove fa-r, loud roared the blast, 

And southward an* we fled. 

Ami now there came both mist and snow, 

And it grew wondrou- odd ; 

And ice nut-t high came floating by, 

-\sj:roon as emerald. 

And through the drifts the snowy cl ills 
Bid send a dismal sheen ; 

Nor shapes of men nor beasts vre ken — 

The ice was all between. 

The ice was here, the ice was there, 

The ice was all around ; 

It cracked and growled, and roared and howled, 
J.ike noises in a >wound J 

At length did cross an albatross, 

Thorough the fog it came ; 

As if it had been a Christian soul, 

We hailed it in (iod’s name. 

It ate the food it ne’er had eat, 

And round and round it flew ; 

The ice did split with a thunder-fit; 

The helmsman steered us through! 

And a good south wind sprung up behind, 

The albatross did follow. 

And every day for food or play, 

Came to the mariner’s hollo ! 

In mist or cloud* pu.mast or shroud, 

11 prrehed for vcsj>crs nine; 

Whiles all the night, through fog-smoke white, 
Glimmered the white moonshine. 
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* God save thee, ancient mariner, 

From the fiends that plague thee thus ! 
Why look’st thou so V With my cross-bow 
I shot the albatross. 


The sun now rose upon the right, 

Out of the sea came he ; 

Still hid in mist, and on the loft 
Went down into the sea. 

And the good south-wind still blew behind. 
But no sweet bird did follow; 

Nor any day for food or play 
Caine to the mariner's hollo ! 

And I had done a hellish thing, 

And it would work ’em wo; 

For all averred I had killed the bird 
That made the breeze to blow. 

Ah wretch, said they, the bird to slay 
That made the breeze to blow! 

Nor dim nor red, like God’s own head, 

The glorious sun uptisf; 

Then all averred I had killed the bird 
That brought the fog and mist. 

’Twas right, said they, such birds to slay 
That bring the fog and mist. 

The fair breeze blew, the white foam flew, 
The furrow followed free ; 

We were the first that ever burst 
Into that silent sea. 

Down dropt the breeze, the sails dropt down, 
5 Twas sad as sad could he ; 

And we did speak only to break 
The silence of the sea ! 

* All in a hot and copper sky, 

The bloody sun at noon 

Bight up above the must did stand, 

No bigger than the moon. 

Day after day, day after day 
We stuck, nor breath nor motion; 

As idle as a painted ship 
Upon a painted oee&h. 

j Water, water everywhere, 

• And all the boards did shrink; 

; Water, water everywhere, 

Nor any drop to drink. 

The very deep did rot ; 0 Christ! 

That ever this should be ! 

Yea, slimy things did crawl with legs 
UpoiiTFe slimy sea. 

About, about, in reel and rout 
The death-fires danced at night; 

The water, like a witch’s oils, 

Burnt green,"and Blue, and white. 

And some in dreams assured were 
Of the spirit that plagued us so ; 

Nine fathom deep he had followed us 
From the land of mist and snow. 

‘ And every tongue, through utter drought, 

| Was withered at the root; 
f We could not speak, no more than if 
■ We had been choked with soot. 

Ah, well-a-dayl what evil looks 
Had I from old and young! 

Instead of the cross ihe albatross 
About my neck was hung. 


PART J II. 

There passed a weary time. Each throat 
Was parched, and glazed each eye, 

A weary time! a weary time ! 

JIow glazed each weary eye! 

When looking westward I beheld 
A something in the sky. 

At first it seemed a little speck. 

And then it seemed a mist; 

It moved and moved, and took at last 
A certain shape, I wist. 

A speck, a mist, a shape, I wist ! 

And still it neared and neared: 

As if it dodged a water-sprite. 

It plunged, and taeked, and veered. 

With throats unslaked, with black lips baked, 
We could nor laugh nor wail; 

I’ll rough utter drought all dumb we stood; 

1 hit my arm, 1 mucked the blood, 

And cried, A sail! a sail ! 

With throat^ unslaked, with Mack lips baked, 
Agape they heard me call; 

(inimercv they for joy did grin, 

And all at once their breath drew in, 

A*« they were drinking all. 

See ! see! I cried, she tacks no more, 

Hither to work m weal; 

Without a breeze, without a tide, 

She steadies with upright keel. 

The western wave was all a flame, 

The day was well nigh done, 

Almost upon the western wave 
Bested the broad bright sun ; 

When that strange shape drove suddenly 
Betwixt us ami the sun. 

And straight the sun was flecked with bars, 
(Heaven’s mother send us grace !) 

As if throngli a dungeon-grate he peered 
With broad and burning face. 

Alas ! thought T, and my heart l>cat loud, 

How fast she nears and nears ; 

Arc those her sails that glance in the sun 
Like restless gossamcres f 
Are those her ribs through which the sun 
Did peer, as through a grate; 

And is that woman all her crew ? 

Is that a death, and are there two ( 

Is death that woman’s mate i 

Her lips were red, her looks were free, 

Her locks were yellow as gold; 

Her skin was as white as leprosy, 

The nightmare Life-in-death was she, 

Who thicks man’s Mood with cold. 

The naked hulk alongside came, 

And the twain were costing dice; 

* The game is done ! I’ve won, I’ve won !* 

Quoth she, and whistles thrice. 

The sun’s rim dips, the stars rush out, 

At one stride comes the dark; 

With far-heard whisper, o’er the sea 
Off shot the spectre-bark. 

We listened and looked sideways up; 

Fear at my heart, as at a cup, 

My life-blood seemed to sip. 

The stars were dim, and thick the night, 

The steersman’s face by his lamp gleamed white; 
From the sails the dew did drip — 

Till ciomb above the eastern bar 
The homed moon, with one bright star 
Within the nether tip. 
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One after one, by the star-dogged moon, 

Too quick for groan or sigh, 

Each turned his face with a ghastly pang, 

And cursed me with his eye. 

Four times fifty living men 
(And I heard nor sigh nor groan), 

With heavy thump, a lifeless lump, 

They dropped down one by one. 

The souls did from their bodies fly— 

They fled to bliss or wo ! 

And every soul it passed me by 
Like the whizz of my cross-bow. 

PART IV. 

‘ 1 fear thee, ancient mariner, 

I fear thy skinny hand! 

And thou art long, and lank, and brown, 

As is the ribbed sea-sand. 

J fear tliee and thy glittering eve, 

And thy skinnt hand so brown.’ 

• Fear n<»t, tear not, thou wedding-gued, 

ThL body dropped not dowi . 

Alone, alone, all, all alone, 

Alone oil a wide wide sea ! 

And never a saint took pity on 
My soul in agony. 

The many men so beautiful ! 

And they all « lead did lie : 

And n thousand thousand slimy thing- 
Lived "n, and so did 1. 

1 looked upon the rotting sea, 

And drew my eyes awav; 

I looked upon the rotting deck, 

And there the dead men lav. 

I looked to heaven, and tried to pra\ ; 

But or ever a prayer had gushed, 

A wicked whisper came, and made 
My heart as dry as dust. 

1 closed my lids, and kept them close, 

And the balls like pulses beat ; 

For the sky and the sea, and the sea and the feky 
Lay like u load on my weary eye, 

And tin' dead were at my feet. 

The cold sweat melted from their limbs, 

Nor rot nor reck did they; 

The look with which they looked on me 
Had never passed away. 

An orphan’s curse would drag to hell 
A spirit from mi high ; 

But oh ! more horrible than that 
Is a curse in a dead man’s eye! 

Seven days, seven nights, 1 saw that cur.sc, 

And yet I could not die. 

The moving moon went up the sky, 

And now here did abide : 

Softly she was going up, 

And a star or two beside. 

Her beams bemocked the sultry" main, 

Like April hoarfrost spread ; 

But where the ship’s huge shadow" lay 
The charmed water burnt alway 
A still and awful red. 

Beyond tho shadow of the ship 
I watched the water snakes : 

They moved in tracks of shining white, 

And when they reared, the elfish light 
Fell off in hoary flakes. 


Within the shadow of the ship 
I watched their rich attire: 

Blue, glossy green, and velvet black, 
They coiled and swam; and every track 
Was a flash of golden fire. 

O happy living things ! no tongue 
Their beauty might declare; 

A spring of love gushed from my heart, 
And I blessed them unaware : 

Sure my kind saint took pity on me, 
And I blessed them unaware. 

The self-same moment I could pray; 
And from my neck no free 
The albatross fell off, and sank 
Like lead into the sea. 


O sleep! it is a gentle thing, 

Beloved from pole to pole ! 

To Mary Queen the praise be given ! 

She -ent the gentle sleep from heaven, 

Toot slid into my soul. 

The silly buckets on the deck, 

That had so long remained, 

I dreamt hut they were filled with dew; 

And when I woke it rained. 

Mv lip- were wet, inv throat was cold, 

My trarments all were dank; 

Sure I had drunken in my dreams, 

And still my body drank. 

I moved, and could not feel my limbe : 

1 wa> so liuht—almost 
I thought that I had died in sleep, 

And wa- a blessed ghost. 

And soon I heard a roaring wind : 

It did not come anear ; 

But with its sound it shook the sails. 

That were so thin and sere. 

The upper air burst into life ! 

And a hundred fire-flags sheen ; 

To and fro they were hurried about t 
And to and fn>, and in and out, 

The wan stars danced between. 

And the coming wind did roar more loud, 

And the sails did sigh like sedge; 

And the rain poured down from one black cloud 
The moon was at its edge. 

The thick black cloud was cleft, and still 
The moon was at its side: 

Like waters shot from some high crag, 

The lightning fell with never a jag, 

A river steep and wide. 

The loud wind never reached the ship, 

Yet now the ship moved on ! 

Beneath the lightning and the moon 
Tho dead men gave a groan. 

They groaned, they stirred, they all uprose, 

Nor spake, nor moved their eyes ; 

It had been strange, even in a dream. 

To have seen those dead men rise. 

The helmsman steered, the ship moved on, 

Yet never a breeze up blew; 

Tho mariners all *gan work the ropes 
Where they were wont to do; 

They raised their limbs like lifeless tools— 

Wc were a ghastly crew. 
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The body of my brother’s son 
Stood by me, knee to knee : 

The body and I pulled at one rope. 

But he said nought to rne. 

‘ 1 fear thee, ancient mariner!’ 

Be calm thou wedding-guest! 

’Twas not those souls that fled in pain, 

Which to their corses came again. 

But a troop of spirits blest: 

For when it dawned, they dropped their arms, 
And clustered round the mast; 

Sweet sounds rose slowly through their mouths, 
And from their bodies passed. 

Around, around, flow each sweet sound, 

Then darted to the sun ; 

Slowly the sounds came back again, 

Now mixed, now one by one. 

Sometimes, a-dropping from the sky, 

I heard the skv-lark sing ; 

Sometimes all little birds that are, 

How they seemed to till the sea and air, 

With their sweet jargoning ! 

And now Twas like all instruments, 

Now like a lonely flute ; 

And now it is an angel’s song, 

That makes the heavens he mute. 

It ceased; yet still the sails made on 
A pleasant noise till noon, 

A noise like of a hidden brook 
In the leafy month of June, 

That to the sleeping woods all night 
Singeth a quiet tune. 

Till noon we quietly sailed on, 

Yet never a breeze did breathe ; 

Slowly and smoothly went the ship, 

Moved onward from beneath. 

Under the keel nine fathom deep, 

From the land of mist and snow, 

The spirit slid ; and it was he 
That made the ship to go. 

The sails at noon left oif their tunc, 

And the ship stood still also. 

The sun, right up above the mast, 

Had fixed her to the ocean; 

But in a minute she ’gan stir 
With a short uneasy motion— 

Backwards and forwards half her length 
With a short uneasy motion. 

Then, like a pawing horse let go, 

She made a sudden bound; 

It flung the blood into my head, 

And I fell down in a sivound. 

How long in that same fit 1 lay 
I have not to declare ; 

But ere rny living life returned, 

I heard and in my soul discerned 
Two voices in the air. 

‘ Is it he?’ quoth one ‘ Is this the man? 

By him who died on cross, 

With his cruel how he laid full low 
The harmless albatross. 

The spirit who bideth by himself 
In the land of mist and snow, 

He loved the bird that loved the man 
Who shot him with his bow.’ 

The other was a softer voice, 

As soft as honey-dew; 

Quoth he, ‘ The man hath penance done, 

And penance more will do.* 


part vi. 

First Voice. 

But tell me! tell me! speak again, 

Thy soft response renewing— 

What makes that ship drive on so fast? 
What is the ocean doing! 

Second Voice. 

Still as a slave before his lord, 

The ocean hath no blast; 

11 is great bright eye most silently 
Up to the moon is cast— 

If he may know which wav to go ; 

For she guides him smooth or grim. 

See, brother, see how graciously 
She looketh down on him. 

I ii-d Voice. 

But why drives on that ship fast. 
Without or wave or wind ! 

Second Voice. 

The air is cut away before, 

And closes from behind. 

Fly, brother, fly ! more high, nm 
(>r we shall be belated ; 

For slow and slow that ship will go. 

When the mariner’s trance i< abated. 

1 woke, and we were sailing on 
As in a gentle weather ; 

’Twas night, calm night, the moon wu 
The dead men stood together. 

All stood together on the deck, 

For a charnel-dungeon fitter; 

All fixed on me their stony eyes, 

That in the moon did glitter. 

The j»ang, the curse, with which they died, 
Had never passed away ; 

I could not draw m\ eyes from theirs, 

Nor turn them uj> to pray. 

And now this spell was snaj>t ; once more 
I viewed the ocean green, 

And looked far forth, yet little saw 
Of what had else been seen— 

Like one that on a lonesome road 
Both walk in fear and dread, 

And having once turned round, walks on, 
And turns no more his head ; 

Because he knows a frightful fiend 
Both close behind him tread. 

But soon there breathed a wiml on me, 

Nor Hound nor motion made ; 

Its path was not upon the sea, 

In ripple or in shade. 

It raised my hair, it fanned my cheek 
Like a meadow-gale of sjiring-- 
It mingled strangely with my fears, 

Yet it felt like a welcoming. 

Swiftly, swiftly flew the ship, 

Yet she sailed softly too : 

Sweetly, sweetly blew the breeze— 

On me alone it blew. 

fill! dream of joy ! is this indeed 
The lighthouse top 1 see? 

Is this the hill l is thin the kirk? 

Is this mine own countrec ? 

We drifted o’er the harbour bar, 

And I with sobs did pray— 

O let me be awake, iny God ! 

Or let me sleep alway. 
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The harbour-bay was clear as glass, 

So smoothly it was strewn ! 

And on the bay the moonlight lay, 

And the shadow of the moon. 

The rock shone bright, the kirk no less 
That stands above the rock : 

The moonlight steeped in silcntncss 
The steady weathercock. 

And the bay was white with silent light, 
Till rising from the same. 

Full many shapes, that shadows were, 

In crimson colours came. 

A little distance from the prow 
Those crimson shadows were : 

I turned my eyes upon the deck — 

Oh Christ ! what saw 1 there ! 

Each corse lay flat, lifeless and tint ; 
And, bv the holy rood ! 

A man all light, a seraph-man, 

On every corse there stood. 

This soraph-baftd, each waved hi^ hand: 
%Jt. was a heavenly sight ! 

They stood as signals to the land, 

Kaeli one a lovely light. 

This seraph-hand, eaeli waved his band, 
No voice did they impart — 

No voice ; but oh ! tin* silence sink 
Like music on my heart. 

Hut soon I heard the dash of oars, 

1 heard tin* pi lotV cheer ; 

My head was turned perforce* away, 

And I saw a bout appear. 

The pilot and the pilot'- boy, 

I heard them coining la-r : 

Dear Lord in heaven ! it was a j<-y 
The dead men could not blast. 

T saw’ a third I heard hi* voice: 

It is the hermit good ! 

He singeth loud his godly hymns 
That he makes in the wood, 
lie'll shrieve my soul, he'll wu-*h away 
The albatross's blood. 


This hermit good li\e* in that wood 
Which slope* down to the sea. 

How loudly his sweet voice lie rears! 

He loves to talk with marinere* 

That come from a far countree. 

He kneels at morn, and noon and eve ~ 
lie hath a cushion plump : 

It is the moss that wholly hides 
The rotted old oak-stump. 

The skiff-boat neared: I heard them talk, 

* Why, this is strange, 1 trow! 

Where are those lights so many and fair 
That signal made but now ?* 

‘ Strange, by mv faith !’ the hermit said— 

* And they answered not our cheer! 

The planks looked warped! and see those sails, 
How thin they are and sere ! 

I never saw aught like to them, 

Unless perchance it were 
Brown skeletons of leaves that lag 
My forest-brook along; 

When the ivy-tod is heavy with snow, 

And the ow let whoops to the wolf below, 

That eats the shc-wolf’s young.* 


* Dear Lord ! it hath a fiendish look— 

(The pilot made reply) 

I am a-feared’—‘ push on, push on !* 

Said the hermit cheerily. 

The boat came closer to the ship, 

Hut I nor spake nor stirred ; 

The boat came close beneath the ship, 

And straight a sound was heard. 

Under the water it rumbled on. 

Still louder and more dread : 

It reached the ship, it split the bay; 

The ship went down like lead. 

Stunned by that loud and dreadful sound, 
Which sky and ocean smote. 

Like one that hath been seven days drowned 
JMy body lay afloat; 

But swift as dreams, myself I found 
Within the pilot’s boat. 

Upon the whirl, where sank the ship, 

The boat spun round and round ; 

And all was still, save that the hill 
Was telling of the sound. 

1 moved my lips—the pilot shrieked, 

Ami fell down in a fit ; 

The holy hermit raised his eyes, 

Ami pruned where he did sit. 

1 took the oars ; the pilot's bov, 

Who now doth crazy go, 

Laughed loud and long, and all the while 
His eves went to and fro. 

4 Ha! ha!’ quoth he, ‘ full plain 1 see, 

The devil know- h*>w to row.’ 

And now, all in my own countree, 

1 stood on the firm land! 

The hermit stepped forth from the boat, 
And scarcely he could stand. 

‘ < > shrieve me, shrieve me, holy man!* 

The hermit crossed his brow. 

4 Say quick,’ quot h he, 4 I bid thee say 
What manner of man art thou ?’ 

Forthwith this frame of mine wa* wrenched 
With a woful agony. 

Which forced me to begin my tale ; 

And then it left me free. 

Since then, at an uncertain hour 
That agony returns; 

And till my ghastly tale is told, 

This heart w ithin me bums. 

I pass, like night, from land to land ; 

1 have strange power of speech ; 

That moment that his face I see, 

1 know the man that must hear me: 

To him my tale I teach. 

What loud uproar bursts from that door! 
The wedding-guests are there : 

Hut in the garden-bower the bride 
And bridemuids singing are: 

And hark! the little vesper bell 
Which biddeth me to prayer. 

O wedding-guest! this soul hath been 
Alone on a wide wide sea : 

So lonely ’twas, that Hod himself 
Scarce seemed there to be. 

O sweeter than the marriage-feast, 

*Tis sweeter far to me, 

To walk together to the kirk 
With & goodly company ! 
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To walk together to the kirk, 

And all together pray, 

• While each to his great Father bends, 

Old men, and babes, and losing friends, 

And youths and maidens gay ! 

Farewell, farewell; but this I tell 
To thee, thou wedding-guest: 

He prayeth well who loveth well 
Both man and bird and beast. 

He prayeth best who loveth best 
All things both great and small; 

For the dear God who loveth us. 

He made and loveth all. 

The mariner, whose eye is bright, 

Whose beard with age is hoar, 

Is gone : and now the wedding-guest 
Turned from the bridegroom’s door. 

He went like one that hath been stunned, 

And is of sense forlorn : 

A sadder and a wiser man 
He rose the morrow morn. 

Ode to the J.hjKirthuj Ytar [1 

i. 

Spirit who sweepest the wild harp of time! 

It is most hard, with an untroubled ear 
Tliy dark inwoven harmonies to hear ! 

Yet, mine eye fixed on heaven’s unchanging clime 
Long when 1 listened, free from mortal fear, 

With inward stillness, and submitted mind ; 

When lo ! its folds far waving on the wind, 

I saw the train of the departing year ! 

Starting from my silent sadness, 

Then with no unholy madness, 

Ere yet the entered cloud foreclosed my sight, 

I raised the impetuous song, and solemnised his flight. 

Hither, from the recent tomb, 

From the prison’s direr gloom, 

From Distemper’s midnight anguish ; 

And thence, where Poverty doth waste and languish ; 
Or where, liis two bright torches blending, 

Love illumines manhood’s igaze ; 

Or where, o’er cradled infants bending, 

Hope has fixed her wishful gaze, 

Hither, in perplexed dance, 

Ye Woes I ye young-eyed Joys ! advance! 

By Time’s wild harp, and by the hand 
Whose indefatigable sweep 
Raises its fateful strings from sleep, 

I bid you haste, a mixed tumultuous band! 

From every private bower, 

And each domestic hearth, 

Haste for one solemn hour ; 

And with a loud and yet a louder voice, 

O’er Nature struggling in portentous birth 
Weep and rejoice! 

Still echoes the dread name that o’er the earth 
Let slip the storm, and woke the brood of Hell : 

And now advance in saintly jubilee 
Justice and Truth ! Thc}% too, have heard thy spell, 
They, too, obey thy name, divinest Liberty! 

I marked Ambition in his war-array! 

I heard the mailed monarch’s troublous cry— 

* Ah! wherefore does the northern conqueress stay ! 
Groans not her chariot on its onward way V 
Fly, mailed monarch, fly! 
j Stunned by Death’s twice mortal mace, 

; No more on Murder’s lurid face 
| The insatiate hag shall gloat with drunken eye i 


Manes of the unnumbered slain ! 

Ye that gasped on Warsaw’s plain! 

Ye that erst at Ismail’s tower, 

When human ruin choked the streams, 

Fell in conquest’s glutted hour, 

’Mid women’s shrieks and infants’ screams! 
Spirits of the uncoffined slain, 

Sudden blasts of triumph swelling, 

Oft, at night, in misty train, 

Hush around her narrow dwelling! 

The exterminating tiend is fled— 

(Foul her life, and dark her doom) 
Mighty armies of the dead 

Dance like death-lires round her tomb! 
Then with prophetic song relato 
Each some tyrant-murderer’s fate ! 


Departing year! ’twns on no earthly shore 
My soul beheld thy vir-mn! Where alone, 
Voiceless and stern, before the cloudy throne, 

Ave Memory sits : thy robe inscribed with gore, 

With many an unimaginable groan 

Thou storiedVt thv sad hours ! Silence ensued 
Deep silence o’er the ethereal multitude, 

Whose lock- with wreath-, whose wreaths with glories 
shone. 

Then, his eye wild ardours glancing, 

From the choired gods advancing, 

The Spirit of the earth made reverence meet. 

And stood up, beautiful, before the cloudy seat. 


Throughout the blissful throng 
Hushed were harp and song: 
i Till wheeling round the throne the Lam pad* seven 
(The mystic words of Heaven) 

Permissive signal make: 

The fervent Spirit bowed, then spread his wing# and 
spake: 

‘ Thou in -tormy ldackne-s throning 
Love and unereand Light, 

By the Part IP- un.-olaeod groaning, 

Seize thy terrors, Arm of might! 

By Peace with proffered insult scared, 

Masked Hate and envying Scorn ! 

By years of havoc yet unborn ! 

And Hunge r’s bosom to the frost-winds bared ! 

But chief by Afric’s wrongs 
Strange, horrible, and foul! 

By what deep guilt belongs 
To the deaf S\nod, “ full of gifts and lies !” 

By Wealth’s insensate laugh ! by Torture’s howl! 
Avenger, rise! 

For ever shall the thankless island scowl, 

Her quiver full, and with unbroken bow ? 

Speak ! from thy Htorm-black heaven, O speak aloud ! 
And on the darkling foe 

Open thine eye of fire from some uncertain cloud ! 

O dart the Hash ! O rise and deal the blow ! 

The past to thee, to thee the future cries! 

Hark! how wide Nature join# her groans below! 
Rise, God of Nature ! rise.’ 


The voice had ceased, the vision fled ; 

Yet still I gasped and reeled with dread. 
And ever, when the dream of night 
Renews the phantom to my sight, 

Cold sweat-drops gather on rny limbs ; 

My ears throb hot; my eyeball# start; 
My brain with horrid tumult swims ; 
Wild is the tempest of my heart; 

And my thick and struggling breath 
Imitates the toil of death l 



ENGLISH LITERATURE. 


SAMUEL TAYLOR COLERIDGE. 


No stranger agony confounds 
The soldier on the war-field spread, 

When all foredone with toil and wounds, 
Death-like he dozes among heaps of dead ! 

(The strife is o’er, the daylight fled, 

And the night-wind clamours hoarse ! 

See! the starting wretch’s head 
Lies pillowed on a brother’s corse!) 

VII. 

Not yet enslaved, not wholly vile, 

0 Albion! O my mother isle! 

Thy valleys, fair as Kden’s bowers, 

Glitter green with sunny showers ; 

Thy grassy uplands’ gentle swells 
Kcho to the bleat of flocks 
(Those grassy hills, those glittering dells 
Proudly ramparted with rocks 1 ; 

And Ocean, ’mid his uproar wild, 

' Speaks safety to his island-child ! 
lienee, fur ninny a fearless age 
lias social <^uiet loved thy shore ! 

Nor ever proud invader’s rage 
Or sacked thy towers, or stained thy fields w'th go re. 

Mil. 

Abandoned of Heaven ! mad Avarice thy guide, 

At cowardly distance, yet kindling with pride- - 
’Mid thy herds and thy corn-fields secure thou hast 

Stood, 

And joined tin* wild yelling of Famine and P.h.o.l ! 
The nations curse thee! They with eager wondering 
Shull hear I M-trurtion, like a vulture, scream ! 

Mrange-eyed I h^truction ! who with many a dream 
Of central tires through nether sca> upthundering 
Soothe-; her fierce solitude ; yet its. she lie- 
By livid fount or red volcanic stream, 

If e\er to her lidlcn dragon-eves, 

O Albion! thy predestined ruins rise, 

The fiend-hag on her perilous couch doth leap. 
Muttering distempered triumph in her charmed deep. 

T\\ 

Away, my soul, away ! 

In vain, in vain the birds of warning sing—• 

And bark ! I hear the famished brood of prey 
Flap their lank pennons on the groaning wind! 

Away, my soul, away ! 

I, unpartaking of the evil thing, 

With daily prayer and daily toil 
Soliciting for food my scanty noil, 

Have wailed my country with a loud lament. 
Now I recentre my immortal mind 

In the deep sabbath of meek self-content; 
Cleansed from the vaporous passions that bedim 
God’s image, sister of the seraphim. 

Hymn Inf ore SttvrUc in the Vale of Chamotyu. 

Hast thou a charm to stay the morning star 
In his steep course? So long he seems to pause 
On thy bald awful head, () sovran Blanc! 

The Am* and Arvciron at thy base 

Have ceaselessly ; but thou, most awful form ! 

Kisest from forth thy silent sea of pines, 

How silently ! Around thee and above, 

Deep is the air and dark, substantial, black, 

An ebon mass ; methinks thou picrecst it, 

As with a wedge ! But when I look again, 

It is thine own calm home, thy crystal shrine. 

Thy habitation from eternity ! 

O dread and silent mount 1 1 gazed upon thee, 

Till thou, still present to the bodily sense, 

Did’st vanish from my thought: entranced in prayer, 
I worshipped the Invisible alone. 


Yet, like some sweet beguiling melody, 

So sweet we know not wc are listening to it, 

Thou, the meanwhile, wasfc blending with my thought, 
Yea, with my life and life’s own secret joy ; 

Till the dilating soul,enrapt, transfused. 

Into the mighty vision passing—there, 

As in her natural form, swelled vast to heaven ! 

Aw’ake, my soul! not only passive praise 
Thou owest! not alone these swelling tears, 

Mute thanks and secret ccstacy. Awake, 

Voice of sweet song! awake, my heart, awake! 

Green vales and icy cliffs, all join my hymn? 

Thou first and chief, sole sovran of the vale I 
| O struggling with the darkness all the night, 

| And Visited all night by troop* < f stars, 

< >r when they climb the sky, or when they sink! 
Companion of the morning star at dawn, 

I Thy-clf earth's rosy star, and of the dawn 
| Co-herald ! wake, i) wake, and utter praise ! 

; Wh«. wiiii- thy sunless pillars deep in earth ? 

Who filicl thy countenance w ; 'h rosy light ? 

Who made thee parent • f perpetual streams ? 

i 

| And you, ye five wild torrents fiercely glad ! 

Who called you forth from night and utter death, 
Fr«»m dark and icy caverns called you forth, 

Down those precipitous, black, jagged rocks, 

For ever shattered, and the same for ever? 

1 Who gave you your invulnerable life, 
i Vi>ur strength, your speed, your fury, and your joy, 

1 do-easing thunder and eternal foam? 

And who commanded (and the silence came), 

Here let the billows stillln, and have rest! 

! Ye iec-lalis! ye that from the mountain's brow 
: Adown enormous ravines slope amain— 

: Torrent^, methinks, that heard a mighty voice, 

And stopped at once amid their maddest plunge! 

Mot ionics.- torrents! silent cataracts! 

Who made von glorious as the gates of heaven 
Beneath the keen full moon \ Who bade the sun 
Clothe you with rainbows? Who, with living flowers 
Of loveliest blue, spread garlands at your Met? 

(iod ! let the torrents, like a shout of nations, 

Answer! and let the ice-plains echo, God ! 

God ! sing ye meadow-streams with gladsome voice! 
Ye pine grove-, with your soft and soul-like sounds ! 
And they, too, have a voice, yon piles of snow, 

And in their perilous fall shall thunder, God ! 

Ye living flowers that skirt the eternal frost ! 

Ye wild goats sporting round the eagle’s nest! 
j Ye eagles, playmates of the mountain storm ! 

Ye lightnings, the dread arrows of the clouds ! 

Ye signs and wonders of the element! 

Utter forth God, and fill the hills with praise! 

Once more, hoar mount! with thy sky-pointing 
peaks, 

Oft from whose feet the avalanche, unheard, 

Shoots downward, glittering through the pure serene, 
Into the depth of clouds that veil thy breast— 

Thou too, again, stupendous mountain ! thou, 

That os I raise my head, awhile bowed low 
In adoration, upward from thy base, 

Slow travelling with dim eyes suffused with tears, 
Solemnly seemest, like a vapour}’ cloud, 

To rise before me—Rise, 0 ever rise; 

Rise, like a cloud of incense, from the earth I 
Thou kingly spirit throned among the hills, 

Thou dread ambassador from earth to hearen, 

Great Hierarch! tell thou the silent sky, 
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Love. 

All thoughts, all passions, all delights, 
"Whatever stirs this mortal frame, 

Are all hut ministers of love, 

And feed his sacred tlame. 

Oft in my waking dreams do I 
Live o’er again that happv hour. 

When midway on the mount I lay, 

Beside the ruined tower. 

The tnoonsliine, stealing o’er the scene, 
Had blended with the lights of eve ; 

And she was there, my hope, my joy, 

My own dear (ieneviove! 

She leaned against the armed man, 

The statue of the armed knight ; 

She stood and listened to my lay 
Amid the lingering light. 

Few sorrows hath she of her own. 

My hope, my joy, my (Ieneviove ! 

She loves me best whene’er I sing 
The songs that make her grieve. 

I played a soft and doleful air, 

I sang an old and moving story— 

An old rude song that suited ell 
That ruin wild and hoary. 

She listened with a Hitting blush, 

With downcast eyes and modest grace ; 

For well she knew I could not choose 
But gaze upon her face. 

I told her of the knight that wore 
Upon his shield a burning brand : 

And that for ten long years he wooed 
The lady of the land. 

I told her how he pined ; and ah ! 

The deep, the low, the pleading tone 
With which I sang another's love, 
Interpreted my own. 

She listened with a flitting blush, 

With downcast eves and modest grace ; 
And she forgave me that 1 gazed 
Too fondly on her face. 

But when I told the cruel scorn 
Which crazed this bold and lo\ely knight, 
And that he crossed the mountain-wood?-, 
Nor rested day nor night ; 

But sometimes from the savage den, 

And sometimes from the darksome shade, 
And sometimes starting up at once, 

In green and sunny glade, 

There came and looked him in the face 
An angel beautiful and bright ; 

And that he knew it was a fiend, 

This miserable knight ! 

And that, unknowing what he did, 

He leaped amid a murderous band, 

And saved from outrage worse than death 
The lady of the land ; 

And how she wept and clasped his knees. 
And how she tended him in vain — 

And ever strove to expiate 

The scorn that crazed his brain. 

And that she nursed him in a cave ; 

And how his madness went away, 

When on the yellow forest leaves 
A dying man he lay; 


His dying words—but when I reached 
That tenderest strain of all the ditty, 

My faltering voice and pausing harp 
Disturbed her soul with pity ! 

All impulses of soul and sense 

Had thrilled my guileless CJenevicvc— 

The music and the doleful tale, 

The rich and balmy eve ; 

And hopes, and fears that kindle hope, 

An indistinguishable throng ; 

And gentle wishes long subdued. 

Subdued and cherished long 1 

She wept with pity and delight, 

She blushed with love and virgin shame; 

And like the murmur of a dream 
J heard her breathe my name. 

Her bo-Mim heaved, she strpt U"ide ; 

As conscious of mv look she stept— 

Then suddenly, v, itli timorous eye, 

She lied to me and wept. 

She half enclosed me with hev arms. 

She pressed me with a meek embrace. 

And bending back her head, looked up 
And gazed upon my fare. 

Twns partly love, and partly fear, 

And partly ’twns a bashful art, 

Thai 1 miidit rather feel than see 
The swelling of her heart. 

1 calmed her fears ; and she w;o calm, 

And told her love ith virgin pride; 

And s<> 1 won my < icncvic'i e, 

1 Mv bright and beauteous biide ! 

[ Picf'h'l Of (f l >11/11 ft Oil. ] 

[IVoin the tl\‘U.e<tv <.f ' Ilrnmr 

And this place our forefathers made for man ! 

, Thh i*- the process of our love and \\Ndom 
To each poor brother who oilemN against us - 
Must innocent, perhaps - and what if a'uiltt ! 

Is this the only cure ' Merciful (Jod ! 

| Fach poii- and natural outlet shrivelled tip 
j By ignorance and parching poverty, 

j His energies roll back upon his heart 
And stagnate and corrupt, till, changed to p«d,on ( 
They break on him like a loathsome plague-spot ! 
Then we call in our pampered mountebanks— 

And this is their best cure ! uneomfoited 
| Ami friendless solitude, groaning and tears, 
j And ravage faces at the chinking hour, 
j Seen through the steam and vapours of his dungeon 
By the lamp’s dismal twilight ! So he lies, 
j ’Circled with evil, till his a cry soul 
I Inmoubls its essence, hopelessly deformed 
By sights of evermore deformity! 

With other ministrations thou, (I Nature, 
llealestPthy wandering ami distempered child : 
Thou poorest on him thy soft influences, 

Thy sunny hues, fair forms, and breathing sweets ; 
Thy melodies of woods, and winds, and waters ; 

Till lie relent, ami can no more endure 
To be a jarring and a dissonant thing 
Amid this general dance and minstrelsy ; 

But, bursting into tears, wins back his way, 

His angry spirit healed and harmonised 
By the benignant touch of love and beauty. 

[From ‘ Front at Miihiiyht.'~\ 

Dear lnibe, that (deepest cradled by my side, 

Whose gentle breathings heard in this deep calm 
Fill up the interspersed vacancies 
And momentary pauses of the thought! 

! My babe so beautiful 1 it thrills my heart 
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With tender gladness thus to look at thee, 

| And think that thou shalt learn far other lore, 
j And in far other scenes ! For I was reared 
' In the great city, pent ’mid cloisters dim, 

And saw nought lovely hut the sky and stars. 

Hut thou, my hnbe, shalt wander like a breeze 
i by lakes and sandy shores, beneath the crags 
1 Of ancient mountain, and beneath the clouds. 

Which image in their bulk both lakes and shores 
And mountain crags : so shalt thou see and hear 
The lovely shapes and Hounds intelligible 
Of that eternal language which thy Ood 
Utters, who from eternity doth teach 
Himself in all, and all things in himself. 

(Ireat universal teacher! he shall mould 
Thy spirit, and, by giving, making it a-k. 

♦ Therefore all seasons shall be sweet to thee, 
Whether the -ummer clothe the general earth 
With greenness, or the redbreast sit and sing 
* Hetwixt the tufts of snow on the bare branch 
l ft mossy apple-tree, while the nigh thatch 
Smokes in the sun-thaw ; whether the evedrops fall, 
Heard only in the trances of the blast, 

Or if the secret mini-dry of frost 
Shift! hang them up in silent icicles, 

Quietly shining to the quiet mo n. 

Lore, t and Patience in Ihhi-'n'iou. 

(for wayward childhood would-t thou hold firm rule, 
And sun thee in the light, of happy faces; 
l„o\e, lbtpe, and Patience, these mu-t bt thy grace-, 
And in thine own heart let them first keep ■■ehool. 
For as old Atlas on hi- broad neck places 
Heaven’s starry globe, and there oMa'.ii- it, s . 

Do the-e upbear the little world below 
(if education Pat ience, J.ove, and Hope. 

Methink- 1 see them grouped in seemly -how, 

The straitened arms upraised, the palms n-b-p. , 

And robes that touching as adown they flow. 
Distinctly blend, like snow embossed in -mov. 

O part them nn or ! If Hope prostrate lie, 

Hove too will sink and die. 

Hut Lose is subtle, and doth proof derive 
From her own life that Hope is yet alive ; 

And bending o'er, with soul-transfusing eyes, 

And the soft murmurs of the mother dote, 

W oos back the fleeting spirit, and halt supplies ; 
Thus Love repays to Hope what Hope first gave to L<oe 
Yet haply there will come a weary day. 

When overtasked at length 
Iloth Love and Hope beneath the load give way. 
Then with a statue’s smile, a statue’s strength, 
Stands the mute sister, Patience, nothing loath. 

And both supporting, does the work of both. 

Youth and A;/*'. 

Verse, a breeze 'mid blossoms straving. 

Where Hope clung feeding like a bee — 

Hotli were mine! Life went a-Maying 
With Nature, Hope, and Poesy, 

When I was young ! 

When I was young? Ah, woful when ! 

Ah, for the change ’twixt now and Hum ! 

This breathing house not built with hands, 
i This body that does me grievous wrong, 

O’er airy cliffs and glittering sands, 

How lightly then it Hashed along: 

Like those trim skiffs, unknown of yore, 

; On winding lakes and rivers wide, 

I That ask no aid of sail or oar, 

That fear no spite of wind or tide 1 
j Nought cared this body for wind or weather, 
When Youth and 1 lived in’t together. 


Flowers are lovely ; Love is flower-like ; 
Friendship is a sheltering tree ; 

O! the joys that came down shower-like, 

Of Friendship, Love, and Liberty, 
lire I was old ! 

Ere I was old ? Ah, woful ere, 

Which tells me Y 7 outh’s no longer here! 

O Youth! for years so many and sweet, 

,r J’is known that thou and i were one ; 

I’ll think it but a fond conceit— 

It cannot be that thou art gone! 

Thy vesper-bell hath not yet tolled, 

And thou wert aye a masker bold ! 

What -trange disguise hast now put on, 

To make believe that thou art gone? 

J see these locks in silvery slips, 

This drooping gait, this altered size ; 
but springtide blossoms on thy lips, 

And tears take sunshine from thine eye-! 

Life is but thought; so think I will 
That Youth and I are housemates still. 

Dewdrops are the gems of morning, \ 

Hut the tears of mournfu’ eve! 

Where no hope is, life’s a warning 
That only serves to make us grieve, 

When we are old : 

That only serves to make us grieve 
AX’ith oft »:rd tedious taking leave ; 

Like Home poor nigh-related guest, 
i That may not rudely be dismissed, 

Yet hath outstayed hi- welcome while, 

And tells the jest without the smile. 

REV. WILLIAM LISLE BOWLES. 

The Rr.v. William Lisle Bowles enjoys the 
distinction of having 'delighted. ami inspired’ the 
genius of Unit ridge. His first implication, a volume 
of sonnets, was published in 1793; and falling into 
j the bands of the enthusiastic young poet, converted 
j him from some ‘perilous errors’ to the love of a 



l 


bremind Rectory, in Wiltshire. j 

style of poetry at once tender and maul}'. The ; 
pupil outstripped Iiis master in richness and luxu¬ 
riance, dough not in elegance or correctness. In 
1805 Mr Bowles published another volume of poetry, 
The Spirit of Discovery by Sca t a narrative poem of 
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considerable length and beauty, lie has also pub¬ 
lished hymns and other poems. He prepared nn 
edition of Pope’s works, which, being attacked by 
Campbell in his Specimens of the Poets, led to a 
literary controversy, in which Lord Byron and 
others took a part. Bowles insisted strongly on 
descriptive poetry forming an indispensable part of 
the poetical character ; ‘ every rock, every leaf, 
every diversity of hue in nature’s variety.’ Oarnp- 
| bell, on the other band, objected to this Dutch lni- 
i nuteness and perspicacity of colouring, and claimctl 
| for the poet (wliat Bowles rfever could have denied) 

| nature, moral as well as external, the poetry of the 
passions, and the lights and shades of human mau- 
! ners. In reality, Tope occupied a middle position, 

• inclining to the artificial side of life. Mr Bowles 
, has outlived most of his poetical contemporaries, 
i 1 excepting Kogers. lie was born at King’s-Sutton, 
Northamptonshire, in the year 17G2, and was edu¬ 
cated first at 'Winchester school, and subsequently 
l at Trinity college, Oxford. He lias long held the 
. rectory of Bremliill, in Wiltshire. 

I Sonnets. 

[ To Tinv. 

0 Time! who know'st a lenient hand to lay 
Softest on sorrow’s wound, and slowly thence 
(Lulling to sad repose the weary sense) 

The faint pang stoniest, unperceived, away ; 

Un thee I rest my only hope at 1 a -1, 

And think when thou hu*t dried the hitter tear 
That flows in vain o'er all my soul held dear, 

( I may look hack on every sorrow past, 

: i And meet life’s peaceful evening with a smile— 

As some lone bird, at day’* departing hour, 

Sings in the sunbeam of the transient shower, 

1 Forgetful, though its wings are wet the while: 

Yet, ah ! how much must that pour heart endure 
Which hopes from thee,and thee alone, a cure! 

I 

Winter Evening at Home. 

Fair Moon < that at the chilly day’s decline 
Ol' sharp* December, through my cottage pane 
|j Dost lovely look, smiling, though in thy wane ; 
j In thought, to scenes serene and still as thine, 

I Wanders my heart, whilst 1 by turns suney 
Thee slowly wheeling on thy evening way ; 

■ And this my fire, whose dim, unequal light, 

Just glimmering bids each shadowy image fall 
Sombrous and strange upon the darkening wall, 
i Fre the clear tapers chase the deepening night! 
i Yet thy still orb, seen through the freezing haze, 
j Shines calm and clear without; and whilst 1 gaze, 
f I think around me in this twilight gloom, 

I but remark mortality’s sad doom ; 

Whilst hope and joy, cloudless ami soft, appear 
In the sweet beam that lights thy distant sphere. 

i Hope. 

I As one who, long by wasting sickness worn, 
j Weary has watched the lingering night, and heard, 

( Heartless, the carol of the matin bird 
j Salute his lonely porch, now first at mom 
| Goes forth, leaving his melancholy bed ; 

He the green slope and level meadow' views, 
Delightful bathed in slow' ascending dews ; 

| Or marks the clouds that o’er the mountain’s head, 
j In varying forms, fantastic wander white ; 

Or turns his ear to every random song 
Heard the green river’s winding marge along, 

The whilst each sense is steeped in still delight: 

With such delight o’er all my heart I feel 
Sweet Hope! thy fragrance pure and healing incense 
steal. 


American Scenery.'] 

Beneath aerial cliffs and glittering snows, 

The rush-roof of an aged warrior rose, 

Chief of the mountain tribes; high overhead, 

The Andes, wild and desolate, were spread, 

Where cold Sierras shot their iey spires, 

And Chilian trailed its smoke and smouldering fires. 

A glen beneath—a lonely spot of rest— 

Hung, scarce discovered, like an eagle’s nest. 

Summer was in its prime; the parrot-flocks 
Darkened the passing sunshine on the rocks; 

The chrysomel and purple butterfly. 

Amid the clear blue light, are wandering by; 

The humming-bird, along the myrtle bowers, 

With twinkling wing is spinning o’er the flowers ; 

The woodpecker is heard with busy bill, 

The mock-bird sings—and all beside is still. 

And look ! the cataract that hursts so high, 

As nut to mar the deep tranquillity. 

The tumult of its dashing fall suspends. 

And, .'•tealiqg drop by drop, in mist descends ; 
Through whose illumined spray m.d sprinkling dews, 
Shine to the adverse sun the broken rainbow* hues, 
Chickcring, with partial shade, the beams of noon, 
And arching the gray rook with wild festoon, 

Here, its guy network and fantastic twine, 

The purple cogul threads from pine to pine, 

. And oft, u< the fresh airs of morning breathe, 
j Dij** it** long tendril* in the stream beneath, 
i There, through tin trunks,with moss and lichens white, 
i The sunshine darts its interrupted light. 

And ’mid the cedar's darksome bough, illumes, 

\\ ith instant touch, the lori's scarlet plume*. 

Sun-1 >ioi in n {'/t urrJtyard. 

So pa*se->, silent o'er the dead, thy shade, 

Brief Time! and hour by hour, and day by day, 

The pleasing pictures of the present fade, 

Ami like a summer vapour steal away. 

| And have not they, who here forgotten lie 
(Say, hoary chronicler of ages pa-t). 

Once marked thy shadow with delighted eye. 

Nor thought, it fled—how certain and how fast? 

Since thou ha A stood, ami thus thy vigil kept, 

Noting ouch hour, o'er mouldering stones beneath 
The pastor and his flock alike have slept, 

And ‘dust, to dust’ proclaimed the stride of death. 

Another race succeeds, and counts the hour. 

Cureless alike; the hour still seems to smile, 

As hope, and youth, and life, were in our power; 

So smiling, and so perishing the while. 

I heard the village bells, with glad-ome sound 
(When to these scenes a stranger I drew’ near), 
Proclaim the tidings of the village round, 

While memory wept upon the good man’s bier. 

Kvcn so, when I am dead, shall the same bells 
Hing merrily w hen my brief days are gone; 

While still the lapse of time thy shadow’ tells, 

And strangers gaze upon rny humble stone 1 

Knough, if wc mav wait in calm content 
The hour that bears us to the silent sod ; 

Blameless improve the time that Heaven has lent, 

And leave the issue to thy will, 0 God. 

The Greenwich Petitioners. 

\\ hen evening listened to the dripping oar, 

Forgetting the loud city’s ceaseless roar, 

By the green banks, where Thames, with conscious 
pride, 

Reflects that stately structure on liis side, 
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Within whose walls, as their long labours close, 

The wanderers of the ocean find repose, 

We wore in social ease the hours away, 

The passing visit of a Hummer’s day. 

Whilst Home to range the breezy hill are gone, 

I lingered on the river’s marge alone ; 

Mingled with groups of ancient sailors gray, 

And watched the last bright sunshine steal away. 

As thus I mused amidst the various train 
Of toil-worn wanderers of the perilous main, 

Two sailors—well I marked them (as the beam 
Of parting day yet lingered on the stream, 

And the sun sunk behind the shady reach)— 
Hastened with tottering footsteps to the beach. 

The one had lost a limb in Nile's dread tight; 

* Total eclipse had veiled the other’s Oght 
For ever! As I drew more an:.iou< near, 

I stood intent, if they should speak, to hear; 

*J5yt neither said a word ! lie who was blind 
Stood as to feel the comfortable wind 
That gently lifted his gray hair: his face 
Seemed then of a fiftnt smile to wear the trace. 

Tlntothor fixed his gaze upon the light 
Parting: and when the sun bad vanished quite. 
Methought a starting tear that Heaven might ble-, 
1’nfelt, oi felt with transient tenderness, 

Came t<> hh aged eves, and tom bed his cheek ! 

And then, a>- meek and silent as before. 

Hack hand-in-hand thc\ went, and left the slmre. 

As they d* parted through the unheediim crowd, 

A cai/ed hiid snug from the cu-( incut loud ; 

And then 1 heard ahum that blind man say, 

* The music of tie* hud b swet t to-day!’ 

1 said, 4 <) li*. avenW lather! lion* 1 may km<w 
The came the-.- have f-T Silence «, r p.j w<*! 

Here thev apja ar heait-*-tricken --r r<-i:. : m-d 
Amidst the unheeding tumult of mankind. 

There is a world, a pure unclouded elime, 

Where tlmre is neither jL'iief, mu- death, nor * me ! 

Nor lo.s of friends * Perhaps when ymuler bell 
Heat slow, and bade the dying day farewell, 
lire yet the glimmering landscape sunk to night, 

| They thought upon that world of distant light ; 

! And when the blind man, lilting light his hair, 

Felt the faint wind, he raised a warmer prayer; 

Then sighed, as the blithe bird sung o'er hh head, 

‘ No morn will shine on me till 1 am dead !’ 

ROBERT SOUTHEY. 

fine of. the most voluminous and learned authors 
of this period was Robert Southey, LL.D., the 
poet-laureate. A )>oet, scholar, antiquary, critic, 
and historian, Mr Southey wrote more than even 
Seott, and he is said to have burned more verses 
between his twentieth and thirtieth year than he 
published during his whole life. His time was 
entirely devoted to literature. Every day and hour 
had its appropriate ami select task ; his library was 
his world within which he was content to range, and 
his hooks were his most cherished and constant com¬ 
panions. In one of his poems, lie says— 

My days among the dead are passed ; 

Around me I behold, 

Where’er these casual eyes arc cast 
The mighty minds of old : 

My never-failing friends are they 
With whom I converse night and day. 

It is melancholy to reflect, that for nearly three 
years preceding his death, Mr Southey sat among 
his books in hopeless vacuity of mind, the yiefcinrof, 
disease. Tills distinguished author was a native of 
Bristol, the son of a respectable shopkeeper, and 


w as born on the 12th of August 1774. He was in¬ 
debted to a maternal unde for most of his education. 
Having passed with credit through Westminster 
school, lie w r as, in 1792, entered o f Baliol college, 
Oxford. His friends designed him lor the church; 
but the poet became a Jacobin and Socinian, and 
his academic career -was abruptly dosed in 1794. 



( The* same year lie published a volume of poems in 
' conjunction with Mr Hubert Lovell, under the names 
! <>f Muschus and I’ion. About the same time lie 
| composed bis poem of lEbf Tyler, a revolutionary 
i lm*'huri\ which was long afterw ards published suip 
reptitiously by a knavish bookseller to annoy Its 
author, ‘in my youth,’ he says, 4 when my stock 
of knowledge consisted of sueli an acquaintance with 
Greek and Homan history as is acquired in the course 
of a scholastic education; when my heart was fujULof 
poetry and romance, and Lucan and Akenside^were 
aT my tongue’s end, I fell into the political opinions 
which the French revolution was then scattering 
throughout Europe; and following those opinions 
with ardour wherever they led, I soon perceived 
that inequalities of rank were a light evil eompared 
to the inequalities of property, and those morefcarful 
distinctions which the want of moral and intellectual 
culture occasions between man and man. At that 
time, and with those opinions, or rather feelings (for , 
their root was in the heart, and not in "the under¬ 
standing), I wrote ‘ Wat Tvler,’ as qiifi^vho wasjuak* 
patient of all the oppressions...that are JoiTe under 
thr sun. The subject was injudiciously chosen, and 
if WTTS'freated, as might be expected, by a youth of 
twenty in such times, who regarded only one side of 
the question.’ The poem, indeed, is a miserable 
production, and was harmless from its very inanity. 
Full of the same political sentiments and ardour, 
Southey composed his Joan of Arc , an epic poem, | 
displaying fertility of language and boldness of 
but; at the same time diffuse injUyk* , 
Tin (I m many parts wild and incoherent Rfimita- ' 
lion of Dante, the young poet conducted his heroine j 
in a dream to the abodes of departed spirits, and 
dealt very freely with the * murderers of mankind,’ 
from Nimrod tha.. jnight y-hunter f do^n to the. hero 
- Con'd ueySFofAgincourF — 
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A huge and massy pile— 

Massy it seemed, and yet in every blast 
As to its ruin shook. There, porter lit, 

Remorse for ever his sad vigils kept. 

Pale, hollow-eyed, emaciate, sleepless wretch. 

Inly he groaned, or, starting, wildly shrieked, 

Aye as the fabric, tottering from its base, 

Threatened its fall—and so, expectant still, 

Lived in the dread of danger still delayed. 

They entered there a large and lofty dome. 

O’er whose black marble sides a dim drear light 
Struggled with darkness from the (infrequent lamp. 
Unthroned around, the Murderers of Mankind— 

Mon arch s, the great ! the glorious ! the august ! 

Each hearing on his brow a crown of tin— 

Sat stern and silent. Nimrod, he was there, 

First king, the mighty hunter; and that chief 
Who did belie his mother’s lame, that so 
He might be called young Ammon. In this court 
Ctesar was crowned—accursed Jiberticide ; 

And he who murdered Tully, that cold villain 
Octavius—though the courtly million*s lyre 
Hath hymned his praise, though Maro sung to him. 
And when death levelled to original clay 
The royal carcass, Flattery, fawning low, 

Fell at his feet, and worshipped the new god. 

Titus was here, the conqueror of the Jews, 

He, the delight of human-kind misnamed ; 

Caesars and Soldans, emperors and kings. 

Here were they all, all who for glory fought, 

Here in the Court of dory, reaping now 
The meed they merited. 

As gazing round, 

The Virgin marked the miserable train, 

A deep and hollow voice from one went forth : 

‘ Thou who art come to view our punishment, 

Maiden of Orleans ! hither turn thine eves; 

For I am he whose bloody victories 

Thy power hath rendered vain. Lo ! T am here, 

The hero conqueror of Azineour, 

Henry of England!’ 

In the second edition of the poem, published in 
1798, the vision of the Maid of Orleans, and every¬ 
thing miraculous, was omitted. When the poem 
first appeared, its author was on his wav to Lisbon, 
in company with his uncle. Dr Herbert, ehaplain to 
the factory at Lisbon. Previous to his departure 
in November ]79.>, Mr Southey had married MNs 
Pricker of .Bristol, sister of the lady with whom 
Coleridge united himself; and, according to De 
Quincy, the poet partial with his wife immediately 
after their marriage at the portico of the church, 
to set out on his travels. In 1790 be returned to 
England, and mitoared himself of Cray’s Inn. lie 
afterwards made a visit to Spain and Portugal, and 
published a series of letters descriptive of his travels. 
In 1801 lie accompanied Mr Foster, chancellor of 
the Exchequer, to Ireland in the capacity of private 
secretary to that gentleman ; and the same year 
witnessed the publication of a second epic, Thalabn 
the Destroyer , ail A rabian fiction of-great beauty and 
magnificence. The style of verse adopted by the 
poet In'Tills work is irregular, without rhyme; and 
it possesses a peculiar charm and rhythmical har¬ 
mony, though, like the redundant descriptions in 
the work, it becomes wearisome in so long a poem. 
The opening stanzas convey 4in exquisite picture 
of a widowed mother wandering over the sands of 
the east during the silence of night 


How beautiful is night ! 

A dewy freshness fills the silent air; 

No mist obscures, nor cloud, nor speck, nor slain, 
Breaks the serene of heaven: 


In full-orbed glory, yonder moon divine 
Rolls through the dark-blue depths. 

Rcneath her steady ray 
The desert-circle spreads, 

Like the round ocean, girdled with the sky. 

Ilow beautiful is night! 

ii. 

Who, at this untimely hour, 

Wanders o’er the desert sands ? 

No station is in view, 
j Nor palm-grove islanded amid the waste. 

The mother and her child. 

The widowed mother and the fatherless boy, 

They, at this untimely hour, 

Wander o’er the desert sands. 

m. 

Alas ! the setting sun 
Saw Zeinab in her blis*, 
lluden-ah"*- wife beloved, 

The fruitful mother lijte, 
oiu, when the daughters of Arabia named, 

They wished their lot like hers : 

She wanders o'er the dese-'t sands 
A wretched widow now, 

The fruitful mother of so fair a race ; 

With only one preserved, 

She wanders o’er the wilderness. 

i v. 

No soar relieved the burden of her heart ; 

Stunned with the heavy wo, she felt like one 
Half-wakened from a midnight dream of blood. 

Rut sometimes, whet, the bey 
Would wet her hand with tear-', 

And, looking up to her fixed eoimtenanee. 

Sob out the name of AM oilier, then did she 
I tter a feeble croan. 

At length, collecting, Zeinab turned hel¬ 
lo llea\en, exclaiming, * Trained be the L< 

He gave, He takes a wav! 

The Lord our (led is good!* 

The metre of ‘ Thalabn,’ as may In* seen from this 
specimen, lias great power, as will as harmony, in 
skilful hands. It i< in accordance with the subject 
of the poem, and is, as the author himself remarks, 
‘the Arabesque ornament of ;ai Arabian pile-' 
Southey Tiad now east off his rev obit ionary opinions, 
and his future writings were all marked by a some¬ 
what intolerant attachment to church and state. 
He established himself on the banks of the river 
Greta, near Keswick, subsisting by bis pen, and a 
pension which lie bad received from government. 
In 18o-t he published a volume of Mttriml Tubs, 
and in lsoo Ma<lo(\ an epic poem, founded on a 
Welsh story, but interior to its predecessors. In 
IKK) appeared his greatest poetical work, The Curse 
of Krhttinu, a poem of the same class and structure 
as ‘ Thalaba,’ but in rhyme. With characteristic 
egotism, Mr Southey prefixed to ‘ The C urse or Ko- 
h an hi* a declaration, that lie would not change a syl¬ 
labic or measure for any one— 

Pedants shall not tic my strains 
To our antique poets’ veins. 

Kehanui is a Hindoo rajah, who, like Dr Faust us, 
obtains and sports with supernatural power. His 
adventures are sufficiently startling, and afford room 
for the author’s striking amplitude of description. 

‘ The story is founded/ says Sir Walter Scott, ‘upon 
the Hindoo mythology, £he most g igant ic, cumbrous, 
and extravagant system (ifs 
were xrrer erected. The i^TneMs alternately laid In 
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the terrestrial paradise, under the sea—in the heaven 
of heavens—and in hell itself. The principal actors 
are, a man who approaches almost to omnipotence; 
another labouring under a strange and fearful male¬ 
diction, which exempts himfrom the ordinary laws 
of nature ; a gbfld~genms, a sorceress, find a ghost; 
wuHi” Several Hindustan deities of dilferent ranks, 
i The only being that retains the usual attributes of 
I humanity is a female, w ho is gifted with immortality 
I at tlie close of the piece.’ Some of the scenes in this 
I strangely magnificent theatre of horrors are described 
with tlie power of Milton, and Scott has said that 
the follow ing account of the approach of the mortals 
to Pudulon, or the Indian Hailes, is equal in gran- 
i deur to any passage which lie ever perused :— 

‘TiiPNitlicr light than that of day there shone 
('pon the travellers, entering J'adalon. 

t . in darkness entering on tln ir wa\, 

• But far before the car 
A glow, as of a fiery furnace light, 
filled all before them. ’Twas a light that mad** 

1 kirknc" itM^f appear 

A tl^ng of colnfurt : and the sight, dismayed, 

Shrank inward from jhe molten atmosphere. 

Their way was through the adamantine ro< k 
Which girt ilie v.nild of wo : on either side 
Its massive walls arose, and merhend 
Arched the long pa-sngc ; onward as they ride, 

With stronger glare tie- light around then; spiead— 
And, lo! t he rcgimis dread 
'J'he world of wo hop.re tlimn <»pening vide, 

'fhere rolls the fierv flood, 

(iirdiug the realms of Rudabm around. 

A sea of tiame, it seemed t<> 

Sea without hound ; 

For neither mortal mu immortal sight 
Could pierce across through that ltiteiisest light. 

Besides its wonderful display of .imagination and in¬ 
vention, and its vivid scone-painting; the *■ < v nrse of 
Kehania’ possesses tire recommendation of 1 icing in J 
maimers, sentiments, scenery, and costume, (listing- i 
tfvely and exclusively Hindoo. Its author wk* ton : 
diligent a student to omit whatever was charnc- ! 
tcristio in the landscape or the people. Passing! 
over his prose works, wv next find Mr Southey 
apj>eftr in a native poetical dress in blank verse. 
In IS 14 he published Jintlenrk, thr Jjiist of the Coths, 
a noble and pathetic poem, though liable also to the 
charge of redundant^description. The style of tin* 
versification may he seenTrom Ihe following account 
of tlie grief and confusion of the aged monarch, when 
he finds his throne occupied by the Moors after his 
long absence 

Tire sound, the dent 
(If turban, girdle, robe, and scimitar, 

And tawny skins, awoke contending thoughts 
Of anger, shame, and anguish in the (loth ; 

, The unaccustomed face of human kind 
j Confused him now—and through the streets lie went 
j With haggard mien, and countenance like one 
< (’razed or bewildered. All who met him turned, 
i And wondered as he passed. One stopped him .short, 

I Put alms into his hand, and then desired, 

In broken (iothie speech, the moonstruck man 
To bless him. With a look of vacancy, 

Roderick received the alms ; his wandering eye 
Fell on the money, ami the fallen king, 

Seeing his royal impress on the piece, 

Broke out into a quick convulsive voice, 

That seemed like laughter first, but ended soon 
In hollow groan suppressed: the Mussulman 
Shrunk at the ghastly sound, and magnified 
The name of Allah as he hastened on. 


A Christian woman, spinning at her door, 

Beheld him—and with sudden pity touched, 

She laid her spindle by, and running in, 

'l ook bread, and following after, called him back— 
And, placing in his passive hands the loaf, 

She said, Christ Jesus for his Mother’s sake 
Have mercy on thee! With a look that seemed 
Like idiocy, he heard her, and stood still, 

Staring awhile ; then bursting into tears, 

Wept like a child. 

Or the following descriptioif of a moonligjit scene:— 

: I jow calmly, gliding through the dark blue sky, 

j The midnight moon ascends! Her placid beams, 

■ Through thinly-scattered leave.*', and boughs grotesque, 
Mottle with mazy shades tin* orchard slope ; 

I Here o’er the chestnut’s fietlcd foliage, gray 
And massy, motionle.-.- they -proud ; here .shine 
( poji the crag-, deepening with blacker night 
Their chasms ; and there the glittering argon try 
Ripple- and glances on the confluent streams. 

A lovelier, purer light than that ol day 
Rests on the hills ; and oh! hovr awfully. 

Into that deep and tranquil Triiiument, 

The summit" of Ausevn rise serene! 

The watchman on the battlements partakes 
The stillnes" of the solemn hour; he feels 
The silence of the earth ; the endless sound 
Of flowing \va*< soothes him ; and the stars, 

Which in that brightest moonlight well nigh quenched, 
Scarce visible, a- in the utnio-t depth 
(»f yonder sapphire infinite, are seen, 

Hr.iv on with elevating influence 
Toward" eternity the attempered mind. 

Musing on worlds beyond the grave, he stands, 

And to the Virgin Mother silently 
Breathes forth her hymn of praise. 

Mr Southey, having, in Is 13, accepted the office of 
poet-laureate, composed some courtly strains that 
tended little to advance his reputation, ilis Carmen 
Triumphal(\ and The J is am of Jmhjment , provoked 
much ridicule at the time, and would have passed 



Southey’s House. j 


into utter oblivion, if Lord Byron had not published 
another Vision of Judgment—one of the most power¬ 
ful, though wild and profane of his productions, in 
which the laureate received a m e i r o ifog s -and wit A 
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ation that even his admirers admitted to be and in his manner of treating thorn. His Actions 
i*mncrited. The latest of onr author's poetical are wild and supernatural, jyidhave no hold dn 
works was a volume of narrative verse, All for Love, Till man affections. t.r Ofgfioua^au ds u bl i me Its Stmw 
and The fflqrim of Compostella. He continued his of his images and descriptions are, they 'come like 
ceaseless round of study and composition, writing onj shgjdows^p depart.' They are too PelTTr^^oolahci- 
ill subjects, and filling ream after ream of paper put and often too learned. The Grecian mythology 

’ M -.is graceful _iuid_faniiliar: but Mr Southey’s Hindoo 

superstitions are extravagant and strange. To relish 
them re<piires eonriderableprevious* reading and re- 
searchj and this is a tusk which few will undertake. 
Tlie drmulisLMLML^yyr viyjijlylmiUiuu i» 
also comparatively unknown toFk) 


with liis ’ ’ ‘’ on morals, philosophy, poetry, 

and politii Oflbrcd a baronetcy and a seat 

, In parliament, both of which he prudently declined, 

! His fame and his fortune, he knew, could only lie 
preserved by adhering to his solitary studies; but 
these were too constant and uninterrupted. The 


lout he v, and hem e 
rally 


poet forgot one oT TitsrfVvvn maxims, that 4 frequent! the dialogues in *Mudoc and Roderick are gene 
change of air is of all things that which most con- 1 Hat and uninteresting. His observation was of books, 
i_rill_ ..‘3 luv » Y>„,.c «♦„!« u vr 


duces to Joyous health an3 long life.’ Paralysis at 
lengfli laid prostrate his powers. He sank into a 
state of insensibility, not even recognising those 
i who ministered to his wants; and it was a matter of 
j satisfaction rather than regret, that death at length 
| stept in to shroud this painful spectacle from tlie eyes 
1 of’affection as well as from the gaze of vulgar curio¬ 
sity^ He died in his house at Greta oil the if 1st of 
! March 1 S4‘>. Mr Southey had, a few years before 
liis death, lost the early partner of his affections, and j r] , j( . , vnt j nru 
i contracted a second marriage with Miss Caroline j f , *'! ’ 

1 Bowles, the poetess, lie left, at liis death, a sum of 
about L. 12,000 to be divided among liis children, 
and one of the most valuable private libraries in 
the kingdom. So much had literature, unaided hut 
by prudence and worth, accomplished for its devoted 
follower! The following inscription for a tablet t 


nofTTattlFe. ~ Some riTTcc tat ions of style and expres¬ 
sion also marred the ettbct of liis’conceptions, and^ 
the stately and copious Mow of his verstflcationpui- 
relieved by hursts of passion or eloquent sentfmqR, 
sometimes becomes heavy and monotonous in its* 
miform smoothness and dignity. • 


WAl.’tT.i: s V VAOU t.AVP* 


0 . 


i, the representative of an ancient 
at Ipsley (\>urt, Warwickshire, on 
the ‘i<M h of January 177.*. He was educated at 
Rugby school, whence he was transferred to'Trinity 
college. Oxford. His first publication whs a small 
volume of poems, dated as far hack as 1710. The 
poet v as intended for the army, but. like Southey, 

e i i. i • il, lie imbibed republican sentiment*, and for thfd eau«e‘ 

the memory of Mr Souther, to he placed in the, , «. 7 . ' ._. ,, r *. - ... 

__-t. . -..a. .,, *i,.. ! declined engaging m the profession of arms. His 

father then offered him an allow anee of XluO p‘-r 
| annum, on condition that he should study tlie law, 

! with this alternative, if he refused, that liis income 
! should he restricted to one-third of tlie sum. 'The 
independent poet preferred the smaller income with 


church of Crosthwaite, near Keswick, is from the 
pen of the venerable Wordsworth 


* Sacred to the memory of Robert Southey, whose 
mortal remains arc interred in the neighbouring 
churchyard, lie was horn at Bristol, October 4, 
1774, and died, after a re.-idenee of nearly 40 years, 
at Greta Hall, in this parish, March '21. HM.'J. 

Yc torrents foaming down tin* rocky sterp'*. 

Ye lakes wherein the Spirit of Water sleep , 

Ye vales and hills, whose beauty hither dn. w 
The poet's steps, and fixed him here, on y u 
His eyes have closed ; and ye, loved hooks, no more 
Shall Southey feed upon your prcciou.- lore. 

To works that ne’er shall forfeit their renown, 

Adding immortal labours of his own ; 

Whether he traced historic truth with zeal 
For the state’s guidance, or the church’s weal ; 

Or Fancy, disciplined by studious Art, 

Informed his pen, or Wisdom of the heart, 

Or Judgments sanctioned in the patriot’s mind 
By reverence for the rights of all mankind. 

Large were his aims, yet in no human breast 
Could private feelings find a holier nest. 

His joys, his griefs, have vanished like a cloud 
From Skiddaw’s top ; but he to Heaven was vowed 
Through a long life, and calmed by Christian faith 
In his pure soul the fear of change and death.’ 


literature as hh companion. < >n succeeding to the 
family estate, Mr Lander sold it off. and purchased 
! two others in Monmouthshire, where it is said he 
expended nearly XTo.oom in improvements. The ill 
; conduct of some of liis tenants mortified and exasjx’- 
rated the sensitive land-owner to such a degree, 
that he pulled down a tine house whirl) he had 
i erected, and left the country for Italy, where he has 
' chiefly resided since the \ear 1st;*. Mr Lander's 
works consist of GVW, a pot m ; dramas entitled 
! Andrea of Hunqary, (iioranni of :Y itplr*, I'm liujurt , 
Pericles and Asjnixta, &c. His principal prose Work 
is a series ol 1 nut <ji nary (lone* editions of Literary 
Men an<l Statesmen, three volume's of which were 
published in 1824, and three more in IH.'lf,. In 
‘ Gebir’ there is a fine passage, amplified by Mr 
Wordsworth in his Kxciirsion, which deserif>es the 
sound which sea-shells seem to make when placed 
close to the ear :— 

And I have sinuous .shells of pearly hue j 
Shake one, and it awakens, then apply 
Its poli-hed lips to your attentive ear, 

And it remembers it,-, august abodes, 

And murmurs as the ocean murmurs there. 


Few authors have written so much and bo well, 

with so little real popularity, as Mr Southey. Of all ! j„ Count .Julian, a tragedy founded on Spanish storv 

rose works, admirable as they are in purity of xr- t .ii f A.. . * : r n . 810 * * 

style* the Life of Nelson alone is a general favourite, j 
The magnificent creations of his poetry-piled up 
like clouds at sun set, in the calm serenity of Tils tcr- 
pgqloualnkllect—have always keen duly appreciated 
by poet ical stu dents and critical readers; but by the 
public aTTarge* they xmr neglected. A late attempt j 
to revive them, by the publication of the whole 1 
poetical works in ten uniform and cheap volumes, j 
has only shown that they are unsuited to the taste i 
of.tlu; pre8ent gpnemtion. The reason- of this may 
he found both in the subjects of Soufhey’s poetry, His smaller poems are mostly of the same medita- 
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; ,-,— s ■ r . ;y v - :— J ... • a i. ount ,/itftan, a tl 

SUSSES .*! Mr Landor adduces the follow!,* beautiful Ulustr^ 
i tion ol grief: 

Wakeful he sits, and lonely and unmoved, 
Beyond the arrows, views, or .shouts of men ; 

An ofu-ntimes an eagle, when the sun 
I brows o’er the varying earth his early ray, 
Stands solitary, stands immoveable, 

Lpon some highest cliff, and rolls his eye, 

Li car, constant, unobservant, unabased* 

Li the cold light. 
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tive and intellectual character. An English scene 
is thus described 

Clifton, in vain thy varied scenes Invite— 

The mossy bank, dim glade, and dizzy height; 

The sheep that starting from the tufted thyme, 
Untune the distant churches’ mellow chime; 

As o’er each limb a gentle horror creeps, 

And shake above our heads the craggy steeps, 
Pleasant I’ve thought it to pursue the rower, 

While light and darkness seize the changeful our, 
7’he frolic Naiads drawing from below 
A net of silver round the black canoe, 

Now the last lonely solace must it be 
To watch pule evening brood o'er land and sea, 

Then join my friends, and let those friends believe 
My cheeks are moistened by the dews of eve. 

*^The Maid’s Lament* is a short lyrical flow of 
picturesque expression and pathos, resembling the 
’more recent effusions of Harrv Cornwall : — 

I loved him not ; and yet, now he is gone, 

1 feel I am alone. 

I checked him vvlutf he spoV.< ; yet o/.uld lc* '-peak, 
lust 1 would not check. 

For reasons m*t t-» love him on< > 1 sought, 

And wearied all my thought 
To vex myself and him : I mnv w>uid give 
My love (-mid he hut live 
Who lately Iricd for m*-, and when In* found 
’Tuns vain, in )m !y gr-mid 
He hid his fare uttud the shades of dtaili! 

1 waste for him my breath 
Who waited hi* f.>r me; hut mine returns, 

And tins hme boson, burns 
With stilling heat, heaving it up in sleep, 

And waking me to weep 
l eap* that, hud inched his .ft heart : f •! year® 

Wept he as bit ter tears ! 

* Merciful Hod ?.uch v, us his latent pra; < r, 

1 The*.e may she newr share 
Quieter is his breath, his breast more cold 
Than daisies in the mould. 

Where children spell athwart the rhun-hvard gate 
His name and life’s brief date. 

Pray for him, gentle mouL, wlmi’cr )e be, 

And oh 1 pray, to*., for me ! 

We quote one more chaste ami graceful fancy, cn- 1 
titled SiTtttn :— 

In f lenicntinu’s artless mien 
Lucilla asks me what I see, 

And are the roses of sixteen 
Knough Ft no-! 

Lucilla asks if that be ail, 

Have I not culled as sweet before! 

Ah yes, LucilU! and their fall 
I still deplore. 

I now behold another scene. 

Where pleasure leami with heaven’s own light, 
More pure, more constant, more serene, 

And not less bright. 

Faith, on whose breast the loves repose, 

Whose chain of flowers n<> force can sou r, 

And Modesty, who, when she goes. 

Is gone for ever. 

Mr Landor will l»e rcmcndiered rather ns a prose 
writer than as a poet, and yet bis writings of that 
kind are marked hy singular and great blemishes. 
A moody egotistic nature, ill at ease with The com¬ 
mon things of life, has flourished up in his case into 
a moat portentous crop of crotchets and prejudices, 
which, regardless of the reprobation of hia fellow- 
men, ho issues forth in prodigious confusion, often 
in l anguage o flensive iu the last degree to good 
tast&~ Eager TRTTtmtmi i ct wTilvTc vCT Ts^gCTiefairy 


received, he never stops to consider how far his 
own professed opinions may be consistent with 
each other: hence he contradicts himself almost as 
often as any other body. Jeffrey, in one of his most 
brilliant papers, lias characterised in happy terms 
the class of minds to which Mr Landor belongs. 
‘ Tin* work before us,’ says he, * is an edifying ex¬ 
ample of the spirit of literary Jacobinism— flying 
at all game, running a-muck at fill opinions, and at 
continual cross-purposes with its own. This spirit 
admits neither of equal nor superior, follower nor 
precursor: ** it travels in a road so narrow, where but 
one goes abreast.” It claims a monopoly of sen$£, 
wi t, and w isdom. To figjee wITTl TT tjnp" Irnperti- 
rrfncel to differ from fta crime. It tramples on old 
prejudices ; It Is Jealous of new pretensions. It seizes 
with avidity on all that is startling or obnoxious in 
opinions, and when they are countenanced by any 
one else, discards them as no longer fit for its use. 
Thus persons of this temper affect atheism by way of 
distinction ; and if they can succeed in bringing it 
into fashion, Income orthodox again, in order not to 
be with the vulgar. Their creed is at the mercy of 
ever}' one who assents to, or who contradicts it. All 
tlmir ambition, all their endeavour is, to seem wiser 
than the whole world besides. They hate whatever 
falls short of. whatever goes beyond, their favourite 
thcoric'. In the one case, they hurry on Itefore to 
get tin.- start of you: in the other, they suddenly 
turn hack to hinder you, and defeat themselves. An 
inordinate, restless, incorrigible self-love, is the key 
to all their actions and opinions, extravagances and 
mean!******, servility and arrogance. Whatever 
soothes and panniers tills, they applaud ; whatever 
wounds or interferes with it. they utterly and vin¬ 
dictively abhor. A general is with them a hero 
if he is unsuccessful er a traitor; if lie is a con¬ 
queror in the cause of liberty, or a martyr to it, lie 
is a poltroon. Whatever is doubtful, remote, vi¬ 
sionary in philosophy, or wild and dangerous in 
p< dtrtfs, they fasten upon eagerly, “ recommending 
and insisting on nothing less;” reduce the one to 
dcmuuatraUuu, the other to practice, and they turn 
their hacks upon their own most darling schemes, 
and leave them in the lurch immediately.’ When the 
reader learns that Mr Landor justifies Tiberius and 
Nen». speaks of Hitt as a poor creature, and Fox as 
a charlatan, declares Alfieri to have been the great¬ 
est man in Europe', and recommends the Greeks, in 
tht ir struggles with the d’urks, to discard fire-arms, 

| and return to the use of the \*ow, he will not deem 
I this general description far from inapplicable in 
! the case. And yet the Imaginary Conversations 
; and other writings of Air Landor are amongst the 
! most remarkable prose productions of our age, writ¬ 
ten in pure nervous English, and full of thought# 

, which fasten themselves cm The mind, and are ‘a joy 
! for ever.* Tt would require- many specimens from 
these works to make good what is here said for and 
against their author; we can afford room for only 
one, but in it are both an example of his love of 
‘ paradox, and of the extraordinary bsi&nties pf thought 
; by which he leads us captive. It forms part of a 
i conversation between Lords Chatham and Chester- 
Held:— 

Chester^*hi. It is title, my lord, we have not always 
been of the same opinion, or, to use a In*tier, truer, 
and more significant expression, of the same side in 
politics ; yet l never heard a sentence from your 
lordship which I did not listen to with deep atten¬ 
tion. I understand that you have written some pieces 
of admonition and advice to a young relative; they 
are mentioned as being truly excellent; I wish I 
could have profited by them when I waa composing 
mine on a similar occasion. 

351 
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Chatham . My lord, you certainly would not have 
done it, even supposing they contained, which 1 am 
far from believing, any topics that could have escaped 
your penetrating view of manners and morals ; for 
your lordship and 1 set out diversely from the very 
threshold. Let us, then, rather hope that what we 
have written, with an equally good intention, may 
produce its due effect; which indeed, 1 am afraid, 
may be almost as doubtful, if we consider how inef¬ 
fectual were the cares and exhortations, and even the 
daily example and high renown, of the most zealous 
and prudent men on the life and conduct of their 
children and disciples. Let us, however, hope the 
best rather than fear the worst, and believe that there 
never was a right thing done or a wise one spoken in 
vain, although the fruit of them may not spring up in 
the place designated or at the time expected. 

Chesterfield. Pray, if I am not taking too great a 
freedom, give me the outline of your plan. 

Chatham. Willingly, my lord ; hut mikv a greater 
man than either of us has laid down a more compre¬ 
hensive one, containing all 1 could bring forward, 
would it not he preferable to consult it 1 ditier in 
nothing from Locke, unless it be that I tumid recom¬ 
mend the lighter as well as tl graver part ol the 
ancient classics, and the constant practice of imitat¬ 
ing them in early youth. This is m» change in the 
system, and no larger an addition than a woodbine to 
a sacred grove. 

Chesterfield. I do not admire Mr Locke. 

Chatham. Nor 1—he is too simply grand for ad¬ 
miration— 1 contemplate and revere him. KquaTTy 
deep and clear, ho is both philosophically ami gram¬ 
matically the most elegant of English writer". 

Chesterfield. If I expressed by any motion of iiml 
or feature my surprise at this remark, your lordship, 
I hope, will pardon me a slight and involuntary trans¬ 
gression of my own precept. I miM intreat you, be¬ 
fore we move a step farther in our inquiry, to inform 
me whether I am really to consider him in style the 


mountain know in some measure its altitude, by 
comparing it with all objects around ; but those who 
stand at the bottom, and never mounted it, can com¬ 
pare it with few only, and with those imperfectly. 
Until a short time ago, I could have conversed more 
fluently about Plato than 1 can at present; I had 
read all the titles to his dialogues, and several scraps 
f commentary ; these I have now forgotten, und mn 
indebted to long attacks of the gout for what I have 
acquired instead. 

Chesterfield. A very severe schoolmaster! I hope 
he allows a long vacation 1 

Chatham. Severe he is indeed, and although he sets 
no example of regularity, he exacts few observances, 
and teaches many things. Without him 1 should 
have had less patience, less learning, less reflection, 
less leisure; in short, less of everything hut of slew*.. « 

Chest*, r field. Locke, from a deficiency of fumy,'is 
not likely to attract so many listeners as Pluto. 

Chatham. And yet occasionally his language is ' 
both metaphorical und rich in images. In fact, ail 
our great phih'-opTier- have uL" ltd" property in a 
wonderful degree. Not t" speak of the devotional, 
in wlio-e anting." one might expect it, we find it 
j abundantly in Huc-m, not sparingly in llohhcs,. Air 
in \t to him in ran go of inquiry and potency of in- 
trllect. And what would you think, my b*rd, if you 
discovered in the record" «d Newton a sentence in th< 
"pint of Shah"pe;tro ! 

Chtfihrfhld. 1 "houll >nk UpOll It Up«>Il tl W'lli- 
der, not to say a miracle Newton, like Harrow, had 
no feeling or re-pcet for poetry. 

Chatham. Hi- wmd- are lhes« : 4 I don’t know 

what I may seem t" the world ; hut, a- t-> my-cll, 1 
seen) to have been only like a lev playing on tin* 
j sea-shore, and diverting inyse 
ing a smoother pebble or a prettier -hell than <»r»li- 
| nary, whilst the great ocean ot Truth lay all und:-- 
i covered before me.’ 

{’/astt , -field. Suiely Nature, who had given him the 


most elegant of our prose author." \ 

Chatham. Your lordship i» capable of forming an 
opinion on this point certainly no lev- correct than 
mine. 

Chesterfield. Pray assist me. 

Chatham. Education and grammar are .-urely the 
two driest of all subjects on which a conversation can 
turn ; yet if the ground is not promiscuously ."own, if 
what ought to be clear i" not covered, if what ought to 
he covered is not bare, and, above all, if the plant" are 
choice ones, we may spend a few' moments on it not 
unpleasantly. It appears then to me, that elegance 
# ill prose composition is mainly this ; a just admission 
of topicsahd of words ; neither too many nor too few < f 
either; enough of sweetness in the sound to induce i 
to enter and sit still ; enough ol illustration ami 
reflection to change the posture of our minds when 
they would tire; and enough of sound matter in the 
complex to repay us for our attendance. \ could 
perhaps he more logical in my definition and more 
concise ; hut am 1 at all erroneous ! 

Chesterfield. 1 see not that you are. 

Chatham. My car is well satisfied with Locke: 1 
find nothing idle or redundant in him. 

Chesterfield. Ilut in the opinion of you graver men, 
would not some of his principles lead too tar i 

Chatham. The danger is, that few will he led by 
them far enough: most who begin with him stop 
short, and, pretending to find pebbles in their shoes, 
throw themselves down upon the ground, and com¬ 
plain of their guide. 

Chesterfield. What, then, can he the reason why 
Plato, so much less intelligible, is so much more 
quoted and applauded? 

Chatham . The difficulties we never try' arc r.o ditr. 
culties to us. Those who arc upon t) '- summit of a 


volumes of her greuDT my-tcries t<> unreal ; nlm had 
! bent over him and taken in.* hand, and taught him to 
j decipher the character- of her -acred language ; «ho 
I had lifted up la-fop* him her glorious v<d, higher 
than ever yet for mortal, that "he might impress her 
feature" and her fondness on Ids heart, throw it hack 
wholly at these words, and gazed upon him with a» 
much admiration it- over he had gaze l upon her.* 

EDWIN ATIIKKS'I ONI 

Edwin A Tin. a "Tone is author of Tin :.*/ Days 
•fi Herculaneum (iKil) and Tim Call ArWir/i 
; (Ls2h), both poems in blank verse, and remarkable 
for splendour of diction and copiousness of drM-rip- 
I tion. The fllrst is founded on the well-known de¬ 
struction of the city of I hrcuiuueum by an eruption 
I of Mount Vesuvius in tin* first year of the Lmperor 
Titus, or the Tilth of tin* Christian era. .Mr Athcr- 
stonc has followed the account of this awful occur¬ 
rence given by the younger Pliny m his letters to 
Tacitus, and has drawn some powerful pictures of 
the desolating tire and its attendant circumstances. 

* A very few of Mr I.andor’H aphorism* and remark* niny 
t*c odd*d: II*- of farm*--* l ame, they tell v*m, in air; 
hut without air there L no life fo- any ; without fame them 
i- none for the Im*m..' 4 fho happy nmn,' he wiys, 4 it* he 

who distiii^m-hr* fie* Imundnry fo'twoon dr* l re nnd delight, 
mid stands firm!) on flu higher ground ; he? who known* that 
pleasure 1 h not only not pmsession, hut in often to he bmt, 
stud always to 1 h* «ii larurercst by it.* Of lupit wot or sarcasm, 
he olwMTves - 4 Quirkmow i* amount the least of tho mind'* 
priq>ertiev L would {KT#uodo you that him tor, pun, anti 
quibble are the pnqtcrtie* of liKht irtun and ah allow capa¬ 
ble*; that genuine humour and true w it require a Mound und 
capacious mind, which is always a grave one.* 
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Thera is perhaps too much of terrible and gloomy 
painting, yet it enchains the attention of the reader, 
and Impresses the imagination with something like 
dramatic force. Mr Atherstone's second subject is 
of the same* elevated cast: the downfall of an Asiatic 
empire afforded ample room for his love of stron g 
and magnificent description* and he has availed 
liTimOTofTTitait^JOb fully, as to border in many 
passages on extravagance and bombast. His battle 
scenes, his banquets, flowering groves, and other 
descriptions of art and nature, are all executed with 
orientul splendour and voluptuousness—often with 
da*rHr\g vividiWMis and Kauty and'True poetical 
feeling. The failure of the author to sustain the 
interest of the reader is owing, as a contemporary 
critic pointed out, 4 to the very palpable excess 4 n 
• he employs all those elements of pleasing, and 

to the disproportion which those ornaments of the 
scene hear to its actual business—to the slowness 
Vitli which the story moves forward, and the diffi¬ 
culty we have in catching a distinct view of the 
characters that ure presented to us, through the 
glare of imagery (Aid eloquence with which they 
are surrounded.’ This is the fault of genius—espe¬ 
cially young genius and if Mr Atherstone could 
subdue his (igiuRal 'imagination and gorgeousness 
of style, and undertake a theme of more ordinary 
ITle, and of simple natural passion and description, 
be might give himself a name of some imjvortunee 
in the literature of his age. 

The following passages, descriptive of the splen¬ 
dour of Sardanapalus’s state. have Kan cited as 
happy sj*;eimens of Mr Atherstone’s style - 

The moon L clear- the stars are coining forth 
The owning breeze fans pleasantly. Retired 
Within his gorgeous hall, Assyria’s king 
Sits at the banquet, and in h»vr and wine 
Revel* delighted. < >n the gilded r-><-f 
A thousand golden lamp* their lustre fling. 

And on the marble walls, and »<n the throne 
( iem-b«e.M‘d, that high on jasper-steps upraised, 
hike to one M>ltd diamond quiwring stands, 
Sun-splemlours Hashing round. In woman’* garb 
The sensual king is clad, and with him sit 
A crowd of beauteous concubines. They sing, 

And roll the wanton eve, and laugh, and sigh, 

Ai*d feed his ear with honeyed flatteries, 

And laud him u> a god. * * 

hike a mountain stream, 

Amid the silence of the dewy r\e 

Heard by the lonely traveller through the vale, 

With dream like murmuring melodious, 

In diamond showers n crystal fountain falls. 

* * Sylph like girls, and blooming boys, 

Flower crowned, and in apparel bright as spring, 
Attend upon their bidding. At the sign, 

From bands unseen, voluptuous music breathe*. 

Harp, dulcimer, anti, sw geUgq far of a 11^ 

w o nj ^rrrm rrmvi < m n voice. 

Tlirough aTTThe city sounds the voice of }<>v 
And tipsy merriment. On the spacious wall**, 

'That, like huge sea-cliff*, gird the city in, 

Myriad* of wanton feet go to and fro; 

(lay garments rustle in the scented breeze, 

ptirple, green, and gold ; 

Laugh, jest, ami passing whisper arc heard there ; 
Timbrel, and lute, and dulcimer, and song ; 

And many feet that treat! the dance are seen, 

And onus upflung, and swaying heads plume-crowned. 
80 is that city steeped in revelry. 

i • • * 

Then went the king, 

| Flushed with the wine, and in his pride of powcT 
Glorying; and with his own strong arm upraised 
j From out iU rest the Assyrian banner broad, 


Purple and edged with gold ; and, standing then 
Upon the utmost summit of the mount— 

Round, and yet round—for two strong men a took 
Sufficient deemed—he waved the splendid flag* 

Bright as a meteor streaming. 

At that sight 

The plain was in a stir: the helms of brass 
Were lifted up, and glittering spear-points waved, 

A lid banners shaken, and wide trumpet mouths 
l ptumed ; and myriads of bright-harnessed steeds 
Were seen uprearing, shaking their proud heads; 

And brazen chariots in a moment sprang^ 

And clashed together. In a moment more 
Up came the monstrous universal shout, 

Like a volcano’s burst. Up, up to heaven 
The multitudinous tempest tore its way, 

Rocking the clouds : from all the swarming plain 
And from the city rose the mingled cry, 

* Long live Surdanapalu*, king of kings l 
May the king live for ever!’ I’ll rice the flag 
The monarch waved ; and thrice the shouts arose 
Enormous, that the solid walls were shook, 

And the firm ground made tremble. 

Amid the far-off hills, 

With eye of fire, and shaggy mane upreared. 

The sleeping lion in his den sprang up ; 

Listened awhile—then laid his monstrous mouth 
(’lose to the ll >«.r, and breathed hot roarings out 
In fierce reply. 

«► # # 

He comes at length— 

The thickening thunder of the wheels i* heard : 

Upon their lnntre-* roaring, ojk*h fly 

The brazen gat* ** : sound* then the tramp of hoofs— 

And b»! the gorgeou*- pageant, like the sun, 

Hares on their startled eyvs. Four snow-white steed*. 

In golden trappings, barbed all in gold, 

spring through the gate ; the lofty chariot then, 

< >f eKny, with gold and gem< thick strewn, 

liven like the starry night. The spokes were gold, 

U ith lVib»e* of strum; brass ; the naves were brass, 

M ith humi-hed gold «*Yrlaid, and diamond rimmed ; 
Steel were the axle**, in bright silver case ; 

The pole iui.« cased in silver: high aloft, 

Like a rich throne the gorgeous seat was framed ; 

< >1 ivory part, part silver, and part gold: 

< hi either side a golden statue stood : 

Upon the light—and on a throne of gold - 
(treat Reius, of the Assyrian empire first, 

And worshipped as a god ; but, on the left, 

In a resplendent car by li<»ns drawn, 

A goddess. * • 

Behind the ear, 
i Full in the centre, on the ebon ground, 
j Flamed forth a diamond sun; on either side, 
j A horned moon of diamond ; and beyond 
j The planets, each one Mazing diamond. 

>uch was the chariot of the king of kings. 

[ 77./Let r of Xthndda.] 

’Two* & spot 

Herself had chosen, from the palace walls 
Farthest removed, and by no sound disturbed, 

And by no eye o’er looked ; for in the midst 
Of loftiest trees, umbrageous, was it hid— 

\ et to the sunshine open, and the airs 

'That from the deep shades all around it breathed, 

Uool and sweet-scented. Myrtles, jessamine— 

Roses of varied hue*—all climbing shrubs. 
Green-leaved and fragrant, had she planted there, 
And tree* of slender body, fruit, and flower ; 

At early mom had watered, and at eve. 

From a bright fountain nigh, that ceaselessly 
(lushed with a gentle coil from out the earth, 

Its liquid diamonds flinging to the sun 
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With a soft whisper. To a graceful arch 
The pliant branches, intertwined, were bent ; 
Flowers some, ami some rich fruits of gorgeous hues, 
Down hanging lavishly, the taste to please, 

Or, with rich scent, the smell—or that fine sense 
Of beauty that in forms and colours rare 
Doth take delight. With fragrant moss the floor 
Was planted, to the foot a carpet rich, 

Or, for the languid limbs, a downy couch, 

Inviting slumber. At the noon-tide hour. 

Here, with some chosen maidens would, she come, 
Stories of ft, vc to listen, or the deeds 
Of hcroe9 of old days : the harp, sometimes, 

Herself would touch, and with her own sweet voice 
Fill all the air with loveliness. But, chief. 

When to his green-wave bed the wearied sun 
Had parted, and heaven’s glorious arch yet shone, 

A last gleam catching from his closing eye— 

The palace, with her maidens, quitting then, 
Through vistas dim of tall trees would she pass— 
Cedar, or waving pine, or giant palm— 

Through orange groves, and citron, myrtle walks. 
Alleys of roses, beds of sweetest flowers, 

Their richest incense to the dewy breeze 
Breathing profusely all—and having reached 
The spot beloved, with sport, or dance awhile 
On the small lawn to sound of dulcimer, 

The pleasant time would pass ; or to the lute 
(iive ear delighted, and the plaintive voice 
That sang of hapless love: or, arm in arm, 

Amid the twilight saunter, listing oft 

The fountain’s murmur, or the evening’s sigh, 

Or whisperings in the leaves—or, in his pride 
Of minstrelsy, the sleepless nightingale 
Flooding the air with beauty of sweet sounds: 

And, ever as the silence came again. 

The distant and unceasing hum could hear 
Of that magnificent city, on all sides 
Surrounding them. 

In 1883 api>earcd two cantos of a descriptive poem, 
The Heliotrope , or Pihpim in Pursuit of Health, being 
the record of a poetical wanderer in Liguria, Hetru- 
ria, Campania, and Calabria. The style and versi¬ 
fication of Byron’s Ohiidc Harold are evidently 
copied by the author; but lie lias a native taste and 
elegance, and a purer system of philosophy than the 
noble poet. Many of the stanzas are. musical and 
picturesque, presenting Claude-like landscapes of the 
glorious classic scenes through which the pilgrim 
passed. We subjoin the description of Pompeii— 
that interesting city of the dead ■.— 

Pompeia ! disentombed Pompeia! Here 
Before me in her pall of ashes spread - - 
Wrenched from the gulf of ages—she whose bier 
Wu‘ the unbowclled mountain, lifts her head 
Sad but not silent ! Thrilling in my ear 
She tells her tale of horror, till the dread 
And sudden drama mustering through the air, 

Seems to rehearse the day of her despair! 

Joyful she feasted ’neath her olive tree, 

Then rose to ‘dance and play and if a cloud 
O’ershadowed her thronged circus, who could see 
The impending deluge brooding in its shroud if 
On went the games ! mirth and festivity 
Increased—prevailed : till rendingly ami loud 
The earth and sky with consentaneous roar 
Denounced her doom—that time should be no more. 

Shook to its centre, the convulsive soil 
Closed round the flying: Samo’s tortured tide 
O’erleapfc its channel—eager for its spoil! 

Think darkness fell, and, wasting fast and wbD, 

Wrath opened hor dread floodgates! Brief the toil 
And terror of resistance: art supplied 


No subterfuge 1 The pillared crypt, and cave 
That proffered shelter, proved a living gravel 

Within the circus, tribunal, and shrine, 

Shrieking they perished : there the usurer sank 
(irasping his gold ; the bacchant nt his wine ; 

The gambler at his dice ! age, grade, nor rank, 

Nor all they loved, revered, or deemed divine, 

Found help or rescue ; unredeemed they drank 
Their cup of horror to the dregs, and fell 
With Heaven’s avenging thunders for their knell. 

Their city a vast sepulchre—their hearth 
A charnel-house! The beautiful and brave, 

Whose high achievements or whose charms gave birth 
To songs and civic wreath, unheeded crave 
A pause ’twixt life ami death : no hand on earth, 

So voice from heaven, replied to close the grave**' 
Yawning around them. Still the burning shower 
Rained down upon them with unslackening power. 

’Tis an old tale! Yet gazing thus, it seems 
But yesterday the circling wine-cup went 
Its joyous round! Here still the'pilgrim deems 
New guests arrive - tin- reveller sits intent 
At his carousal, quailing to the themes 
Of Thracian Orpheus: lo, the cups indent 
The conscious marble, and the amphoric still 
Seem redolent of old I’aU rno’s hill ! 

It seems but ye-terdav ! 11 alt'sculptured there, 

| (>n the paved Forum wedged, the marble shaft 
| Waits but the workman to resume his care, 

! And reed it by the cunning of his craft. 

I In* chip-, struck lroin his chisel, fredi and fair, 

! Lie scattered round ; the acanthus leaves ingraft 
The half-wrought capital : and Lis’ shrine 
Retain.* untouched her implement* divine. 

The streets arc hollowed bv the roiling car 
In sinuous furrows ; their the lava stone 
Retains, deep grooved, the frequent axle’s scar. 

Here oft the pageant passed, and triumph shone; 

Here warriors bore the glittering spoil* of war, 

And met the full fair city, smiling on 
W ith wp-ath and picun ! - gay its those who drink 
The draught of pleasure on destruction’* brink. 

The frescoed wall, the rich impale floor, 

Llaborate, fresh, and garlanded with flowers 
<»f ancient fable : crypt, and linteiiod door 
Writ with the name of their last tenant- towers 
That still in strength aspire, its when they bore 
J heir Roman standard from the whelming shower# 
That formed their gravj -return, like spectres risen. 

To solve the mysteries of their fearful prison ! 

The author of the ‘ Heliotrope’ is I>a W. Beattie, 
a London physician of worth, talent, and U>nc- 
volenec. who is also author of Scotland Illustrated , 
Switzerland Illustrated, Residence m the Court of Ger¬ 
many, Ac. 

CHARLES LA MU. j 

Charles Lamti, a j>oet, and r delightful essayist, 1 
of quaint peculiar humour and fancy, was born in i 
Loudon on the 18 th February 177 A. His father 
was in humble circumstances, servant and (Wend to 
one of the lienchcrs of the Inner Temple', but Charles 
was presented to the school of Christ’s hospital, 
and from his seventh to Ilia fifteenth your he was 
an inmate of that ancient and munificent asylum. 
Lanih was a nervous, timid, and thoughtful boy: 
‘while others were all fire and play, he stole alone 
with all the self-concentration of a monk/ He would 
have obtained an exhibition at school, admitting him 
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to college, but these exhibitions were given under 
tlie implied if not expressed condition of entering 
inti) the church, and Lamb had an impediment in 
his speech, which in this case proved an insuperable 
obstacle. In 1792 ho obtained an appointment in 
the accountant's office of the East India Company, 
residing with his parents; and ‘on their death,' 
says Sergeant Talfourd, ‘ ho felt himself called 
upon by duty to repay to his sister the solicitude 
with which she had watched over his infancy, and 
well, indeed, he performed it. To her, from the age 
of twenty-one, lie devoted his existence, seeking 
thenceforth no connexion which could interfere with 
her supremacy in his affections, or impair his ability 
to sustain and to comfort her.’ Tin* first rotnjxtfi- 
tions of Lamb were in verse, prompted, probably, 
poetry of his friend Coleridge. A warm ad¬ 
miration of the Elizabethan dramatists led him to 
imitate their style and manner in a tragedy named 
.7fy/pi Woikhuf, which was published in 1801. and 
mercilessly ridiculed in the Edinburgh Review as a 
specimen of the rudest state of the drama. There 
is much that is exquisite Iwith in sentiment and ex¬ 
pression in Eanihs play, hut the plot is certainly 
me agt<, and the style had tlu<i an appearance of 
affectation. The following description of the sports 
in the forest Inis a truly antique air, like a passage . 
in Hey wood or Shirley : — 

Tn sec tin* sun to bed, and to arise, 

Like h‘>nn* hot atnnuri.it with glowing eu>, 

Bursting tin* ia/v bojuin of sierp that hound him. 

With all in', lues and travelling glories round him. 
Sunetiines the moon on soft night-clouds t<> rest, 

Like beauty nestling in a young man's brm-t, 

And all the winking stars, her handmaids, keep 
Admiring silence while these boo r- ship. 

Sometimes outstretched, in very idleness. 

Nought doing, saying little, thinking 
To view the leaves, thin dancers upon air, 

< io eddying round ; ami small birds how they fv.c, 
When mother Autumn fills their tweak* with torn, 
filched from the careless AmaltheaV horn ; 

Ami low the woods berries and worms provide, 

Without their pains, when earth hies nought beside 
To answer their small wants. 

To view the graceful deer come tripping by, 

Then stop and ga/<\ then turn, they know not wi y, 
Tike bashful younkers in society. 

To mark the structure of a plant or tree, 

And all fair thing* <T earth, hovr fair they be. 

In Lwu2 Lamb paid a visit t<» Coleridge at Keswick, 
and ciftmlxTed up to the top of Skidduw. Notwith¬ 
standing his partiality for a l>mdon lift*, he was 
deeply struck with the solitary grandeur and beauty 
of the lakes. ‘ Fleet Street and the Strand.’ he says, 
‘are better places to live in for good an*l all than 
amidst Skiddnw. Still, I turn back to those great 
places where 1 wandered about participating in their 
greatness. I could spend a year, two, three years 
among them, hut I must have a prosjieet of seeing 
Elect Street at the end of that time, or 1 should 
rnojK* and pine away.’ A second dramatic attempt 
wan made by I*nntb in 1804. This was a farce en¬ 
titled Mr II ., which was accepted by the proprietors 
of Drury Lane theatre, and acted for one nignt; but 
to indifferently received, that it was never brought 
forward afterwards. * Lamb saw' that the case was 
hopeless, and consoled his friends w ith a century of 
puns for the wreck of his dramatic hopes,’ In 1807 
he published a series of tales founded on the plays 
of Shakspearc, which he hod written in conjunction 
with his sister, and in the following year appeared 
his Sjmcimens of English Dramatic Poets who lived 
about tlm time of Shaktpeart , a work evincing a 


thorough appreciation of the spirit of the old dra- 
matists, and a fine critical taste in analysing their 
genius. Some of Ids poetical pieces were also corn- 
jKised ulxmt this time; but in these efforts Lamb 
barely indicated his powers, which were not fully 
displayed till the publication of his essays signed 
Eha, originally printed in tlie London Magazine. 
In these his curious reading, nice observation, and 
|>oetical conceptions, found a genial and befitting 
field. * ’They are all,’ says his biographer, Sergeant 
Talfourd, * carefully elaborated; yet never were 
works written in a higher defiance to tfie conven- j 
tional pomp of style. A sly hit, a happy pun, a j 
humorous combination, lets the light into the intri- j 
etudes of the subject, and supplies the place of pon- j 
derous sentences. Seeking his materials for the 
most part in tlu? common paths of life—often in the 
humblest—he gives an importance to everything, 
and sheds a grace over all.’ In Dio Lamb was 
emancipated from the drudgery of his situation as 
clerk in the India House, retiring with a handsome 
jH iision, which enabled him to enjoy the comforts, 
and many of the luxuries of life. In a letter to 
Wordsworth, he thus describes his sensations after 
his release : - * I came home kok »:vi:k on Tuesday 
week. The incomprehensihleiuss of my condition 
overwhelmed m<*. It was like passing from life , 
into eternity. Every j car tube as long as three ; ; 
that is. to have three times as much real time— 
time that is my own—in it! I wandered about 
thinking I was happy, but fading 1 was not. But 
that tumultuousness is passing off, and 1 begin 
to understand the nature of the gift. Holidays, 
even the annual month, were always uneasy joys, 
with tlu ir conscious fugitiveness, the craving after 
making the most of them. Now, when all is holi¬ 
day, there are no holidays. I can sit at home, in 
rain or shine, without a restless impulse for walking*. 

I am daily steadying, and shall soon find it as natural 
to me to be my own master, as it has been irksome 
to have had a master.’ He removed to a cottage 
m ar Islington, and in the following summer, went 
with his faithful sister and companion . u a long 
visit to Enfield, which ultimately led to his giving 
up his cottage, and U coining a constant resident at 
that place. There he lived for about five years, 
delighting his friends with his correspondence ami 
occasional visits to Ijondon, displaying his social 
racy humour and active lienevolence. In 1S30 he 
committed to the press a small volume of poems, 
entitled Album T mrA, the gleanings of several years, 
and he occasionally sent a contribution to some* 
literary ]>criodic£il. In September 183a. whilst 
taking his daily walk on the London road, lie 
stumbled against a stone, fill, and slightly injured 
his face. T he accident appeared trilling, but en si- 
jk las in the face came on, and in a few days proved 
fatal. He was buried in the churchyard at Edmon¬ 
ton, amidst the tears and regrets of a circle of warmly 
attached friends, and his memory was consecrated 
by a tribute from the muse of Wordsworth. A 
complete edition of Lamb’s works lias Ken published 
by his friend Mr Mnxon, and his reputation is still 
on the increase. For this he is mainly indebted to 
his essays. We cannot class him among’ the favoured 
sons of Apollo, though in heart and feeling he might 
sit with the proudest The peculiarities of his style 
were doubtless grafted upon him by his constant 
study and life-long admiration of the old English 
writers. Beaumont and Fletcher, Massinger, .Jeremy 
Taylor, Browne, Fuller, and others of the elder 
worthies (down to Margaret, Duchess of Newcastle), 
were hi* chosen companions. lie knew all their 
fine sayings and noble thoughts; and, consulting 
his owu heart alter his hard day’s plodding at the 

335 



FROM 1780 


CYCLOPAEDIA OF 


TILL THE TRESENT TIME* 


India House, at his quiet fireside (ere his reputation 
was established, and he came to be 4 over-compa- 
nied’ by social visitors), lie invested his original 
thoughts and fancies, and drew up his curious ana¬ 
logies and speculations in a garb similar to that 
which his favourites wore. Then Lamb was essen¬ 
tially a town-man —a true Londoner—fond as John¬ 
son of Fleet Street and the Strand—a frequenter 
of the theatre, and attached to social habits, cour¬ 
tesies, and observances. His acute powers of obser¬ 
vation wfre constantly called into play, and his 
warm sympathies excited by the shifting scenes 
around him. His kindliness of nature* his whims, 
puns, and prejudices, give a strong individuality 
to his writings; while in playful humour, critical 
taste, and choice expression, Charles Lamb may 
be considered among English essayists a genuine 
and original master. 

To Hester. 

When maidens such as Hester die, 

Their place ye may not well supply. 

Though ye among a thousand try. 

With vain endeavour. 

A month or more she hath been dead, 

Yet cannot I by force be led 
To think upon the wormy bed, 

And her together. 

A springy motion in her gait, 

A rising step, did indicate 
Of pride and joy no common rate, 

That flushed her spirit. 

I know not by what name beside 
I shall it call:—if ’twa« not pride, 

It was a joy to that allied, 

She did inherit. 

Her parents held the Quaker rule, 

Which doth the human feeling cool ; 

Ilut she was trained in Nature’s school ; 

Nature had blest her. 

A waking eye, a prying mind, 

A heart that stirs, is hard to bind, 

A hawk’s keen sight ye cannot blind, 

Ye could not Hester. 

My sprightly neighbour! gone before 
To that unknown and silent shore, 

Shall we not meet, as heretofore, 

Some summer morning, 

When from thy cheerful eyes a ray 
Hath struck a bliss upon the day, 

A bliss that would not go away, 

A sweet fore-warning? 

The Old Familiar Faces. 

I have had playmates, I have had companions. 

In my days of childhood, in my joyful school-days ; 
All, all are gone, the old familiar faces. 

I have been laughing, I have been carousing, 

Drinking late, sitting late, with my bosom cronies ; 

All, all are gone, the old familiar faces. 

I loved a love once, fairest among women ; 

Closed arc her doors on me, I must not see her ; 

All, all are gone, the old familiar faces. 

I have a friend, a kinder friend has no man ; 

Like an ingrate I left my friend abruptly; 

Left him, to muse on the old familiar faces. 

Cihost-like I paced round the haunts of my childhood ;! 
Earth seemed a desert I was bound to traverse, . 

Seeking to find the old familiar faces. ' 


Friend of my bosom, thou more than a brother, 

Why wort not thou born in my father’s dwelling? 

So might wc talk of the old familiar faces— 

IIow some they have died, and some they have left 
me. 

And some are taken from me ; all are departed ; 

All, all are gone, the old familiar faces. 

,4 Farewell to Tobacco . 

May the Babylonish curse 

Straight confound my stammering Terse, 

If 1 can a passage see 
In this word-perplexity, 
fir a fit expression find, 

Or a language to my mind r 

(Still the phrase is wide or scant), 

To take leave of thee, (treat Plant! 

()r in any terms relate 
Half my*love, or half my hate : 

For I hate, yet love thee so, 

That, whichever thing I show, 

The plain truth will seem to be 
A constrained hyperbole, , 

And the passion to proceed 
More from a mistress than a weed. 

Sooty retainer to the vine, 

Bacchus’ black servant, negro fine ; 

Sorcerer, that mak’st us dote upon 
Thv begrimed complexion. 

And, lbr thy pernicious sake, 

More ami greater oaths to break 
Than reclaimed lovers take 
’(Jainst women : thou thy siege dost lay 
Much too in the female wav, 

While thou suck’st the laboring breath 
Faster than kisses or than death. 

Thou in such a cloud dost bind us, 

That our worst foes cannot find us, 

And ill fortune, that would thwart us, 

Shoots at rovers, shooting at us ; 

While each man, through thy height’lling 
steam, 

Does like a smoking Etna seem, 

And all about u« does express 
(Fancy and ^it in richest dress) 

A Sicilian fruitfulness. 

Thou through such a rni-t dost show us, 

That our best friends do not know us, 

And, for those allowed features, 

Due to reasonable creatures, 

Liken’st uh to fell ('himeras. 

Monsters that, who see us, fear ns ; 

Worse than Cerberus or (icryon. 

Or, who first loved a cloud, lxion. 

Bacchus we know, and we allow 
His tipsy rites. But what art thou, 

That but bv reflex ranst show 
What his deity can do, 

As the false Egyptian spell 
Aped the true Hebrew zniraele? 

Some few vapours thou mayst raise, 

The weak bruin may serve to amaze, 

But to the reins and nobler heart, 

CariHfc nor life nor heat impart. 

Brother of Bacchus, later born, 

The old world was sure forlorn 
Wanting thee, that ablest more 
The god’s victories than before 
All his panthers, and the brawl* 

Of his piping Bacchanals. 

These, as stale, we disallow. 

Or judge of tAec meant ; only thou 
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His true Indian conquest art; 

And, for ivy round his dart, 

The reformed god now weaves 
A finer thymus of thy leaves. 

Scent to match thy rich perfume 
Chcmic art did ne’er presume ; 

Through her quaint alembic strain, 

None so sov’reign to the brain : 

Nature, that did in thee excel, 

Framed again no second Hindi. 

Roses, violets, but toys 
For the smaller sort of boys. 

Or for greener damsels meant ; 

Thou art the only manly scent. 

Stinking'st of the stinking kind, 

^ Filth of the mouth and f«g of the mind, 
Africa, that brags her foison. 

Breeds no such prodigious poison ; 

Henbane, nightshade, both together, 
Hemlock, aconite,- 

Nay, rather, 

Riant divinc,V>f rarest virtue ; 

Blisters on the tongue would hurt you. 

4 ’Two* hut in a sort I blamed thee ; 

None e’er prospered who defamed thee ; 
Irony all, and feigned abuse, 

Such ns perplexed lovers use 
At a need, when, in despair 
To paint forth their fairest fair, 

Or in part but to express 

That exceeding comeliness 

Which their fancies doth so xtiikc, 

They Ikutow language of dislike ; 

And, instead of Dearest Mias, 

Jewel, Honey, Sweetheart, Blit*#, 

And those forms of old admiring, 

Call her Cockatrice and Siren, 

Basilisk, and all that’s evil, 

Witch, Hyena, Mermaid, Devil, 

Kthiop, Wench, and Blackamoor, 

Mnnkev, Ape, and twenty more ; 

Friendly Trait Yens, loving Foe-— 

Not that she is truly so, 

But no other way they know 
A contentment to express, 

Borders so upon excess, 

That they. Jo not Tightly wot 
Whether it be pain or not- 

Or, as men, constrained to part 
\Y ith what’s nearest to their heart. 

While their sorrow’s at the height, 

L<»*o discrimination quite. 

And their hasty wrath let fall, 

To am>caHc their frantic gall. 

On the darling thing whatever. 

Whence they feel it death to sever, 

Though it bo, as they, perforce, 

(iuiltless of the sad divorce. 

For 1 must (nor let it grieve thee. 
Frieudlicst of plants, that I must) leave the 
For thy sake. Tobacco, 1 
W ould do anything but die. 

And but seek to extend my days 
Long enough to sing thy praise. 

But an she, who once hath been 
A king's consort, is a queen 
Ever after, nor will bate 
Any tittle of her state. 

Though a widow, or divorced, 

8 o I, from thy converse forced. 

The old name and style retain, 

A right Katherine of Spain ; 

And a seat, too, 'mongst the joys 
Of the blest Tobacco Boys ; 


Where, though I, by sour physician, 

Am debarred the full fruition 
Of thy favours, I may catch 
Some collateral sweets, and snatch 
Sidelong odours, that give life 
Like glances from a neighbour’s wife ; 

And still live in the by-places 
And the suburbs of thy graces ; 

And in thy borders take delight, 

An unconquered (’anaanite. 

The following are selections from Lam^s Essays, 
which contain more of the exquisite materials of 
poetry than his short occasional verses. 

Di ra m-Ch iViren—A Rcirric. 

Children love to listen to stories about their elders, 
when they were children ; to stretch their imagination 
to the conception of a traditionary great-uncle, or 
grandamo, whom they never saw. It was in this 
spirit that my little ones crept about rne the other 
evening to hear about their great-grandmother Field, 
who lived in a great house in Norfolk (a hundred 
times lugger than that in which they and papa lived), 
which had been the scene—so at least it wan generally 
believed in that part of the country'—of the tragic in¬ 
cidents which they had lately become familiar with 
from the ballad of the Children in the Wood. Cer¬ 
tain it D that the whole storv of the children and 
their cruel uncle was t<> be seen fairly carved out in 
wood upon the chimney-piece of the great hall, the 
whole story down to the Robin Redbreast", till a 
foolish rich person pulled it down to set up a marble 
one of modem invention in its stead, with no story 
ujM)n it. Here Alice put out one of her dear mother’s 
looks, too tender to t>e called upbraiding. Then I went 
on to sav how religious and how good their great¬ 
grandmother Field was, Imw beloved ami respected by 
everybody, though she was not indeed the mistress of 
this great house, but had only the charge of it (and 
yet in some respects she might be said to be the mis- 
tre*s of it ton) committed to her by the owner, who 
preferred living in a newer and more fashionable 
mansion which he had purchased somewhere in the 
adjoining county ; but still she lived in it in a man¬ 
ner as if it had been her own, ami kept up the dignity 
of the great house in a sort while she lived, which 
afterwards came to decay, and was nearly pulled 
down, and all its old ornaments stripped and earned 
away to the owner’s other house, where they were set 
up, and looked as awkward as if some one were to 
carry away the old tombs they had seen lately at the 
abbey, and stick them up in Lady (Vs tawdry gilt 
drawing-room. Here John smiled, as much as to say, 
* that would be foolish indeed.* And then I told how, 
when she came to die, her funeral was attended bv a 
concourse of all the poor, ami some of the gentry too, 
of the neighbourhood for many miles round, to show 
their respect for her memory, Ivecause she had been 
such a good ami religious woman ; so good, indeed, 
that she knew all the Psalter by heart, ay, and a 
great jiart of the Testament besides. Here little Alice 
spread her hands. Then I told what a tall, upright, 
graceful person their great -grandmother Field once 
was ; ana how in her youth she was esteemed the 
best dancer. Here Alice’s little right foot played an 
involuntary movement, till, upon my looking grave, 
it desisted—the best dancer, I was saying, in the 
county, till a cruel disease, called a cancer, carne, 
and bowed her down with pain ; but it could never 
bend her good spirits, or make them stoop, but 
they were still upright, because she was so good and 
religious. Then I told how she was used to sleep 
by herself in a lone chamber of the great lone house; 
and how she believed that an apparition of two in¬ 
fants was to be seen at miduight gliding up ami down 
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the great staircase near where she slept; but she 
said ‘those innocents would do her no harm and 
how frightened I used to be, though in those days 1 
had my maid to sleep with me, because I was neTer 
half so good or religious as she—and yet 1 never saw 
the infants. Here John expanded all his eyebrows, 
and tried to look courageous. Then I told how good 
| she was to all her grandchildren, having us to the 
! great house in the holidays, where I, in particular, 
used to spend many hours by myself in gazing upon 
the old Imsts of the twelve Cicsars that had been 
emperors of Rome, till the old marble heads would 
seem to live again, or I to be turned into marble with 
them ; how I never could be tired with roaming about 
that huge mansion, with its vast empty rooms, with 
their worn-out hangings, fluttering tapestry, and 
carved oaken pannels, with the gilding almost rubbed 
out—sometimes in the spacious old-fashioned gardens, 
which 1 had almost to myself, unless when now and 
then a solitary gardening man would cross me—and 
how the nectarines and peaches hum: upon the walls, 
without my ever offering to pluck them, l»ocausc they 
were forbidden fruit, unless now and then, and because 
I had more pleasure in strolling about among the old 
melnncholv-Iooking yew trees, or the firs, and pick¬ 
ing up the red berries and the fir apples, which were 
good lbr nothing but to look at ; or in lying about ! 
upon the fresh grass, with all the fine garden smell 
around me; or basking in the oramrerv, till 1 could j 
almost fancy myself ripening, too, along with the 
oranges and the limes in that grateful warmth ; or in 
watching the dace that darted to and fro in the fish¬ 
pond at the bottom of the garden, with here and there 
a great sulky pike hanging midway down the water 
in silent state, as if it mocked at their impertinent 
friskings. I had more pleasure in these busy-idle 
diversions than in all the sweet flavours of pouches, 
nectarines, oranges, and such like common baits of 
children. Here John slyly deposited back upon the 
plate a bunch of grapes, which, not unobserved by 
Alice, he had meditated dividing with her, and both 
seemed willing to relinquish them for the present os 
irrelevant. Then, in somewhat a more heightened 
tone, I told how, though their great-grandmother 
Field loved all her grandchildren, yet in an especial 
manner she might bo said to love their uncle, John 

h -because he was so handsome and spirited a 

youth, and a king to the rest of us; and, instead of 
moping about in solitary comers, like some of us, he 
would mount the most mettlesome horse he could get, 
when but an imp no bigger than themselves, and make 
it earry him half over the county in a morning, and 
join the hunters when there were any out; and yet he 
loved the old great house and gardens too, but had 
too much spirit to be always pent up within their 
boundaries ; and how their uncle grew up to man’s 
estate as brave as he was handsome, to the admiration 
of everybody, but of their great-grandmother Field 
most especially; and how he used to carry me upon 
his back when I was a larne-footed boy—for he was a 
good bit older than me—many a mile when I could 
not walk for pain ; and how, in after life, he became 
lame-footed too, and I did not always 1 fear, make 
allowances enough for him when he was impatient 
and in pain, nor remember sufficiently how conside¬ 
rate he had been to me when I was lame-footed ; and 
how, when he died, though he had not been dead an 
hour, it seemed as if he had died a great while ago, 
such a distance there is betwixt life and death ; and 
how I bore his death, as I thought, pretty well at first, 
but afterwards it haunted and haunted me; and 
though I did not cry or take it to heart as some do, 
and as I think he would have done if I had died, yet 
I missed him all day long, and knew not till then how 
much 1 had loved him. I missed his kindness, and 1 | 
missed his crossness, and wished him to be alive again, | 


to be quarrelling with him (for we quarrelled some¬ 
times), rather than not have him again; and was as 
uneasy without him, as he, their poor uncle, must 
have been when the doctor took oh his limb. Here 
the children fell a-crying, and asked if their little 
mounting which they had on was not for Uncle John ; 
and they looked up, and prayed mo not to go on about 
their uncle, but to tell them some storios about their 
pretty dead mother. Then I told how, for seven long 
years, in hope sometimes, sometimes in despair, yet 
persisting ever, 1 courted the fair AliceW—n ; and, as 
much as children could understand, 1 explained to 
them wluvt coyness, and difficulty, and denial meant 
in maidens ; when suddenly turning to Alice, the 
soul of the first Alice looked out at her eyes with such 
a reality of re-presentment, that 1 became in doubt 
which of them stood there before me, or wdiose Jliai-- 
bright hair was ; and while I stood gazing, both the 
children gradually grew fainter to my view, receding, 
and still receding, till nothing at last but two mourn¬ 
ful features were seen in the uttermost distance, which, 
without speech, strangely impress*'J upon me the 
effects of speech : 4 We are not Alice, nor of thee; 
nor arc we children at all. The children of Alice 
all Bartrum father. We are nothing, le*-/ than : 
nothing, and dream-. \Vc are only what might have 
>c'ni, and must wail upon the ledums shores of Lethe i 
million- of ages before we hate existence and a i 
nameand immediately awaking, 1 found myself 
quietly seated in my bachelor arm-chair, where 1 had 
fallen asleep, with the faithful Bridget unchanged bv 
my side-—but John L. (or .lames idia; was gone for 
ever. 

Poor filiations. 

A pour relation is the most irrelevant thing in na- 
tore, a piece of impertinent correspondency, an odious 
approximation, a haunting conscience, a preposterous 
shadow, lengthening in the noontide o|'y*ur prosperity, 
an unwelcome remembrancer, a perpetually recurririL 
mortification, a drain on your purse, a more intoler¬ 
able dun upon your pride, a drawback uj*on success, 

| a rebuke to vour rising, a stain in your blood, a blot 
j on your scutcheon, a rent in ymir garment, a death’s 
t head at your banquet, Agathocle*’,* pot, a AJordecai in 
j your gate, a Lazarus at your door, a lion in your path, 
a frog in your chamber, a fly in v«mr ointment, a mote 
in your eye, a triumph to your enemy, an apology to 
your friends, the one thing not needful, the litui in 
harvest, the ounce of Hour in a pound of sweet. 

He is known by his knock. Your heart telleth 

you, 4 That is Mr-.* A rap between familiarity 

ami respect, that demand a, and at the same time 
seems to despair of entertainment. He entereth smil¬ 
ing and embarrassed. Ho holdeth out his hand to 
you to shake, and draweth it hack again. He casually , 
Jooketh in about dinner time, when the table is full. ( j 
He oflereth to go ajvay, seeing you have company, but 
is induced to stay. Ho filletha chair, and your visi¬ 
tor’s two children arc accommodated at a side table. 
He never comcth upon open days, when your wife says 
with Home complacency, ‘ My dear, perhaps Mr —~ 
will drop in to-day.’ He remeraberuth birthday**, 
and professeth lie is fortunate to have stumbled upon 
one. He dedareth against fish, the turbot being small, 
yet suflereth himself to be importuned into a slice 
against his first resolution. He aticketh by the port, 
yet will be prevailed upon to empty the remainder 
glass of claret, if a stranger press it upon him. He 
is a puzzle to the servants, who are fearful of being 
too obsequious, or not civil enough to him. The 
guests think ‘ they have seen him before.' Kvery one 
speculated] upon his condition ; and the moat part 
take him to be $ tide-waiter. He calleth you by your 
Christian name, To iffiJflyThat his other i« the same 
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with your own. lie is too familiar by half, yet you 
wish he had less diffidence. With half the familiarity, 
he might pass for a casual dependent; with more 
boldness, he would be in no danger of being taken for 
what he is. He is too humble for a friend, yet taketh 
on him more state than befits a client. He is a worse 
guest than a country tenant, inasmuch as he bringeth 
up no rent ; yct ’tis odds, from his garb and demea¬ 
nour, that your guests fake him for one. He is asked 
to make one at the whist table; refuseth on the score 
of poverty, and resents being left out. W hen the com- 

{ ►any break up, he profl'ereth to go for a coach, and 
ets the servant go. He recollects your grandfather ; 
and will thrust in some mean and quite unimportant 
anecdote of the family. He knew it when it wa* not 
quite so flourishing as 4 he is blest in seeing it now.' 

* le reviveth past situations, to institute what hecalleth 
favourable comparisons. With a reflecting sort of 
congratulation he will inquire the price <»f your fur- 
’niturc; and insults you with a special commendation 
ot'your window-curtains. He is of opinion that the 
urn is the mope elegant shape ; but, after all, there 
was something mom comfortable ab*«ut the obi tea¬ 
kettle, which you must remember. He dare say you 
must find a great convenience having a carriage of 
your own, and appedleth to your lady if it is not so, 
Inquircth if you have had your arms done on vellum 
yet; and did not hn*w till lately that such and such 
had been the crest of the family. Hi- memory is un¬ 
seasonable, li:compium-nt- perverse, his talk a 
trouble, his stay pertinacious; and when he goeth 
away, you dismiss his chair into a c rner as precipi¬ 
tately ns possible, and feel fairly rid of two nuisance,*. 

There is a worse evil under the sun, and that is a 
female p<«>r relation. You may d■> something with 
the other; yon may pass him ctf tolerably well ; but 
our indigent she-rtdatire is hnjKdess. 4 He i* an old 
uinoritft,’ You may say, ‘and affects to go thread¬ 
bare. His circumstances are letter than folks would 
take them to In*. You are f nd of having a character 
at your table, and truly he is one.’ Hut in the indi¬ 
cations of female' poverty there can Ik* no disguise. 
No woman dresses below herself from caprice. The 
truth must out without shuffling. 4 She is plainly 
related to the L —#, or what does she at their 
house V She is, in all probability, your wife’s cousin. 
Nine times out of ten, at least, this is the case. Her 
garb is something l>etween a gentlewoman and a beg¬ 
gar, yet the former evidently predominates. She is 
most provoktngly humble, and ostentatiously sensible 
to her inferiority. He may require to be repressed 
Sometime #—alupmndn itttjHominatufiu mi/- but there 
i# no raising her. You send her soup at dinner, and 

she beg* to be helped after the gentlemen. Mr- 

requests the honour of taking wine with her; she 
hesitates between port and Madeira, and chooses the 
former because he does. She calls the servant fir ; 
and insists on not troubling him to hold her plate. 
The housekeeper patronises her. The children's go¬ 
verness takes upon her to correct her when she has 
mistaken the piano for a harpsichord. 

Richard Ain let , Ksq., in the play, is a notable in¬ 
stance of the disadvantages to which this chimerical 
notion of affinity constituting a claim to acquaint¬ 
ance may subject the spirit of a gentleman. A little 
foolish blood is all that is betwixt him and a lady 
with a great estate. His stars are perpetually crossed 
by the malignant maternity of an old woman, who 
persists in calling him 4 her son Dick.’ Rut she has 
wherewithal in the end to recompense his indignities, 
and float him again upon the brilliant surface, under 
which it hod been her seeming business and pleasure 
all Wlong to sink him. All men, besides, are not of 
Dick’s temperament. I knew an Amlet in real life, 
who* wonting Dick’s buoyancy, sank indeed. Poor 
W-was of my own standing at Christ’s, a fine 


classic, and a youth of promise. If he hod a blemish, 
it was too much pride; but its quality was inoffen¬ 
sive ; it was not of that sort which hardens the heart 
and serves to keep inferiors at a distance; it only 
sought to ward off derogation from itself. It was the 
principle of self-respect carried as far as it could go, 
without infringing upon that respect which he would 
have every one else equally maintain for himself. He 
would have you to think alike with him on this topic. 
Many a quarrel have I had with him when we were 
rather older boys, and our tallness made us more ob¬ 
noxious to observation in the blue cloth#/, because I 
would not thread the alleys and blind ways of the 
town with him to cludo notice, when we rave been 
out together on a holiday in the streets of this sneer¬ 
ing and prying metropolis. \V-went, sore with 

these notions, to Oxford, where the dignity and sweet¬ 
ness of a scholar’s life, meeting with the alloy of a 
humble introduction, wrought in him a passionate 
devotion to the place, with a profound aversion from 
the society. The servitor’s gown (worse than his school 
array) ciung to him with Neasian venom. He thought 
himself ridiculous in a garb under which Latimer must 
have walked erect; and in which Hooker in his young 
days possibly flaunted in a vein of no discommendable 
vanity. In the depth of college shades, or in his lonely 
chum tier, the poor student shrunk from observation. 
He found shelter among books which insult nut, and 
studies that ask no questions of a youth’s finances. 
He was lord of his library, and seldom cared for look¬ 
ing <»ut beyond his domains. The healing influence 
of studious pursuits was upon him, to soothe and to 
abstract. He was almost a healthy man,*when the 
waywardne.-s <*f his fate broke out against him with a 
second and worse malignity. 'I he father of W—— 
had hitherto exercised the humble profession of house 

painter at N-, near Oxford. A supposed interest 

with pome of the heads of colleges had now induced 
him to take up his abode in that city, with the hope 
of Wing employed upon Home public works which 
were talked of. From that moment 1 read in the 
countenance of the young man the determination 
which at length tore him from academical pursuits 
for ever. T«» a person unacquainted with our univer¬ 
sities, the distance between the gownsmen and the 
townsmen, as they are called—the trading part of the 
latter especially—is carried to an excess that would 
apj>ear lmrsh and incredible. The teni]>entmcnt of 

\V-’s father was diametrically the reverse of his 

own. (>id \V-was a little, busy, cringing trades¬ 

man, who, with his son upon his arm, would stand 
bowing and scraping, cap in hand, to anything that 
wore the semblance of a gown—insensible to the winks 
and ojK’ner remonstrances of the young man, to whose 
chamber-fellow, or equal in standing, perhaps, he was 
thus obsequiously and gratuitously ducking. Such a 

state of things could not last. W- must change 

the air of Oxford, or be suffocated. He chose the 
former ; and let the sturdy moralist, who strains the 
point of the filial duties as high as they can bear, 
censure the dereliction ; he cannot estimate the strug¬ 
gle. I stood with \Y-, the last afternoon I ever 

saw* him, under the caves of his paternal dwelling. 
It was in the fine lam* leading from the High Street 

to the back of-college, where \V- kept his 

rooms. He seemed thoughtful and more reconciled. 
I ventured to rally him—finding him in a better 
mood—upon a representation of the Artist Kvangelist, 
which the old man, whose affairs were beginning to 
flourish, had caused to be set up in a splendid sort of 
frame over his really handsome shop, either as a token 
of prosperity, or badge of gratitude to his saint. 

W - looked up at the Luke, and, like Satan, 

* knew his mounted sign, ami fled.’ A letter on his 
father’s table the next morning announced that he 
hod accepted a commission in a regiment about to 
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embark for Portugal. He was among tho first who 
I perished before the walls of St Sebastian. 

I do not know how, upon a subject which I began 
j with treating half seriously, I should have fallen upon 
a recital so eminently painful ; but this theme of poor 
relationship is replete with so much matter for tragic 
| as well as comic associations, that it is difficult to 
keep the account distinct without blending. The 
; earliest impressions which I received on this matter 
arc certainly not attended with anything painful, or 
very humiliating, in the recalling. At my father's 
| table (no very splendid one) was to be found every 
Saturday the mysterious figure of an aged gentleman, 
clothed in neat black, of a sad yet comely appearance. 
His deportment was of the essence of gravity ; his 
words few or none; and I was not to make a noise in 
j his presence. I had little inclination to have done 
! so—for my cue w r as to admire in silence. A parti¬ 
cular elbow-chair was appropriated to him, which was 
, in no case to be violated. A peculiar sort of sweet 
! pudding, which appeared on no other occasion, dis¬ 
tinguished the days of his coming. 1 u>cd to think 
him a prodigiously rich man. All I could make out 
of him was, that he and my father had been school¬ 
fellow's a world ago at Lincoln, and that he came from 
the Mint. The Mint 1 know to he a place where all 
the money was coined, and I thought he was the owner 
of all that money. Awful ideas of the Tower tw ined 
themselves about his presence. He seemed above 
human infirmities and passions. A sort of melan¬ 
choly gTandeur invented him. From some inexplic¬ 
able doon^ I fancied him obliged t<> go about in an 
eternal suit of mourning; a captive—a stately being 
let out of the Tower on Saturdays. Often have 1 
wondered at the temerity of my father, who, in spite 
of a habitual general respect which we all in com¬ 
mon manifested towards him, would venture now and 
then to stand up against him in some argument 
touching their youthful days. The houses of the 
ancient city of Lincoln arc divided (as most of mv 
readers know) between the dweller* on the hill and 
in the valley. This marked distinction formed an 
obvious division between the boys who lived above 
(however brought together in a common school) and 
the hoys whose paternal residence was on the plain — 
a sufficient cause of hostility in the code of these 
young (rrotiuses. My father had been a leading 
mountaineer; and would still maintain the general 
superiority, in skill and hardihood, of the above boys 
(his ow’n faction) over the below bo}s (so were thev 
called), of w'hich party bis contemporary had been a 
| chieftain. Many and hot were the skirmishes on this 
: topic—the only one upon which the old gentleman 
was ever brought out—and bad blood bred ; even 
; sometimes almost to the recommencement (so I ex¬ 
pected) of actual hostilities. Hut my father, who 
scorned to insist upon advantages, generally contrived 
to turn the conversation upon some adroit bv-enm- 
mendation of the old minster; in the general prefer¬ 
ence of which, before all other cathedrals in the 
island, the dweller on the hill and the plain-born 
could meet on a conciliating level, and lay down 
their less important differences. Once only I saw the 
old gentleman really ruffled, and I remember with 
anguish the thought that came over me—-‘perhaps he 
will never come here again.’ He had been pressed to 
take another plate of the viand which 1 have already 
mentioned aw the indispensable concomitant of his 
visits. He had refused, with a resistance amounting 
to rigour, when my aunt, an old Lincolnian, but who 
had something of this, in common with my cousin 
Bridget, that she would sometimes press civility out 
of season— uttered the following memorable applica¬ 
tion : ‘ Do take another slice, Mr Billet, for y< \\ do 
not get pudding every day.* The old gentleman said 
nothing at the time— but he took occasion in the 


course of the evening, when some argument had in¬ 
tervened between them, to utter, with an emphasis 
which chilled the company, and which chills mo now 
as I write it—‘ Woman, you are superannuated.’ 
John Billet did not survive long after the digesting 
of this affront ; but he survived long enough to as¬ 
sure me that peace was actually restored ! and, if 1 
remember aright, another pudding w’ns discreetly mib- 
stituted in tin* place of that which had occasioned the 
offence, lie died at the Mint (anno 1781), where he 
had long hold, what he accounted, a comfortable in¬ 
dependence ; and with five pounds fourteen shillings 
and a penny, which were found in his eserutoire after 
his decease, left the world, blessing God that he had 
enough to bury him, and that he had never been 
obliged to any man for a sixpence. This was—a 
Poor Relation. 


W ILLIAM aoTUKllY. 

William Sotiiliiy, an elegant ami accomplished 
scholar and translator, was born in Lwidon on the 
flth of November 17,'>7. He was of good family and j 
educated at Harrow school. At the age of seven- j 
teen he entered the army as an officer in the loth 
dragoons, lie quitted the army in the year 1780, ] 
and purchased Bevis Mount, near Southampton, 
where he continued to reside for the next ten years. 
Here Mr Sothehy cultivated his taste for literature, 
and translated some of the minor Greek and Latin ; 
poets. In 17SS lie made a pedestrian tour through 
Wales, of which he wrote a poetical description, ■ 
published, together with some odes and sonnets, in 
1789. Two years afterwards the poet removed to J 
London, where lie mixed in the literary and seien- ' 
tifie socu tv of the metropolis, and was warmly 
esteemed hy all who knew him. In 171*8 he pub¬ 
lished a translation from the Olnron of Wieland, 
which greatly extended his reputation, and procured 
him the thanks and frie ndship of tho German poet. 

He now lieoaine a frequent competitor for poetical 
fame. In 1 71*1* he wrote a jkkmu commemorative of , 
the battle of the Nile; in Ihoo appeared his tran¬ 
slation of the Georgies of Virgil; in I8nl he pro¬ 
duced a Bo< ttcal B pestle (>n the Kni'ourapement of the 
British School of Buintnaj ; and in 1 m> 2 a tragedy 
j on the model of the ancient Greek drama, entitled 
j Orestes. The threatened invasion of the French 
! roused the military spirit of N.thcbv, and he entered 
J with zeal upon the tormation of a volunteer eorps, 
j M hen this alarm had blown over, he devoted hini- 
| s< If to the composition of an original sacred p*x'in, 
j in blank verse, under the title of SauL which 
appeared in 1807. The fame of Scott induced him 
to attempt the romantic metrical style of narra¬ 
tive and description; and in 1810 he published 
('onsfanre dr ( 'astiUc. a poem in ten cantos. In 
18H he republished his 4 Orestes,’ together with 
four other tragedies ; and in 1M5 a second cor- 
retted edition of the Georgies. A tour on the 
continent (during which Mr Sothehy was absent 
for eighteen months) gave occasion to another 
poetical work, Italic descriptive of ( lassie scenes 
and recollections. He next liegan a labour which 
he had long contemplated, the translation of the 
Iliad and odyssey, though he was upwards of 
seventy years of age lafore he entered ujkmi the 
Herculean task. The summer and autumn of 1829 
w'cre spent in a tour to Scotland, during which he 
visited Sir Walter Scott at Abbotsford, and explored 
some of the most interesting of the Highland dis¬ 
tricts, The following verses, written in a steam- : 
boat during an excursion to Staffa and Iona, show j 
the undiminished powers of the veteran poet :— 
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Staffs, I scaled thy summit hoar, 

1 passed beneath thy arch gigantic, 

I Whose pillared cavern swells tne roar, 

When thunders on thy rocky shore 
The roll of the Atlantic. 

That hour the wind forgot to rave, 

The surge forgot its motion. 

And every pillar in thy cave 
Slept in its shadow on the wave, 

Unrippled hy the ocean. 

, Then the past age ln'fore me came, 

; When 'mid the lightning's sweep, 

Thy isle with its basaltic frame. 

And every column wreathed with flame, 

Burst trom the boiling deep. 

When ’mid Iona's wrecks meanwhile 
O’er sculptured graves I trod, 

■ Where Time had strewn each mouldering aide 
O’er saints and kings that reared the pile, 

I hailed the eternal < Jod : 

Yet, Staffa, more I felt liipresence in thy care 
Than where lonas cross rose o’er the western wave. 

Mr ?othebv’s translation of the Iliad was published 
in 1831, and was generally esteemed spirited and 
faithful. The Odyssey he eompletod in the follow¬ 
ing year. This was the last production of tin* 
amiable and indefatigable author, lie still enjoyed 
the society of his friends, and even made another 
tour through North Wales ; hut his lengthened life 
wan near a close, and after a short illness, he died 
on the aotli of lH*<emUr 1N33, in the seventy- 
•eventh year of his age. The original poetical 
productions of Mr Sotheby have not Urn reprinted: 
liis translations an the chief source of his reputa¬ 
tion. Wicland. it is said, was charmed with the 
genius of his translator ; and the rich Uautv of 
diction in the OU*ron, and its facility of versifica¬ 
tion, notwithstanding the restraints imposed hy a 
difficult measure, were eulogised hy the critics. In 
his tragedies, Mr Sdhcby displays considerable 
warmth of passion and figurative language, hut his 
plots are ill constructed. His sacred jkk ui, ‘ Saul,' 
is the longest of his works. ‘ There is delicacy and 
grace in many of the descriptions,’ says Jeffrey, 

‘ a sustained. Uiue of gentleness and piety in the 
sentiments, aud an elaborate beauty in the diction, 
which frequently. makes amends for the want of 
fufiSf aiid originality.’ The versification also wants 
that easy flow and melody which characterise t >U*- 
ron. Passages of Sotheln’s metrical romance are 
happily versified, and may Ik* considered good imi¬ 
tations of Scott. Indeed, Byron said of Mr Sotheby, 
that he imitated every lusty, and occasionally sur¬ 
passed his models. 

{AjipiXKit '/1 <>J Saul ami 1 is (tiutcrh oyauift (la 
Philittiut ♦.] 

Hark ! hark ! the clash and clang 
Of shaken cymbals cadencing the pace 
Of martial movement regular ; the swell 
Sonorous of the brazen trump of war ; 

Shrill twang of harps, soothed hy melodious chime 
Of beat on silver bars; aud sweet, in pause 
Of harsher instrument, continuous flow 
Of breath, through flutes, in symphony w ith song, 
Choirs* whose matched voices tilled the air afar 
With jubilee and chant of triumph hymn ; 

And ever and anon irregular burst 

Of loudest acclamation to each host 

Saul’s stately advance proclaimed. Before him, youths 

In robes succinct for swiftness ; oft they struck 

Their staves against the ground, and warned the throng 

Backward to distant homage. Next, his strength 


Of chariots rolled with each an armed band ; 

Karth groaned afar beneath their iron wheels: 

Part armed with scythe for battle, part adorned 
For triumph. Nor there wanting a led train 
Of steeds in rich caparison, for show 
Of solemn entry. Hound about the king, 

Warriors, his watch and ward, from every tribe 
Drawn out. Of these a thousand each selects, 

Of size and comeliness above their peers, 

Pride of their race. Hadiant their armour: SOm« 

In silver cased, scale over scale, that played 
All pliant t*> the littleness of the limb; ir 
Some mailed in twisted gold, link within link 
Flexibly ringed and fitted, that the eye 
Beneath the yielding panoply pursued, 

W hen act of war the strength or man provoked, 

The motion of the muscles, as they worked 
In rise and fall. On each left thigh a sword 
Swung in the ’bmblcred baldric ; each right hand 
<irasped a long-shadowing sjiear. Like them, their 
chiefs 

Arrayed ; save on their shields of solid ore, 

And on their helm, tin graver's toil had wrought 
Its subtlety in rich device of war; 

And oYr their mail, a robe, Punicean dye, 

(iriicefullv played ; where the winged shuttle, shot 
By cunning of Sidonian wrgins, wove 
Broidure of manv-coloured figures rare. 

Bright glowed the sun, and bright the burnished mail 
< »f thousands, ranged, whose pace to song kept time ; 
And bright the glare of sp*ar*, and gleam of crests, 
And flaunt of banners flushing to and fro 
The iMtondny beam. Beneath their coming, earth 
Wide glittered. Seen afar, amidst the p>mp, 
j (inrge»u-ly mailed, but more bv pride of j»ort 
Known, and su|**rior stature, than rich trim 
of war and regal ornament, the king. 

Throned in triumphal car, with trophies graced, 

Stood eminent. The lifting of his lance 
Shone like a Miniram. <J'er his armour flowed 
A toIk*, imperial mantle, thickly starred 
With blaze of orient gems ; the clasp that bound 
Its gathered folds his ample chest athwart, 

Sapphire ; and o'er his casque, where rubies burnt, 

A cherub flamed and waved his wings in gold. 

[Sun*! (ht Yhyins < < Ithrafiuy (la. Victory.] 

Daughters of Israel ! praise the Lord of Hosts ! 
Break into M»ng ! With harp and tabret lift 
Your voices up, and weave with joy the dance; 

And to your twinkling footsteps toss aloft 
Your arms ; and from the fla>h of cymbals shake 
Sweet clangour, measuring the giddy maze. 

Shout ye ! ami ye ! make answer, Saul hath slain 
His thousands; David his ten thousands slain. 

Sing a new song. I saw' them in their rage ; 

I saw the gleam of spears, the flash of swords. 

That rang against our gates. The warders’ watch 
( eased not. Tower answered tower: a warning voice 
, Was heard without ; the erv of wo within : 

The shriek of virgins, and the wail of her, 

The mother, in her anguish, who fort*-wept. 

Wept at the breast her halve as now no more. 

Shout ye ! and ye ! make answer, Saul hath slam 
His thousands; David his ten thousands slain. 

Sing a new song. Spake not the insulting foe ? 

I will pursue, overtake, divide the spoil. 

My hand shall dash their infants on the stones; 

The ploughshare of my vengeance shall draw out 
The furrow, where the tower and fortress rose. 

Before my chariot Israel’s chiefs shall clank 
Their chains. Each side their virgin daughters groan; 
| Erewhile to weave my conquest on their looms. 

Shout ye I and ye! make answer, Saul hath slain 
| His thousands; David his ten thousands slain. 
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Thou heardst, 0 God of battle! Thou, whose look 
Snappeth the spear in sunder. In thy strength 
A youth, thy chosen, laid their champion low. 

Saul, Saul pursues, o’ertakes, divides the spoil} 
Wreathes round our necks these chains of gold, and 
robes 

Our limbs with floating crimson. Then rejoice, 
Daughters of Israel! from your cymbals shake 
Sweet clangour, hymning God! the Lord of Hosts! 

Ye! shout! and ye I make answer, Saul hath slain 
His thousands ; David his ten thousands slain. 

Such theMiymned harmony, from voices breathed 
1 Of virgin minstrels, of each tribe the prime 
For beauty, and fine form, and artful touch 
Of instrument, and Bkill in dance and song ; 

Choir answering choir, that on to Gibeah led 
The victors back in triumph. On each neck 
Played chains of gold ; and, shadowing their charms 
With colour like the blushes of the morn. 

Robes, gift of Saul, round their light limbs, in toss 
Of cymbals, ami the many-mazed dance, 

Floated like roseate clouds. Thus, these camc on 

In dance and song; then, multitudes that swelled j 

The pomp of triumph, and in circles ranged j 

Around the altar of Jehovah, brought 

Freely their offerings ; and with one accord j 

Sang, ‘Glory, and praise, and worship unto God/ 

Loud rang the exultation. Twas the voice 
Of a free people from impending chains 
Redeemed ; a people proud, whose bosom beat 
With fire of glory and renown in arms 
Triumphant. Loud the exultation rang. 

There, many a wife, whose ardent gaze from far 
Singled the warrior whose glad eye gave back 
Her look of love. There, many a grandsire held 
A blooming boy aloft, and ’midst the array 
In triumph, pointing with his stall’, exclaimed, 

* Lo, my brave son ! I now may die in peace.’ 

There, many a beauteous virgin, blushing deep, 
Flung back her veil, and, as the warrior came. 

Hailed her betrothed. Rut, chiefly, on one ulmm 
All dwelt. 


The HY/rtcF* Morn. 

Artist unseen ! that, dipt in frozen dew, 

Hast on the glittering glass thy pencil laid. 

Ere from yon sun the transient visions lade, 
Swift let me trace the forms thy fancy drew '. 

Thy towers and palaces of diamond hue, 

Rivers and lakes of lucid crystal made, 

And hung in air hoar trees of branching shade, 
That liquid pearl distil : thy scenes renew, 
Whate’er old hards or later fictions feign, 

Of secret grottos underneath the wave, 

Where nereids roof with spar the amber cave ; 
Or bowers of bliss, where sport the fairy train, 
Who, frequent by the moonlight wanderer seen, 
Circle with radiant gems the dewy green. 


EDWARD LORD THU It LOW. 

Edward Hovel Thurlow (Lord Thurlow) hits 
published several small volumes of poetry: Select 
Poems (1821); Poems on Several Occasions ; Angelica , 
or the Fate of Proteus; Arcita and Palawan, after 
Chaucer , &c. Amidst much affectation and bad 
taste, there ifl real poetry in the works of this 
nobleman. He has been a source of ridicule and 
sarcasm to various reviewers — and not unde¬ 
servedly ; yet in pieces like the following, there 
is a freshness of fancy and feeling, and a richness 
of expression, that resemble Herrick or Moore. 


Song to May* 

May I queen of blossoms, 

And fulfilling flowers, 

With what pretty music 
Shall we charm the hours? 
Wilt thou have pipe and reed, 
Rlown in the open mead! 

Or to the lute give heed 
In the green bowers? 

Thou hast no need of us, 

Or pipe or wire, 

That hast the golden boo 
Ripened with fire ; 

And many tlnuiHand more 
Songsters, that thee adore, 
Filling earth** gra*»v Hm.r 
With mw desire. 

Thou hast thv mighty hcnD, 
Tame, and free in^r* ; 

Doubt not, thv music t< <> 

In the deep river*^ 

And the wln-le plumy flight, 
Warbling the day and night— 

I p at the gate* of light, 

See, the lark quiter* ! 

When v.ifu the jacinth 
f'oy fountain* are tr-'tsed ; 
And f<>r the mournful bird 
Greenwo<„li are drested, 

That did for Tereus pine ; 

Then kIihII our *oitgs U* thine, 
To whom our heart* incline: 
May, be thou blrv-ed ! 


The Sun-I loir* r. 

Behold, my dear, this lofty flower, 

That now the golden mi u receives; 

No other deity has power, 

But only Rlnebu*, on her leaves; 

A* he in radiant glory burn-, 

From east to we*t her visage turn*. 

The dial tells no talc more true, 

Than she h*m journal (> u her leave*, 

When morn first gives him to her view, 

Or night, that her of him bereave*, 

A dismal interregnum bids 

Her weeping eyes to close their lids. 

Forsaken of his light, she pines 
The cold, the dreary night away, 

Till in the cast the crimson signs 
Betoken the great god of day ; 

Then, lifting up her drooping face, 

She sheds around a golden grace. 

O Nature, in all parts divine! 

What moral sweets her leaves disclose J 
Then in my verse her truth shall shine, 

And be immortal, as the rose, 

Anacreon’s plant ; arise, thou flovrer, 

That hast fidelity thy dower I 

Apollo, on whose beams you gage, 

Has filled my breast with golden light; 
And circled me with sacred rays, 

To be a poet ’n his sight: 

Then, thus 1 give the crown to thee, 

Whose impress is fidelity. 
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Sonnet*. 

Th« Summer, tlie divinest Summer bums, 

The skies arc bright with azure aud with gold ; 
The maria* and the nightingale* by turns, 

Amid the woods a soft enchantment hold : 

The dowering woods, with glory and delight, 

Their tender leaves unto the air have spread ; 

The wanton air, amid their Alleys bright, 

Both softly dy, and a light fragrance shed : 

The nymphs within the silver fountains play, 

The angels on the golden hanks recline, 

Wherein great Flora, in her bright array, 

Hath sprinkled her ambrosial sweets divine : 

Or, else, 1 gaze upon that l>enuteous face, 

O A morel! and think these sweets have place. 

Now Summer has one foot from out the world. 

Her golden mantle Hooting in the air ; 

.Arid her love-darting eye** are backward hurled, 

To bid adieu to this creation fair: 

A Jliglit of swallows circles her be I < re, 

And Zeph vrus* her jolly Imrhingej, 

Already is a-wing to Heaven’'* door, 

% \Vhereat the Muses are expecting her ; 

And the three limee-, in their heatenlv tin r , 

Are darning with delicious harmony; 

And Hebe doth her fhtwerv chalice bring, 

To sprinkle nectar on their melody: 

.love lauj/hs to sec his aii/rl, Summer, c< no . 
Warbling his praise, to her immortal \v u.e. 

The erimsou Moon, uprisiiig frmn the sea, 

With large delight loretcli,* the harvest lc ai : 

Ye shepherds, now prepare your melody, 

To greet the soft aj pearnnee of her sphere ! 

A 11 d, like a page, enamoured of her tram. 

The star of evening glimmers in the west : 

Then raise, ye shepherds, your observant strain. 

That so of the <ireat Miepherd here are ) > -t ! 

Our h*dds arc filll with the time-ripened grain, 

< hir vineyards with the purple dusters swell ; 

Her golden splendour glimmers on the main, 

And vales aid mountains her bright glory tel! : 
Then sing, ye shepherds! for the time is emne 
When we must bring the enriched harvest home. 

0 Moon, that shinest on this heathv wild, 

And lightVt the hill of Hastings with thy rnv, 
How am l with thy sad delight beguiled. 

How hold with fond imagination play! 

By thv broad taper I call up the time 

When Harold «>n the bleeding verdure lay, 

Though great in glory, overstnitied with crime, 

And fallen hv his fate from kinglv swnv ! 

On bleeding knights, and on war-broken anus, 

Torn banners and the dying steeds you shone. 
When this fair Kngland, and her peerless charms, 
And all, hut honour, to the foe were gone ! 

Here died the king, whom his brave subjects chose, 
But, dying, lay amid his Norman foes! 

THOMAS MOORK. 

rare union of wit and sensibility, ol^ii.gluiQBrcia-1 
p f infftgh ia tiuii mid mis been cx- 

evnffflfflrTirTTUT pftMlOT~worlt!» oTTiiomas Moork. 
Mr MtKire is a native of Dublin, where he was bom 
on the 28th of May 1780. He early began to rhyme, 
and a sonnet to his schoolmaster, Mr Samuel Whyte, 
written in his fourteenth year, was published in a 
Dublin magorine.* The parents of our poet were 

* Mr Whyte was also the teacher of Bheridnn, arid It is 
carious to loam that, aftor about a year * trial, Murry was 
pronounced, both by tutor and parent, to be an InoorrigiM 


Roman Catholics, a body then proscribed and de¬ 
pressed by penal enactments, and they seem to hare 
been of the number who, to use his own words, 

! * italiiw piRbxeafc of j^ French 

[ RevoTuHon as a signal to t&iabtve, wherever sumSitot; 
• idrftJTQifiulay ai£. his deliverance was" near a l jjj aflL’ 
I The*poet RtrttcR that in T? 9 2 7irwSTTafennty his 
father to one of the dinners given in honour oi tha 
i great event, and sat upon the knee of the chairman 
| while the following toast was enthusiastically sent 
! round : ‘ May the hr'< : <r * from I ’ranee ft»/i our Irish 



Oak into verdure.’ l’urliament having,in 179.3,opened 
the university to Catholics, young Moore was sent 
to college, and distinguished himself by his classical 
acquirements. In 1799, while in his nineteenth year, 
he proceeded to London to study law in the Middle 
Temple, and publish by subscription a translation of 
Anacreon. The latter appeared in the following 
year, dedicated to the Prince of Wales. At a sub¬ 
sequent period, Mr Moore was among the keenest 
satirists of this prince, for which he has been accused 
of ingratitude ; hut he states himself that the whole 
amount of his obligations to his royal highness was 
the honour of dining twice at Carlton House, and 
Wing admitted to a great fete given by the prince 
in 1811 on his being made regent. In 1803 Mr 
Moore obtained an official situation at Bermuda, the 
duties of which were discharged by a deputy; and 
this subordinate proving unfaithful, the poet incurred 
pecuniary losses to a large amount. Its first effect, 
however, was two volumes of poetry, a series of 
(hies and Epistles, published in 1806, and written 
during an absence of fourteeu months from Europe, 
while the author visited Bermuda. The descriptive 
sketches in this work arc remarkable for their 

dunce! ' At the time,* says Mr Moore, * when I first began to 

attend bin school, Mr Whyte still continued, to the no small 
alarm of many parents, to encourage a taste for acting among 
his pupils. In this lino I was long his favourite /Aewseholar; 
and among the play-bills Introduced in his volume, to illustrate 
the occasions of his own prologues and epilogues, then* is one of 
a play got up in the year 17?*\ at Lady Horrowes’s private 
theatre in Dublin, where, among the items of the evening's 
entertainment, is “ An Epilogue, A Squeeze to St Pout's, Master 
Moore.** 
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fidelity, no less than their poetical beauty. The 
style of Moore was now formed, and in all his writ¬ 
ings there is nothing finer than the opening epistle 
to Lord Strangford, written on board ship by moon¬ 
light :— 

Sweet Moon ! if, like Orotona’s sage, 

By any spell my hand could dare 
To make thy disk its ample page, 

And write my thoughts, iny wishes there ; 

How many a friend whose careless eye 
Now watiders o’er that starry skv, 

Should smile upon thy orb to meet 
The recollection kind and sweet, 

The reveries of fond regret. 

The promise never to forget. 

And all my heart and soul would send 
To many a dear-loved, distant friend. 

* * * 

Even now, delusive hope will steal 
Amid the dark regrets I feel, 

Soothing as yonder placid beam 

Pursues the murmurers of the deep, 

And lights them with consoling gleam, 

And smiles them into tranquil sleep. 

Oh ! such a blessed night as this 
I often think if friends were near. 

How should we feel and gaze with bliss 
Upon the moon-bright scenery here ! 

The sea is like a silvery lake, 

And o’er its calm the vessel glides, 

Gently, as if it feared to wake 
The slumber of the silent tides. 

The only envious cloud that lowers 
Hath hung its shade on Pico’s height, 

Where dimly ’mid the dusk he towers, 

And, scowling at this heaven of light, 

Exults to see the infant storm 
Cling darkly round his giant form ! 

The warmth of the young jwxjt’s feelings and 
imagination led him in these epistles to make some , 
slight trespasses on delicacy and decorum, and a 
second publication of poems, two years afterwards, 
under the assumed name of 'Thomas Little —a playful 
allusion to his diminutive stature—aggravated this 
offence of bis muse, lie has had the good sense to 
be ashamed of these amatory Juvenilia , and genius 
enough to redeem the fault. Mr Moore now lieeumc 
a satirist—not Strong and masculine, like Drvdtrn, 
nor possessed bTTbcmnrrrt dignity of Pope*—but lively 
and pungent, with abundance of humorous and witty 
illustration. The man of the world, the scholar, and 
the poetical artist, art? happily blended in his satiri¬ 
cal productions, with a rich and playful fancy. His 
Twopemv , - > that/, The Fudye Family in Paris, Fables 
far the Hah/ Alliance , and numerous small pieces 
written for the newspapers on the passing topics of 
the day, to serve the cause of the Whig or liberal 
party, are not excelled in their own peculiar walk 
by any satirical compositions in the language. It 
is difficult to select a specimen of these exquisite 
productions without risk of giving offence*; but per¬ 
haps the following may be found sufficiently irre¬ 
proachable in this respect, at the same time that it 
contains a full proportion of the wit and poignancy 
distributed over all. It appeared at a time when an 
abundance of mawkish reminiscences and memoirs 
had been showered from the press, and bore the 
title of ‘ Literary Advertisement.’ 

Wanted—Authors of all work to job for the season, 

No matter which party, so faithful to neither, 

Good hacks, who, if posed for a rhyme or a reason, 

Can manage, like *♦*♦***, to do without either, 


If in jail, all the better for out-of-door topics ; 

Your jail is for travellers a charming retreat; 

They can take a day’s rule for a trip to the 'Tropics, 
And sail round the world, at their ease, in the Fleet. 

For a dramatist, too, the most useful of schools— 
lie can study high life in the King’s Bench com¬ 
munity ; 

Aristotle could scarce keep him more within rules, 
And of place he, at least, must adhere to the unity. 

Any lady or gentleman come to an age 

To have good 4 Reminiscences’ (three score or 
higher), 

Will meet with encouragement—so much per page, 
And the spelling and grammar both found by the 
bu ver. 

- — 

No matter with what their remembrance is stocked, 
S) they’ll only remember the i/uantum desired ; 
Enough to fill handsomely Two \ olumes act.. 

Price twenty-four shillings, in all that’s required. 

They mav treat us, like Kelly, with old jeu (Vesprits, 
Like liihdin, may tell of each fanciful frolic; 

Or kimllv inform u**, like Madame fienli*, / 

That ginger-U*er cakes »l*ay« ;:m* them the cholic. 

# * • 

Funds, Physic, Corn, Poetry, Boxing, Romance, 

All excellent subjects for turning a |*enny ; 

To write upon all i> an author’s s->le chance 

For attaining at last tin least knowledge of any. 

Nine times out of ten, if his title is good. 

The material within of small consequence is ; 

Let him only write line, and if not understood, 

Why— that’s the concern of the reader, not his, 

Xota Item- an Essay, now printing, to show 

That Horace, a- clearly a- words «i*uld express it, 
Was for taxing the Fundholders, age** ago. 

When he wrote thus— 4 l^imdcunqur tn Fund is, 

assess it.’* 

In 1 s 1M Mr Moore entered upon hi* noble poeti¬ 
cal and patriotic task writing lyrics for the ancient 
music of his native country. Hi* Irish Song* dis¬ 
played a fervour and pathos not found in hi* earlier 
works, with the most exquisite melody and purity of 
diction. An accomplished musician himtklt, it was 
the effort, ht relates, to translate into language the 
emotions and passions w hich music appeared to him 
to express, that first led to bis writing any poetry 
worthy of the name. ‘Drydcn.’ he add*, ‘has hap¬ 
pily described music as 1 m ing “ inarticulate jnietry 
and I have always felt, in adapting words to an ex¬ 
pressive air, that I was l**stouing upon it the gift of 
articulation, and thus enabling it to sjieak to other# 
all that was conveyed, »u its wordless eloquence, to 
myself.’ Hurt of the inspiration must also be attri¬ 
buted to national feelings. The old air* were con¬ 
secrated to recollection* of the ancient glories, the* 
valour, beauty, or sufferings of Ireland, and became 
inseparably connected with such associations. Of 
the Irish Melinites, in connection with Mr Moore’s 
songs, nine parts have been published in succession: 
they are understood to have 1x*en materially useful 
to the poet’s fortune.*. Without detracting from the 
merits of the rest, it appears to u» very forcibly, that 
the particular ditties in which he delicately hints at 
the w'oes of his native country, and transmutes into 
verse the breathings of its unfortunate patriots, are 
the most real in feeling, and therefore the best. This 
particularly applies to 4 When he who adores thee/ 

4 Oh, blame not the bard/ and 4 Oh, breathe not his 

* According to the common reading, * Quodeunqiie infundls, 
occsclt.’ 
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name ;* the first of which, referring evidently to the 
fate of Mr Emmett, is as follows:— 

When he who adores thee has left but the name 
Of his fault and his sorrow behind, 

Oh, say, wilt thou weep when they darken the fame 
Of a life that for thee was resigned? 

Yes, weep ! and, however my foes may condemn, 

Thy tears shall efface the decree ; 

For Heaven can witness, though guilty to them, 

I have been but too faithful to thee! 

With thee were the dreams of my earliest love, 

Kvery thought of my reason was thine ; 

In iny last humble prayer to the Spirit above, 

Thy name shall be mingled with mine ! 

Oh, blessed are the lovers and friends who shall live 
The days of thy glory to see ; 

Hut the next dearest blessing that Heaven can give, 

Is the pride of thus (Ring for thee! 

Next to the patriotic songs stand those in which 
a moral reflection is conveyed in that metaphorical 
form winch only Moore has Iwen able to realise in 
lyrics for music —its in the following exquisite ex- 

1 <iw from the benclf, when the morning was shining, 

A bark o’er the water* move gb*nou*dy on : 

1 came, when tire *mii oVr that Uach wa» drrlining — 
The hark was Mill there, but tire waters were gon«-. 

Ah ’ such is the fate of ,,ur life’s early promise, 

So passing tin* spring-tide .*fj..y w»* have known: 
Each wave that wr danced <>u at morning, ebbs from tis, 
And leuves u«, at etc*, the black shore alone. 

Ne'er tell me of glories serenely adorning 

The close of our day, the calm e\e of »>ur night ; 

(i in* me back, give me hack, the wild freshness of 
morning, 

Her clouds and her tears are worth evening’s best 
light. 

Oh, who would m»t welcome that motmnt’s returning. 
When passion first waked a new life through his 
frame, 

And his soul-- like the wood that grows precious in 
buruing- - 

Have out all its sweets to Love’s exquisite flume ! 

In lsi7 Mr Moore produced his most elaborate 
poem, La/fa JuHik/i, an oriental romance, the accuracy 
of whicli, a* regards tojaigraphigal, antiquarian, and 
characteristic details, has been vouched by nume¬ 
rous competent authorities. The poetry is brilliant 
and gorgeous -rich to excess with imagery and or¬ 
nament - and impressive frmn its very sweetness ami 
splendour, < n fbr ; T>Tir Tales w LIeTuVonnoi ted by a 
sfl]?TTt""TmTr:itivc, like the ballad stories in Hogg's 
Queen's Wake, constitute the entire jvoem, the most 
simple is Paradise ami the Pe/i, ami it is the one 
most frequently read and remembered. Still, the 
firs t — The Veiled Prophet of Khora/ottin — though im¬ 
probable and extravagant as a fiction, is a poem of 
great energy and power. The genius of the poet ! 
moves with grace and freedom under his load of 
Eastern magnificence, and the reader is fascinated 
by his prolific fancy, and the scenes of loveliness and 
splendour which are depicted with such vividness 
and truth. Huzlitt says that Moore should not have 
written 4 Lidhi Rookh/even fur three thousand guineas 
—the price understood to Ik? paid by the booksellers 
for the copyright. But if not a great poem, it is a 
marvellous work of art, and contains paintings of 
local scenery and manners unsurpassed for fidelity 
and picturesque effect. The patient research and 
extensive reading required to gather the materials, 
would have dwnped_|iLV' »l»irit and extinguished the 


fancy of almost any other poet It was amidst the 
snows of two or three Derbyshire winters, he says, 
while living in a lone cottage among the fields, that 
he was enabled, by that concentration of .thought 
which retirement alone gives, to call Up around him 
some of the sunniest of those Eastern scenes which 
have since lx?en welcomed in India itself as almost 
native to its clime. The poet w f as a diligent stu¬ 
dent, and his oriental reading was 4 as good as riding 
on the back of a camel.’ The romance of ‘ Vathek’ 
alone equals 4 Lalla Kookh,’ among English fictions, 
in local fidelity and completeness as an J»ffstern tale. 

I After the publication of his work, the poet set off 
| with Mr Rogers on a visit to Earis. The ‘groups 
of ridiculous English who were at that time swarm¬ 
ing in all directions throughout France/ supplied 
the materials for his satire entitled ‘ The Fudge 
| Family in Earis,’ which, in popularity, and the run 
of successive editions, kept pace with ‘Ealla Rookh.’ 
In 1811* Mr Moure made another journey to the 
continent in company with i-ord John Russell, and 
this furnished his Wajuiat <n the Hoad, a series of 
trifles often graceful und pleasing, but so conversa¬ 
tional and unstudied as to be little better (to use his 
own words) than ‘prose fringed with rhyme.’ From 
Paris the poet and his companion proceeded by the 
Simplon to Italy. Lord John took the route to 
| Genoa, and Mr Moore went cm a visit to Lord Byron 
at Venice. < hi his return from this memorable tour, 
the f»«>ct took up his alxxle in Paris, where he re¬ 
sided till atMiut the close of the year 1822. lie had 
Ix-corne involved in jiecuniarv difficulties by the 
I conduct of the jierson who acted as his deputy at 
I Bermuda. His friends pressed forward with eager 
kindness to help to release him—one offering to place 
£'5 <h> at his disjHisul; but he came to the resolution 
of ‘gratefully declining their offers, and endeavour¬ 
ing to work out his deliverance by his own efforts.’ 
In SepteinUr 1822 he was informed that an ar¬ 
rangement had U**n made, and that lie might with 
safety return to England. The amount of the 
claims of the American merchants had been re¬ 
duced to the sum of one thousand guineas, and to¬ 
wards the payment of this the uncle of his deputy— 
a rich London merchant—had been brought to con¬ 
tribute £300. A friend of the poet immediately 
dt posited in the hands of a banker the remaining 
|H»rtion (£750), which was soon repaid by the grate¬ 
ful bard, who, in the June following, on receiving 
his publisher's account, found £1000 placed to his 
credit from the sale of the Lores of the Anyels , and 
£5oo from the ‘Fables of the lloly Alliance.’ The 
latter wire partly written while Mr Moore was 
at Venice with Lord Byron, and were published 
under the m>«i tie tjuerre of Thomas Brown. The 
* Imves of the Angels’ was written in Earis. The 
poem is founded on ‘the Eastern story of the angels 
llarut and Marat, and the Rabbinical fictions of 
the Ioncs of t'zziel and Shamchazai,’ with which 
Mr Moore shadowed out 4 the fall of the soul from 
its original purity—the loss of light and happiness 
which it suffers in the pursuit of this world’s perish¬ 
able pleasures—and the punishments both from con¬ 
science and divine justice with which impurity, 
pride, and presumptuous inquiry into the awful 
secrets of heaven are sure to be visited.’ The 
stories of the three angels are related with grace¬ 
ful tenderness and passion, but with too little of 
‘the angelic air’ about them. Ilia latest imagi¬ 
native work is The Epicurean , an Eastern tale, 
in prose, but full of ttie spirit and materials of 
poetrv; and forming, perhaps, his highest and best 
sustained flight in the regions of pure romance. 
His lives of Sheridan and Byron we shall afterwards 
allude to in the list of biographical writers. Thus, 
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remarkable for industry, genius, and acquirements, 
Mr Moore’s career has been one of high honour and 
success. No poet has been more universally read, 
or more courted in society by individuals distin¬ 
guished for rank, literature, or public service. His 
political friends, when in office, rewarded him with 
a pension of £300 per annum, and as his writings 
have been profitable as well as popular, his latter 
days will thus be spent in comfort, without the 
anxieties of protracted authorship, lie resides in a 
cottage in % Wiltshire, preferring a country retire¬ 
ment to tli«3e gay and brilliant circles which he 
occasionally enriches with his wit and genius ; and 
he has recently given to the world a complete collec¬ 
tion of his poetical works in ten volumes, to which 



Moor, V Cnttn'jr, m*;tr In-vizo, 


are prefixed some interesting literary and personal 
details. When time shall have destroyed the at¬ 
tractive charm of Moore’s personal qualities, and 
removed his works to a distance, to be judged of by 
their fruit alone, the want most deeply felt will Ixj 
that of simplicity and genuine passion. lie has 
worked little in the durable and permanent mate¬ 
rials of poetry, but lias spent his prime in enrich¬ 
ing the stately structure with exquisite ornaments, 
foliage, flowers, and gems. Tie has preferred the 
myrtle to th• ’ ’ or the oak. Jlis longer poems 

want human . rest. Tenderness and pathos he 
undoubtedly possesses; but they are fleeting and eva¬ 
nescent—not embodied in his verse in any tale of 
melancholy grandeur or strain of affecting morality 
or sentiment, lie often throws into his gay and 
festive verses, and liis fanciful descriptions, touches 
of pensive and mournful reflection, which strike by 
their truth and beauty, and by the force of contrast. 
Indeed, one effect of the genius of Moore has been, 
to elevate the feelings and occurrences of ordinary 
life into poetry, rather than dealing with the lofty 
abstract elements of the art. lliswit answers to the 
definition of Pope : it is 

Nature to advantage dressed, 

What oft was thought, but ne’er so well expressed. 

Its combinations are, however, wonderful. Quick, 
subtle, and varied, ever suggesting new thoughts or 
images, or unexpected turns of expression — now 
drawing resources from classical literature or the 


ancient fathers—now diving into the human heart, 
and now skimming the fields of toncy—the Wit or 
imagination of Moor© (for they are compounded to¬ 
gether) is a true Ariel, 4 a creature of the dement*,* 
that is ever buoyant and Ml of life and spirit His 
very satires 4 give delight and hurt not* They are 
never coarse, and always witty. When stung by an 
act of oppression or intolerance, he can tie bitter or 
sarcastic enough; but some lively thought or spor¬ 
tive image soon crosses his path, and lie instantly 
follows it into the open and genial region where he 
loves most to indulge. 11c never dips his pen in 
malignity. For an author who has written so much 
as Mr Moore has done on the subject of love and 
the gay delights of good fellowship, it was scarce 
possible to be always natural and original. Some 
of his lyrics ami occasional jx>cms, accordingly, 
present far-fetched metaphors ami conceits, with 
I which they often conclude, like the filial flourish or^ 
I pirouette of a stage-dancer. He has pretty well 
[ exhausted the vtx'ubulary of rosy lips and sparkling 
eyes, forgetting that true passion is ever direct ttJiq 
simple—ever concentrated and* intense, whether 
bright or melancholy. This drfeel, however, per¬ 
vades only part of his songs, and thine mostly written 
in his youth. The ‘ Irish Melodies’ ate full of true 
feeling’and delicacy. Hy universal consent, and by 
the sure test of memory, these national strains are 
the most popular and the most likely to U* immortal 
of all Moore’s works. They are musical almost be¬ 
yond parallel in words—graceful in thought and 
sentiment—often tender, pathetic, and heroic--and 
they blend poetical and romantic feelings with the 
objects and sympathies of common life In language 
chastened and refined, yet apparently so simple that 
every trace of art lias d*isapj>eured. 'Die most fami¬ 
liar expressions become, in his hands, instruments 
of power and melody. The songs are read and re¬ 
membered by all. They are equally the delight of 
the cottage and the saloon, and, in the poet's own 
i country, are sung with an enthusiasm that will long , 
be felt in the hour of festivity, as well ns in periods < 
of suffering and solemnity, by that imaginative and j 
warm-hearted people. j 


John* iioomiam i ni.ai- 

ln 1M7 Mr Murray published a small poetical 
volume under the eccentric title of Trosnectus and 
Specimen of an intended \ational Work, Inf William 
and Robert W hinder raft , of SUnrnuirktt in Suffolk, j 
Harness and Collar-Makers. Intended to comprise tin f 
most Interest inn Particulars rein tin j to Kitaj Arthur 
and his Round Table. The world was surprised to 
find, under this odd disguise, n happy imitation of 
the Tulci und Caati school of the Italian jMK'ts. The 
brothers Whistlecraft formed, it was quickly seen, 
but the mask of some elegant ami scholarly wit be¬ 
longing to the higher circles of society, who had 
chosen to amuse himself in comic verst*, without in¬ 
curring the responsibilities of declared authorship. 
To two cantos published in the nlx>vc year, a third 
and fourth were soon after added. The t>oeni opens 
with a feast held by King Arthur at Carlisle amidst 
his knights, who are thus introduced :— 

They looked a manly generous generation ; 

Heards, shoulders, eyebrows, broad, and square, and 
thick, 

'I heir accents firm and loud in conversation, 

Their eyes and gestures eager, sharp, and quick, 

Showed them prepared, on proper provocation, 

To give the lie, pull noses, staD and kick; 

Ann for that very reason it is said 
They were so very courteous and well-bred. 
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In ft valley near Carlisle lived a race of giants ; 
and this place Is finely described 

Huge mountain* of immeasurable height 
Encompassed all the level valley round 
With mighty slabs of rock, that sloped upright, 

An insurmountable and enormous mound. 

The very river vanished out of sight, 

Absorbed in secret channels under ground ; 

That vale was so sequestered and secluded, 

All search for ages past it had eluded, 

A rr>ek was in the centre, like a cone, 

Abruptly rising from a miry pool, 

Where they beneld a pile of massy stone, 

Which masons of the rude primeval school 
Had reared by help of giant hands alone, 

With rocky fragments unreduced by rule : 

Irreg*vlar, like nature wore than art, 

Huge, rugged, and compact in every part. 

, A wild tumultuous torrent raged around, 

Of fragments tumbling from the mountain's height ; 
The whistling clouds of dust, the deafening sound, 
The hurried motion that amazed the sight, 

The constant quakiitg of the solid gr und, 

Environed them with phantoms of affright; 

Vet ifith heroic hearts they held right on, 

Till the last point of their ascent was won. 

The giants having attacked and curried off gome 
ladies on their journey to court, the knights deem it 
their duty to sol out in pursuit , and in due time 
they overcome these grim personages, and relieve 
the captives from the castle in which they had been 
imrnurtd :— 

The ladies’ “ They were tolerably well, 

At least as well as could have Wen expected: 

Many details 1 must forbear to tell ; 

Their toilet had been very much neglected ; 

Hut by supreme good luck it, **> hetcli, 

That when the castle’s capture was effected, 

When those rile cannibals were overpowered, 

Only two fat duennas were devoured. 

This doses the second canto. The third ojams in 
the following playful strain :— 

I've a proposal here from Mr Murray, 
lie offers handsomely—the money d«>wn ; 

Mv dear, you might recover from your flurry, 

In a nice airy lodging out of town, 

At Croydon, Epsom, anywhere in Surrey ; 

If every stanza brings us in a crown, 

I think that 1 might venture to ltenpcak 
A bedroom and front parlour for next week. 

Tell me, my dear Thalia, what you think ; 

Your nerves have undergone a sudden shock ; 

Your poor dear spirits have begun to sink ; 

On Banstcad Downs you'd muster a new stock. 

And I'd be sure to keep away from drink, 

And always go to bed by twelve o'clock. 

We’ll travel down there in the morning stages ; 

Our verses shall go down to distant ages. 

And here in town wtdll breakfast on hot rolls. 

And you shall have a better shawl to wear ; 

These pantaloons of mine are chafed in holes ; 

Hy Monday next 1*11 compass a new pair: 

Como now, fling up the cinders, fetch the coals, 

And take away the things you hung to air; 

Set out the tea-things, and bid Hhmbe bring 
The kettle up. Arms and the Monks 1 sing. 

Near the valley of the giants was an abbey, con¬ 
taining fifty friara, ‘ fat and good,’ who keep for a 
long time on good terms with their neighbours. Be¬ 
ing fond of music, the giants would sometimes ap¬ 
proach the sacred pile, attracted by the sweet sounds 
that issued from it; and here occurs a beautiful 
piece of description s— 


Oft that wild untutored mm would draw, 
lied by the solemn sound and tamed light, 

Beyond the bank, beneath a lonely ahaw, 

To listen all the livelong summer night, 

Till deep, serene, and reverential awe 
Environed them with silent calm delight* 
Contemplating the minster’s midnight gleam, 
Reflected from the clear and glassy stream. 

Hut chiefly, when the shadowy moon had shed 
O’er woods and waters her mysterious hue, 

Their passive hearts and vacant fancies fed t 
With thoughts and aspirations strange and new, 

Till their brute souls with inward working bred 
Dark hints that in the depths of instinct grew 
Subjective—not from Locke’s associations. 

Nor David Hartley's doctrine of vibrations. 

Each was ashamed to mention to the others 
< >iu- half of all the feelings that he felt, 

Yet tbu- far «ach would venture 4 Listen, brothers, 
It “eems a* if one heard lleavenV .nunders melt 
In music 

rufortunaUly, this happy state of things is broken 
up by the introduction of a ring of bells into the 
aid* v, a kind of music to which the giants had an 
insurmountable aversion:— 

The solemn mountains that surrounded 
The silent vallev where the convent lay, 

With tintiuuabular uproar were astounded 
When the lirxt ]>eal bur*t forth at break of day: 
Feeling their granite ears severely wounded. 

They scarce knew what to think or what to say; 

And (though large mountains commonly conceal 
Their sentiment*, dii«*embliug what they feel, 

Yet) Cadcr-ffibbriidi from his cloudy throne 
To huge Dddoimnon gave an intimation 
Of this strange rumour, with un awful tone, 
Thundering his deep surprise and indignation ; 

The lesser hills, in language of their own, 

Discussed the topic by reverberation ; 

Discounting with their echoes all day long, 

Their only conversation was, 4 ding-dong.’ 

These giant mountains inwardly were moved. 

Hut never made an outward change of place; 

Not so the mountain giants—(as behoved 
A more alert and locomotive race) ; 

Hearing a clatter which they disapproved, 

They ran straight forward to besiege the place. 

With a discordant universal yell, 

Like house-dog* howling at a dinner-bell. 

This is evidently meant as a good-humoured satire 
against violent personifications in poetry. Mean¬ 
while. a monk. Brother John by name, who had 
opposed the introduction of the bells, has gone in a 
tit of disgust with his brethren to amuse himself 
with the rod at a neighbouring stream. Here 
occurs another beautiful descriptive passage : — 

A mighty current, unconfined and free, 

Ran wheeling round beneath the mountain’s shade, 
Battering its wave-worn base ; but you might see 
On the near margin many a watery glade. 

Becalmed beneath some little island's lec, 

All tranquil and transparent, close embayed ; 

Reflecting in the deep serene and even 

Each flower and herb, and every cloud of lieaTcn; 

The painted kingfisher, the branch above her, 

Stand in the steadfast mirror fixed and true ; 

Anon the fitful b&ezcs brood and hover, 

Freshening the surface with a rougher hue; 

Spreading, withdrawing, pausing, passing over, 

Again returning to retire anew: 

So rest and motion in a narrow range. 

Feasted the sight with joyous interchange. 
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Brother John, placed here by mere chance, is ap- 
rised of the approach of the giants in time to run 
ome and give the alarm. Amidst the preparations 
for defence, to which he exhorts his brethren, the 
abbot dies, and John is elected to succeed him. A 
atoufc resistance is made by the monks, whom their 
new superior takes care to feed well by way of 
f keeping them in heart, and the giants at length 
withdraw from the scene of action— 

And now the gates are opened, and the throng 
Forth issuing, the deserted camp survey ; 

* Here Muroomack, and Mangonel the strong, 

And (lorbuduc were lodged,’ and * here,’ they say, 

* This pig-stye to Poldavy did belong ; 

Here Bundleback, and here Phigander lav.’ 

They view the deep indentures, broad and round. 
Which mark their postures squatting on the ground. 

Then to the traces of gigantic feet, I 

Huge, wide apart, with half a dozen toes; | 

They track them on, till they converge and meet I 
(An earnest and assurance of repose) 

Close at the ford ; the cause of this retreat 
They all conjecture, but no creature knows; 

It was ascribed to causes multifarious, 

To saints, as Jerom, George, and Januarius, 

To their own pious founder’s intercession, 

To Ave-Maries, and our Lady’s psalter ; 

To news that Friar John was in possession, 

To new wax candles placed upon the altar. 

To their own prudence, valour, and discretion ; 

: To relics, rosaries, and holy water ; 

To beads and psalms, and feats of arms—in short, 
There was no end of their accounting for’t. 

It finally appears that the pagans have retired ii 
order to make the attack upon the ladies, which hai 
formerly been described—no bad burlesque of tli 
J endless episodes of the Italian romantic poets, 
j It was soon discovered that the author of thi 
clever jeu d'esprit was the Light Honourable John 
Hookham Frere, a person of high political eons* 
quence, who had been employed a few years IxTorc 
by the British government to take charge of diplo¬ 
matic transactions in Spain in connexion with tin 
army under General Sir John Moore. 'The Whistle- 
craft poetry was carried no further ; hut the peculiar 
stanza (the ottava rima of Italy), and the sarcastic 
pleasantry, formed the immediate exemplar whief: 
guided Byron when he wrote his Beppo and Don 
Juan; and one couplet— 

Adown thy slope, romantic Asliboum, glides 
The Derby Hilly, carrying six insides— 

became at a subsequent period the basis of an allu¬ 
sion almost historical in importance, with reference 
to a small party in the House of Commons. Thus 
the national poem has actually attained a place of 
some consequence in our modern literature. It is 
only to be regretted that the poet, 9 ^tivated.hy jn- 
dolence or the elegances of a luxuriqgsja^e, has 
given no further specimen of his talents to the 
world. 

For many years Mr Frere has resided in Malta. 

In the Life of Sir Walter Scott, there are some par¬ 
ticulars respecting the meeting of the declining 
novelist with his friend, the author of Whiatlecraft. 

We there learn from Scott, that the remarkable 
war song upon the victory at Brunnenburg, which 
appears in Mr Ellis’s Specimens of Ancient English 
Poetry, and might pass in a court of critics as a 
genuine composition of the fourteenth century, was 
written by Mr Frere while an Eton schoolboy, as an 
illustration on one side of the celebrated IlowLy 
controversy. We are also informed b Mrs John 


Davy, in her diary, quoted by Mr Lockhart, that 
Sir Walter on this occasion ‘repeated a pretty long 
passage from his version of one of the romances of 
the Cid (published in the appendix to Southey’s 
quarto)* and seemed to enjoy a spirited charge of : 
the knights therein described as much as he in mid j 
have done in his best days, placing his walking- j 
stick in rest like a lance, “|p suit the actipn to the 
word.”’ It will not, we ln>i»e, Ttf* decided improper !, 
that we redeem from comparative obscurity a piece 
of poetry so much admired by Scott :— j 

Tlie gates were then thrown open, 

and fort It at once they rushed, 

The outpost> of the Moorish hosts 

hack to the camp were pushed ; { 1 

The camp was all in tumult, 

and there was such a thumb* ; 

Of cymbals and of drums, 

ns if earth would cleave in sunder# 
There you might see the M«>«»r- 

arming themselves in haste. 

And the two main battle.^ 

how they were forming fast : 

Horsemen and footmen mixt, 

a counties* tu <>p and va-f. 

The Moors are muting forward, 

the battle soon must join. 

4 Mv men stand here in order, 
ranged upon a line! 

Let not a man move from his rank 
before I give the sign/ 

Pero Bermuez heard the word, 

but he could not refrain. 

He held the banner in his hand, 

he gave his horse the rein ; 

4 You see yon foremost squadron there, ; 

the thickest of the foes, ; j 

Noble Cid, (iod be your aid, • 

for there your banner goes ! 

Let him that serves and honours it, . j 

show the duty that he owes/ j 

Farneslly the Cid called out, ; 

4 For heaven’s sake In* still!’ | 

Bermuez cried, 4 I cannot hold,’ 
so eager was his will. 

He spurred hi- hor*<e, and drove him on 
amid tin* Moorish rout : 

They strove to win the banner, 

and compassed him about. ; 

Had not his armour been so true, ' J 

he had lost either life or limb; 

The Cid called out again, 

4 For heaven’s sake succour him !* j 
Their shields before their breasts, !i 

forth at once they go, 

Their lances in the re«*t i 

levelled fair and low ; 

Their banners and their crests 

waving in a row, 1 

Their heads all stooping down ; 

towards the saddle bow. t 

The Cid was in the midst, 

his shout was heard afar, ! 

* I am Kui I)»az, | 

the champion of Bivar ; j 

Strike amongst them, gentlemen, \ 

for sweet mercies’ sake !’ j 

There where Bcrmue/ fought j 

annd-t the foe they brake; 

Three hundred bannered knights, 
it was a gallant show ; 

Three hundred Moors* they killed, 
a mtui at every blow; 

When they wheeled and turned, 

os many more lay slain, 
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You might see them raise their lances, 
ami level them again. 

There you might see the breastplates, 

how they were cleft in twain, 
Ami many a Moorish shield 

lie scattered on the plain. 

The pennon* that were white 

marked with a crimson stain. 
The horses running wild 

whose riders had been slain. 


THOM AH CAMJ’UEl.L. 

The most purely correct and classical poet of this 
period, |K»ssesaing also true lyrical tire nnd grandeur, 
is Thomas Cam vuv.i.i,, Uirn in the city of Glasgow 
July 27, 1777. Mr Campbell s father had been an 
extensive merchant, hut was in advanced years 
(sixty-seven) at the time of the poet’s birth. The 



latter was the Benjamin of tin* family, the youngest 
of ten children. and' was educated with great can*. 
Al ftltrfige of thirteen he was placed at the univer¬ 
sity of Glasgow, where he remained six years. In 
the first session of his college life he gained a bur- 
wry for his proficiency in Latin. lie afterwards 
received a prize for the best translation of the Clouds 
of Aristophanes, and in awarding it, Professor Young 
pronounced the ]>oet'« translation to the best 
exercise which had ever been given in by any student 
pf fbCdUilvCT^Hy- TTIS knowledge of G reek litera¬ 
ture was further extended by several months* close 
study in Germany under Professor Heync; but this 
was not till the poet's twenty-second year. On 
leaving the university, Campbell resided a twelve¬ 
month in Argylcshin*. Iliw father was the youngest 
son of a Highland laird—Campbell of Kcrnan—and 
the wild magnificent scenery of the West Highlands 
was thus associated iu his imagination with recol¬ 
lections of his feudal ancestors. His poem on visit¬ 
ing a scene in Argyleshire will occur to our readers: 
It opens as follows: — 


At the silence of twilight’s contemplative hour, 

1 have mused in a sorrowful mood, 

On the wind-shaken weeds that embosom the bower 
Where the home of inv forefathers stood. 

All ruined and wild is their roofless abode. 

Ami lonely the dark raven’s sheltering tree; 

And travelled by few is the grass-covered road. 

Where the hunter of deer and the warrior trode 
To hits hills that encircle the sea. 

A favourite rock or crag, the scene of his mu sings, 
is pointed out in the Island of Mull as the ‘Poet’s 
j Seat.* While living in the Highlands, !Hr Campbell 
j wrote his jhxuii entitled Love and Madness (an elegy 
| <»n the unfortunate Miss Broderick), and several 
; other poems now neglected by their author. The 
loeal celebrity arising from these early fruits of his 
poetical genius, induced Mr Carnplxdl to lay aside 
i the study of the law, which he seriously content* 
j plated, and he repaired to Edinburgh. There he 
Ixvanie acquainted with James Grahame, author of 
the 1 Sabbath/ with Professor Dugald Stewart, Jef¬ 
frey. Brougham, Ac. In Apr.i 1790 he published 
the Pleasures of Hope, dedicated to I)r Anderson, 
tin* steady and generous friend of literature. The 
volume went through four editions in a twelvemonth. 
At the same age pope had published his ‘ Essay on 
( riticism/ also n marvellous work for a youth; but 
the production of ('amptx.ll is more essentially poeti¬ 
cal. and not less correct or harmonious in its num- 
Urs. It captivated all readers by its varying and 
exquisite inelinlv, its jK-lisIud diction, and the vein 
of generous and lofty sentiment which seemed to 
embalm ami sanctify the intire j>oem. The touch¬ 
ing and Kautifui episodes with which it alxmnds 
constituted also a source of deep interest ; and in 
picturing the horrors of war. and the infamous par¬ 
tition of Puland, the jxxt kindled up into a strain of 
noble indignant zeal and prophet-like inspiration. 

< »h, blood it*M picture in the book of time! 

Sanmttia fell, unwept, without a crime; 

Found not a generous friend, a pitying foe. 

Strength in her arm. 1 *, nor mercy in her wo ! 

Propped from her nerveless grasp the shattered spear. 
Closed her bright eye, ami curbed her high career: 
Hope for a season hade the world farewell, 

And freedom shrieked a* Kosciusko fell ! 

The sun went down, nor ceased the carnage there; 
Tumultuous murder shook the midnight air— 

On Prague'* proud arch the tires of ruin glow, 

His blood-dyed waters murmuring far below. 

The storm prevails, the rampart yields a way, 

Bursts the wild cry of horror and dismay ! 

Hark ! as the smouldering piles with thunder fall, 

A thousand shrieks for luq>elc-s mercy call ! 

Karth shook, red meteors flashed along the sky, 

And conscious nature shuddered at the cry ! 

These energetic apostrophes are contrasted with 
sketches of ^juestic tenderness mid finished 

| with the most jH*rfcct *W s fe” 1 n picturesque delinejik- 
j tiqu*.uud witTi highly Tims!cal expresslOJCL Trace* 
! of juvenility may no doubt be IbtrrttPTri the ‘Plea¬ 
sures of Hope*—ji want of connection between the 
different parts of Uiepoem* ftOUlC florid linesa n i O itt- 
pcrfect metaphors; but such a series of beautiful 
and dazzling pictures, so pure and elevated a tone 
of moral feeling, and such vigorous, and 

polished versification, were never ft r r hapa before 
found united tn a poem written at the age of twenty- 
one. Shortly after itn publication Mr Campbell 
visited the continent. He went to Bavaria, then the 
seat of war, and from the monastery of St Jacob 
witnessed the battle of Hohcnlinden, in which (De¬ 
cember 3, 1800) the French under Moreau gained a 
victory over the Austrians. In a letter written at 
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this time, he says, ‘ The sight of Ingoldstat in ruins, 
and Hohenlinden covered with fire, seven miles in 
circumference, were spectacles never to be forgotten.’ 
He has made the memory of Hohenlinden immortal, 
for his stanzas on that conflict form one of the 
grandest battle-pieces that ever was drawn. In a 
few verses, flowing like a choral melody, the poet 
brings before us the silent midnight scene of engage¬ 
ment wrapt in the snows of winter, the sudden arm¬ 
ing for the battle, the press and shout of charging 
squadrons, the flashing of artillery, and the too cer¬ 
tain and dreadful death which falls upon the crowded 
ranks of the combatants. 

Few, few shall part where many meet! 

The snow shall he their winding-sheet; 

And every turf beneath their feet 
Shall be a soldier’s sepulchre! 

The poet intended to pass into Italy—a pilgrim at 
the.shrine of classic genius ; but owing fh the exist¬ 
ing hostilities,‘TilS'cmitirnot proceed, and was stopped 
both on his way to Vienna, and by the route of the 
Tyrol. He returned to Hamburg in 1801 , and re¬ 
sided there some weeks, composing his Evile of Erin, 
and Ye Mariners of England. The former was sug¬ 
gested by an incident like that which befell Smollett 
at Boulogne, namely, meeting with a party of exiles 
who retained a strong love of their native country, 
and a mournful remembrance of its wrongs and 
sufferings. So jealous was the British government 
of that day, that the poet was susjiected of King a 
spy; and on his arrival in Edinburgh, was subjected 
to an examination by the authorities! He lived in 
Edinburgh, enjoying its literary society for upwards 
of a year, and there wrote his Lochiel's Warning. 



Alison Square, Edinburgh.'’' 


This poem being read in manuscript to Sir Walter 
Scott, he requested a perusal of it himself, and then 
repeated the whole from memory—a striking in¬ 
stance of the great minstrels powers of recollection. 
In 1803 Mr Campbell repaired to London, and de¬ 
vo ted himself to literature as a profession He re¬ 
sided foraome "'lime in the house’oTTus mend, Mr 
Telford, the celebrated engineer. Telford continued 
his regard for the poet throughout a long life, and 
remembered him in his will by a legacy of £500.f 

* The Pleasures of Hope were written in this square. 

t A similar amount was bequeathed to Mr Southey, and. 
with a good luck which ope would wish to see always attend 


Mr Campbell wrote several papers for the Edinburgh 
Encyclopaedia (of which Telford had some share), 
including poetical biographies, an account of the 
drama, and an elaborate historical notice of Great 
Britain. lit 5 also compiled Annals of Great Bri- 
ttilrifyVom the Accession of George III. to the Peace 
o f Amiens, in three volumes. Such compilations can 
only be considered iu.tjie light of mental drudgery ; 
but Campion, like Goldsmith, could impart grace 
and interest to task-work. In 180(5. through the ; 
influence of Mr Fox, the government granted a j 
pension to the poet—a well-merited tribute to the 
author of those national strains, Ye Mariners of; 
England, and the Battle of the Baltic. In 1809 was j 
published his second great poem, Gertrude of Wyom- \ 
ing , a Pennsylvanian Tale. The subsequent litenOEy ! 
i liiiou p of Mr Campbell have only, as regards his j 
pyidicttllitime, been subordinate efforts. The Rest of j 
them werenTntributed to the New Monthly Muga- j 
zine, which lie edited for ten years (from 1820 U* ; 
1S,‘U>); and one of these minor poems, the Last Man , ; 
may be ranked aumug his greatest eon cent inns: it is j 
like a sketch by MiehacT Ang?lo or TTenibrandt. j 
lTevious to this time the ]>oet had visited Paris in \ 
company with Mrs Siddnns and John Kembles and : 
enjoyed the sculptured forms arcd other works of art 1 
iu tie Louvre w ith ^icTf niT( r]sity; that they sccrtfCd I 
to give hia mind a new jui.se of the harmony of nxf \ 
—a new visualj>ower of ynjoyiqg Ix-auty. 'Every 
step of approach.’ be says, ‘ to the presenccof the 
Apollo Belvidere, added to my sensations, and all 
recollections of his name in classic poetry a warmed'"; 
on"my miiul a$ "aiwoeiatioriS 

that are conjurW up bythe sweetest music.* Th j 
1818 he again visited Germany, and on hts return 
the following year, he published his Specimens of the ] 
British Poets, with biographical and critical notices, j 
in seven volumes.* r |Tit* justness and ticuuty of Ins f 
critical dissertations have t^‘ii un|> T (!TlalTy admitted; 
some of them are perfect itiydfds of i bartc Tct ani¬ 
mated crjikiam. in 1«20 Mr raiiiptKBlIeTfrcTTd n 
crrnHfe of lectures on jHx:try at the Surrey institu¬ 
tion; in 1824 he published Thewiric, and other JWms; 
and, though busy in establishing the I/»ndon uni¬ 
versity, he was, in 1827, honoured w ith the graceful 
compliment of being elected lord rector of the uni¬ 
versity of his native city. This distinction was 

poets’ leimeies, the Minis wen- nearly doubled in consequence 
of the testator's effects far exceeding what he belie red to he 
their value. Thomas Telford - 1H34' was himself * 

rhymester in his youth. He was born on pr*‘tic ground, amidst 
the scenes of old Hcottidt song, green hilts, ami the oilier ad¬ 
juncts of a landscafic of great sylvan and pastoral beauty. 
Rnkdale, his native district <where he li\<*«1 till nearly twenty, 
first as a shepherd, and afterwards a-* a stone mason , wa»a Iso 
the birthplace of Armstrong and Mickle. Telford wrote a 
poem descriptive of this classic dale, hut it is only a feeble 
paraphrase of (Goldsmith, lie addressed an epistle to Hum*, 
part of which is published by Currie, These boyish studio* 
and predilections contrast strangely with the severer pursuit* 
of bis after years as a mathematician and engineer. In hi* 
original occupation of a stone mason, cutting name* on tomb¬ 
stones (in which he excelledi, we can fanc y him chewing his 
solitary labours with vision* of literary eminence, rivalling the 
fame of Milton or 8hak*pean., but it i* difficult to conceive 
him at the same time dreaming of work* 1 Ike the Meuai 
Bridge or the Pon'-cy-sylte aqueduct in Wakw. We should a* 
soon expect to aev the ‘gnarled and upwedgeabla a*3nS08| 
from a graft On a myrtle. He hail, however, received, an early 
architecturalor MKjflnccring bias by poring over th* plate* and 
description* in It oil In’* history, which he read by hi* mother** 
fireside, or in the open air while herding sheep. Telford wa*| 
liberal-minded and benevolent man. 

^ A second eitntmf fifth 1* work wa* published fa 1841, la one 
largo volume, edited, with mm and ta*le, by Mr Paler Cun¬ 
ningham. 
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continued and heightened by his re-election the two 
following years. He afterwards (with a revival of 
his early love of wandering) made a voyage to 
Algiers, of which he published an account in the 
New Monthly Magazine, since collected and printed 
in two volumes. In 1842 he published the Pilgrim 
of Glencoe , and other Poems. lie has issued various 
editions of his poetical works, some of them illus¬ 
trated by Turner and Harvey; and they continue to 
delight new generations of readers, by whom the poet 
is regarded witUAlMMCCJ^ernticjn due to an established 
(wJbwnflnarVn glish classic*. 

The g eni us rod Tftsfc of Campbell resemble those 
of (Tj gyT He display# Jtlie same deliejer nmdrarttr 
or"sentiment, ffu,;ivld perception of Scanty 
^d4dt-«+ TrrrrfThesH, eqijai pict unwgiuflieM and eh.*- 
vafultr ofJlUlUaCr)'. and the saiii^TTyriail and.i'00‘ 
eiidffrtrfcd^ cxpnnud<>n. The diction of imth 

is elaborately choice and select. Campt>ell bus 
•greater ?nrrCnit r Ks aiYd gtuinG1(?BB of pathos, springing 
frfim deep moral feeling, and a refined sensitiveness 
of nature. Neither cun la? termed iwildlv original or 
Inventive, hut thev*botli possess sublimity -Gray in 
his two magnificent odes, and Campbell in various 
passages of the * Pleasure* of I*o|x»,’ and esjXM-iully 
in his war-songs op lyrics, which form the richest 
offering . ever made bv poetry at the* Ktiiim? of ^irr- 
tflotism. The general tone of his verse is ej pny 
muflTrm, and tm*llifitioiis ~-jl.jst.rv.fon, of .mild harmony 
TttcT<TeTi7'TrriTs TiiTTfV "tbtWing through the Losorh- 
sc ; c7Trr7TTiTu with Images scatter**! heparately, like 
flowers, on its surface, and tx-.uitii.jk of expression 


the savage chief Outalissi is finished^^iUj^nimitable 
skill and truth :— ^ 

Par differently the mute Oneyda took 
Ills calumet of peace and cup of joyj 
AsjggamiicriFal brofizc unchanged nis look : 

JCm u 1 tliat pHyToucheOfKnt never^ook ; 

Trained from his tree-rocked cradle to Ms bier 
The fierce extreme of good and Ill to brook f 
Impassive— fearing but the shame of fear— 

A stoic of the woods—a man*without ft tear. 

The loves of Gertrude and Waldegnyre, the pa¬ 
triarchal Albert, and the sketches of rich sequestered 
Pennsylvanian scenery,'aTso show the fiiuahid art of 
the poet, The concluding description of the battle, 
and the death of the heroine, are superior to any¬ 
thing in tin* ‘Pleasures of Hopeami though the 
plot is simple, and occasionally obscure (as if tbe 
TUStl<Tiousness of Hie poet had made Min reject the 
ordTuary material* of a story), the poem has alto¬ 
gether so much of the dramatic spirit, that it? jeha- 
racters are distinctly ;ujd vividly impressed oh tlie 
mind of the reader, and the valley of "Wyoming, 
with Its green declivities, lake, apd forest, instantly 
takes Its place among the imperishable trcftf jires of 
the memory. The poem of O'Connor's Child is an¬ 
other exquisite iy finished and pathetic tale. The 
rugged and' ferocious features of ancient feudal 
flt'aiihcrs and family pride arc there displayed in 
cofmertion with female suffering* love, and beauty, 
and with the romantic and warlike colouring suited 
to the 


« . — - - country and the times. It is full of antique 

interwoven with it—curtail) words and j.h rases 41 C 4 grace juid passionate energy—-the mingled light and 
logical.power whicjti m vacA*nU the memory. His j ghxun of fltr Wild Celtic cliaractgr and Hdnsptftjpn. 
style rise* and falls gracefully with las subject, hut | Rec<»r 
without any ap[xMnmc^-tif tmff.'tTLr harmony or 
direct’remiublahcc. Tn his highest puls** of excite¬ 
ment, the cadence of his verse Grumes deep and 
stronjg, vilflibiif IjMUg iu liquid smoothness; tire 
4* * dp*id : but nev< r merflou* the 
limits prv^cribul by a curr*M*t tusLe and regulated 
nincr plfli*i“ny e. The Hindaric flights of Gray justi- 
ffedd ^klder an d more rapid trauatiiou*. inscription 
is ir<*tpW7foTfiTiiiiiit in either poet, but is adopted as 
an auxiliary to some deeper emotion or sentiment. 

Campbell seems, h »\vcver, to have sympathised more 
extensively with nature, and to have studied her 
phenomena more attentively than Gray. .His resi¬ 
dence in the Highlands, in view of the sea and wild 
Hebrides, had gjyep. expansiveness as well as in¬ 
tensity ta iu* ooUlaryconremjdBJIfttil. His sym¬ 
pathies are also more widely divuraified with respect 
to the condition of'’"Ruinunity, and the hopes and 
prospects of With all his classic’ predilec¬ 

tions, he is not™ as he has himself remarked of 
Crab be- —a la udator tempw** wrflh-kuj; a decided lover 
o f later tlines. Age has not quenched bis zeal fpr 

public irei^Tom oT thc timhained exercise of the- 
human iijtcdTt'ef; and, With equal cunsUtaucy in 
in opinions, he is now meditating a w ork 


on Greek literature, by which, fifty years since, he 
first a cluevy diliatmcfion. 

Many can date their first love of poetry from their 
perusal of Campbell. In youth, the 4 Pleasures of 
Hope’ is generally preferred. Like its elder brother, 
the * Pleasures of Imagination,’ the poem is fujl of 
pinions of romantic beauty and unchecked ehtSu- 


- 

^>TC-q 


The bloom of young. Desire, oi&l 

In riper yearn, when the tasTe becomes matured, 
‘Gertrude of Wyoming’ rises in estimation. Its 
beautiful home-scenes go more closely to the heart, 
f character and passion writtog* * 
feet groin*. The portrait" of i 


Heeling the dramatic effect of these tales, and 
the power evinc ed in Loehicl and the naval odes, we 
cannot but regret that Campbell did not, in his days 
of passion, venture into the circle of the tragic 
drama, a field so welT adapfed lo his genius, and 
essayed by nearly all his great poetical contempo¬ 
raries. 

I Picture of Domestic Lore.] 

(From the ‘ Pleasures of Hope,'] 

Thy pencil traces on the lover’s thought 
Some cottage-lmrue, from towns and toil remote, 
Where love and lore may claim alternate hours, 

With peace embosomed in Idalian bowers! 

Remote from bu*y life's bewildered way. 

O’er all his heart shall Taste and Beauty sway ; 

Free on the sunny slope or winding shore, 

With hermit-steps to wander and adore! 

There shall he love, when genial mom appears, 

I.ike pensive Beauty smiling in her tears, 

To watch the brightening roses of the sky, 

And muse on nature with a poet’s eye! 

Ami when the sun’s last splendour lights the deep. 
The woods and waves, and murmuring winds asleep, 
When fain* harps the Hesperian planet hail, 

And the lone cuckoo sighs along the vale, 

His path shall be where streamy mountains swell 
Their shadowy grandeur o’er the narrow dell; 

Where mouldering piles and forests intervene. 
Mingling with darker tints the living green; 

No circling hills his ravished eye to bound, 

Heaven, earth, and <>cean blazing all around! 

The moon is up—the watch-tower dimly burn*— 
And down the vale his sober step returns; 

But pauses oft as winding rockrconvey 
The still sweet fall of music far away ; 

And oft he lingers from his home awhile. 

To watch the dying notes, and start., and smile! 

Let winter come ! let polar spirits sweep 
The darkening world, and tempest-troubled deej>; 
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Though boundless snows the withered heath deform, 
And the dim sun scarce wanders through the storm, 
Yet shall the smile of social love repay, 

With mental light, the melancholy day! 

And when its short and sullen noon is o’er, 

The ice-chained waters slumbering on the shore, 

How bright the faggots in his little hall 

Blaze on the hearth, and warm the pictured wall! 

How blest he names, in love’s familiar tone, 

The kind fair friend by nature marked his own ; 
And, in the waveless mirror of his mind, 

Views the fleet years of pleasure left behind, 

Since when her empire o’er his heart began— 

Since first he called her his before the holy man ! 

Trim the gay taper in his rustic dome, 

And light the wintry paradise of home ; 

And let the half-uncurtained window hail 
Some wayworn man benighted in the vale! 

Now, while the moaning night-wind rages high, 

As sweep the shot-stars down the troubled sky ; 
While fiery hosts in heaven’s wide circle play, 

And bathe in lurid light the milky way; 

Safe from the storm, the meteor, and the shower, 
Some pleasing page shall charm the solemn hour ; 
With pathos shall command, with wit beguile 
A generous tear of anguish, or a smile! 

[Battle of Wyoming f and Ikatk of Gertrude.] 

Heaven’s verge extreme 
Reverberates the bomb’s descending star— 

And sounds that mingled laugh, and shout, and 
scream, 

To freeze the blood, in one discordant jar, 

Rung to the pealing thunderbolts of war. 

Whoop after whoop with rack the ear assailed, 

As if unearthly fiends had burst their bar ; 

While rapidly the marksman’s shot prevailed: 

And aye, as if for death, some lonely trumpet wailed. 

Then looked they to the hills, where fire o’erhung 
The bandit groups in one Vesuvian glare ; 

Or swept, far seen, the tower, whose clock unrung, 
Told legible that midnight of despair. 

She faints—she falters not—the heroic fair, 

As he the sword and plume in haste arrayed. 

One short embrace—he clasp’d his dearest care ; 

But hark ! what nearer war-drum shakes the glade ! 
Joy, joy! Columbia’s friends are trampling through 
the shade! 

Then came of every race the mingled swarm, 

Far rung the groves and gleamed the midnight grass 
With flambeau, javelin, and naked ami ; 

As warriors wheeled their culverins of brass, 

Sprung from the woods, a bold athletic mass, 

Whom virtue fire*, and liberty combines : 

And first tin ' -ravian yagers pass, 

His plumed h dark Iberian joins ; 

And Scotia’s sword beneath the Highland thistle 
shines. 

And in the buskined hunters of the deer 
To Albert’s home with shout and cymbal throng: 
Roused by their warlike pomp, arid mirth, and cheer, 
Old Outalissi woke his battle-song, 

And, beating with his war-club cadence strong, 

Tells how his deep-stung indignation smarts; 

Of them that wrapt his house in flames, erelong 
To whet a dagger ©n their stony hearts, 

And smile avenged ere yet his eagle spirit parts. 

Calm, opposite the Christian father rose, 

Pale on his venerable brow its rays 
Of martyr-light the conflagration throws; 

One hand upon his lovely child he Jays, 


And one the uncovered crowd to silenco sways ; j 

While, though the battle-flash is faster driveu-— I 
Unawed, with eye unstartled by the blaze, 

He for his bleeding country prays to Heaven, j 

Prays that the men of blood themselves may be for* f 
given. | 

Short time is now for gratulating speech : | 

And yet, beloved (iertrude, ere began 

Thy country’s flight yon distant towers to reach, 

Looked not on thee the rudest partisan 

With brow relaxed to love ! And murmurs ran, 

As round and round their willing ranks they drew, 
From beauty’s sight to shield the hostile van. 

(irateful on them a placid look she threw, 

Nor wept, but as she bade her mother’s grave adieu I 

Past was the flight, and welcome seemed the toiycr, 

That like a giant standard-bearer frowned 
Defiance on the roving Indian power. 

Beneath, each bold ami promontory mound 
W ith embrasure embossed and armour crowned, 

And arrowy fri/.e, and wedged r jo (din, 

Wove like a diadem its tracery round 
The lofty summit of that mountain green ; 

Here stood secure the group, and eyed a distant /cene, 

A scene of death ! where fire> beneath the sun, 

And blended anus, and white pavilions glow ; 

And for the business of destruction done, 

Its requiem the war-horn seemed to blow: 

There, sad spectatress of her country’s wo ! 

The lovely (iertrude, safe from present harm, 

Had laid her cheek, and clasped her hands of snow 
On Waldegmve’s shoulder, half within his arm 
Kudosed, that felt her heart, and hushed its wild 
alarm ! , 

j But short that contemplation— Mid and short 
The pause to bid each much-loved scene adieu! 

Beneath the very shadow of the lbrt, 

Where friendly swords were drawn, and banners flew; 
Ah ! wh<* could deem that foot of Indian crew 
W'a* near f— yet there, with lust of murderous deeds, 
(Beamed like a basilisk, from wihwJ* in view, 

The ambushed foeinan'« eye his volley speeds, 

And Albert, Albert falls! the dear old father bleed* ! , 

And tranced in giddy horror, (iertrude swooned ; 

Yet, while she clasps him lifeless to her zone, 

Say, burst they, Ixurowc-d from her father’* wound. 

These drops! Oh Hod ! the life-blood »h her own! 

And faltering, on her Waldegrave’s lw»*om thrown—• 

4 Weep not, O love !’ she cries , 4 to see me bleed ; 

Thee, (iertrude’* sad survivor, thee alone 
Heaven’s peace commiserate ; for scarce I heed 
These wounds; >et thee to leave is death, is death 
indeed ! 

Clasp me a little longer on tin* brink 
Of fate ! while I can feel thy dear caress ; 

And when this heart hath cenwd to beat—oh ! think, 
And let it mitigate thy wo’s excels, 

That thou hast been to me all tenderness, 

And friend to more than human frituidship just. 

Oh ! by that retrospect of happiness, 

And by the hopes of an immortal trust, 

Ood shall assuage thy pangs—when I am laid in duit! 

Oo, Henry, go riot back, when I depart, 

The scene thy bursting tears too deep will move, 

Where my dear father took thee to his heart, j' 

And (iertrude thought it ecMary to rove j| 

With thee, as with an angel, through the grove !} 

Of peace, imagining her lot wan cast . j 

In heaven ; for oum was not like earthly love, } 

j And n)U *t this parting be our very last! j 

I No ! 1 shall love thee atill, when death iteelf is paet, j 
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Half could I bear, moth inks, to leave thin earth, 

And thee, more loved than aught beneath the sun, 

If I had lived to smile but on the birth 

Of one dear pledge. But Hhall there then be none, 

Tn future time* - no gentle little one 
To clasp thy neck, and look, resembling me ? 

Vet seems it, even while life’s lust pulses run, 

A sweetness in the cup of death to be, 

Lord of my bosom’s love ! to die beholding thee !’ 
Hushed were his Gertrude's lip*! but still their bland 
And beautiful expression seemed to melt 
With love that could not die ! and still his hand 
She presses to the heart no more that felt. 

Ah, heart! where oner each fond affection dwelt, 

And features yet that spoke a soul more fair. 

Mute, gazing, agonizing as he knelt - 

Of thpm that stood encircling his despair 

lie heard some friendly words; but knew not w hat 

# they were. 

Frr now to mourn their judge and child arrive* 

A faithful land. With solemn rite* U*tween, 

*Twas sung how thev were lovely in their lives, 

And in their death* hud not divided Wen. 

Tnntdicd by the music and the n Iting scene. 

Was scarce one tenrl ( e*s eye mniibi the crowd — 

Stern warriors, resting on their swords, were seen 
To veil their eyes, as passed each much-loved shroud— 
While woman’* softer soul in wo dissolved aloud. 
Then mournfully the parting bugle bid 
Its farewell o’er the grave of worth and truth ; 

Prone t<> the du»t iitHincd Waldegrave hid 
His face on earth ; him watched, in irloomy ruth. 

His woodland guide: but words had none to s«*>the 
The grief that knew not consolation’s name ; 

Casting hi* Indian mantle oYr the youth, 

He watched, beneath it* fold*, each burnt that came, 
Convulsive, ague like, across his shuddering frame! 

‘ And 1 could weep,’ the Oneyda chief 
His descant wildly thw* Wgun ; 

* But that I may not stain with grief 
The death-song of my father’s hoii, 

Or bow this head in wo ! 

For, by my wrong*, and bv my wrath, 

To-morrow Areouski’s breath. 

That fires von heaven with storms of death, 

Shall light us to the foe : 

And we shall share, my Christian boy, 

The foeman’s blood, the avenger’s joy ! 

But thee, mv flower, whose breath was given 
Bv milder genii o’er the deep, 

Tlic spirits «»f the white man’s heaven 
Forbid not thee to weep : 

Nor will the Christian host, 

Nor will thy father’s spirit grieve, 

To nee thee, on the battle’s eve, 

Lamenting, take a mournful leave 
Of her who loved thee most : 

She was the rainbow to thy sight! 

'Thy nun--thy heaven of lost delight! 

To-morrow let us do or die. 

But when the bolt of death is hurled, 

Ah ! whither then with thee to fly. 

Shall Outalissi roam the world ! 

Seek we thy once-loved home 1 

The hand in gone that cropt its flowers ; 

Unheard their clock rejxmta its hours ; 

Cold is the hearth within their bowers : 

And should we thither roam. 

Its echoes ami its empty tread 
Would sound like voices from the dead! 

Or shall we cross yon mountains blue, 

Whose streams mV kindred nation quaffed, 

And by my side, m battle true, 

A thousand warriors drew the shaft 1 


Ah I there, in desolation cold. 

The desert serpent dwells alone, 

Where grass o’ergrows each mouldering bone, 
And stones themselves to ruin grown, 

Like me, are death-like old. 

Then seek we not their camp ; for there 
The silence dwells of rriy despair I 

But hark, the trump ! to-morrow thou 
In glory’s tires shalt dry thy tears: 

Even from the land of shadows now 
My father’s awful ghost appears 
Amidst the clouds that round us roll ; * 

He bids my soul for buttle thirst— 

He bids me dry the last—the fir t— 

The only tear* that ever burst 
! From Outulissi’a soul ; 

Because I may not stain with grief 
» The death-song of an Indian chief!* 

Yr Mariners of England* 

Ye mariners of England! 

That guard our native seas ; 

Whose flag has braved a thousand years, 
The battle and the breeze! 

Your gb rous standard launch again 
To match another foe 1 
And sweep through the deep 
While the stormy tempests blow ; 

While the battle ruge* loud and long. 

And the stormy tempests blow. 

The spirit* of your father 
Miall start from every wave ! 

For the deck it was their field of fame, 
And ocean u«* their grave; 

Where Blake and mighty Nelson fell. 
Your manly hearts shall glow, 

As ye sweep through the deep 
While the stormy tempests blow ; 

While the battle rages loud and long. 

And the stormy tempests blow. 

Britannia needs no bulwark, 

No towers along the steep ; 

Her march is o’er the mountain-wavea. 

Her home is on the deep. 

With thunders from her native oak 
She quells the floods below. 

As they roar on the shore 
When the stormy tempest* blow; 

When the battle rages loud and long, 

And the stormy tempests blow. 

The meteor flag of England 
Shall yet terrific burn ; 

Till danger’s troubled night depart. 

And the star of peace return. 

Then, then, ye ocean-warriors ! 

Our *ong and feast shall flow 
To the fame of your name, 

When the storm has ceased to blow; 
When the fiery fight is heard no more. 
And the storm has ceased to blow! 

Hohenlmden* 

On Linden, when the sun was low. 

All bloodies# lay the untrodden snow, 
And dark as winter was the flow 
Of Iser, rolling rapidly. 

But Linden saw another sight. 

When the drum beat at dead of night, 
Commanding fires of death to light 
The darkness of her scene*?. 
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By torch and trumpet fast arrayed, 

Each horseman drew his battle-blade, 

And furious every charger neighed 
To join the dreadful revelry. 

Then shook the hills with thunder riven, 

Then rushed the steed to battle driven, 

And louder than the bolts of heaven 
Far flashed the rod artillery. 

But redder yet that light shall glow 
On Linden’s hills of stained snow, 

And Woodier yet the torrent flow 
Of Iser, rolling rapidly. 

. ’Tis morn, but scarce yon level sun 

Can pierce the war-clouds, rolling dun, 
Where furious Frank and fiery Hun 
Shout in their sulphurous canopy. 

The combat deepens. On, ye brave, 

; Who rush to glory, or the grave ! 

: Wave, Munich? all thy banners wave, 

And charge with all thy chivalry. 

Few, few shall part where many meet I 
The snow shall be their winding-sheet ; 

And every turf beneath their feet 
Shall be a soldier’s sepulchre. 

[From 1 The Last Man'] 

All worldly shapes shall melt in gloom— 

The sun himself must die, 

Before this mortal shall assume 
Its immortality ! 

I saw a vision in my sleep, 

That gave my spirit strength to sweep 
Adown the gulf of time! 

I saw the last of human mould 
That shall creation's death behold, 

As Adam saw her prime 1 

The sun’s eye had a sickly glare, 

The earth with age was wan ; 

The skeletons of nations were 
Around that lonely man ! 

Some had expired in fight—the brands 
Still rusted in their bony bands— 

In plague and famine some : 

Earth’s cities had no sound or tread, 

And ships were drifting with the dead 
To shores where all was dumb ! 

Yet, prophet-like, that lone one stood, 

With dauntless words and high, 

That shook the sere leaves from the wood, 

As if a storm passed by ; 

Saying, ‘ We are twins in death, proud sun ; 

Thy face is «■..].!, thy race is run, 

’Tis merev bids thee go. 

For thou, ten thousand thousand years, 

Hast seen the tide of human tears, 

That shall no longer flow. 

* * « 

This spirit shall return to Him 
That gave its heavenly spark ; 

Yet think not, sun, it shall he dim, 

When thou thyself art dark ! 

No! it shall live again, and shine 
In bliss unknown to beams of thine, 

By Him recalled to breath, 

Who captive led captivity, 

Who robbed the grave of victory, 

And took the sting from death !* 

* As Mr Campbell’s poetical works are small in bulk, how¬ 
ever valuable, we should not have quoted even so many as the 
limited number of specimens, had we not obtained the express 
permission of the author. 


MATTHEW GREGORY LEWIS. 

Matthew Gregory Lewis, author of The 
Monk , was born in London in the year 1773. Ills 
father was deputy secretary in the war-office— a 
lucrative situation—and was owner also of extensive 
West Indian possessions. Matthew was educated 
at Westminster school, where he was more remark¬ 
able for bis love of theatrical exhibitions than for 
his love of learning. On leaving Westminster, he 
was entered of Christ Church college, Oxford, but 
remained only a short period, being sent to Germany 
with the view of acquiring a knowledge of the lan¬ 
guage of that country. When a child, Lewis had 



Mattnou (injury Ix'w U. 

j pored over (ihmvilh on Witches, and other books 
| of diablerie ; and in Germany he found abundant 
j food of the same description. Romance and the 
I drama were bis favourite studies; and whilst resi¬ 
dent abroad, he conijHised his story of * The Monk/ 
a work more extravagant in its use of supernatural 
machinery than any previous English tale of mo¬ 
dern times, and disfigured with passages of great 
licentiousness. The novel was publodied in 17tC>, and 
attracted much attention. A prosecution, it is said, 
was threatened on account of the jaecant scenes 
and descriptions; to avert which, Lewis pledged 
himself to recall the printed copies, and to recast 
the work in another edition. The author continued 
through life the same strain of marvellous and 
terrific composition'—now clothing it in verse, now 
infusing it into the scenes of a drama, and at other 
times expanding it into regular tales. His Feudal 
Ti/rants , liomantit: Files, Ins Tales of Terror , and 
Tales of H Ondvr, and his numerous plays, all be¬ 
speak the same parentage as ‘ The Monk/ and none 
of them excel it. Ills tx*»t |*oetry, as well as prose, 
is to he found in this novel; for, like Mrs llaueliffe, 
Lewis introduced poetical compositions into hit talcs; 
ami his ballads of Alnn.ro the Brave and Durandarie 
wx*re as attractive as any of the adventures of Am* 
brosio the monk. Flushed with the brilliant success 
of his romance, and fond of distinction and high 
>eicty, Jaw is procured a seat in parliament, and 
was returned for the borough of Hlndon. He found 
himself disqualified by nature for playing the part 
of an orator or politician; and though he retained 
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his scat till the dissolution of parliament, he never 
attempted to address the house. The theatres offered 
a more attractive field for his genius; and his play 
of The Cattle Spectre , produced in 1797, was an* 
plauded as enthusiastically and more universally 
than his romance. Connected with his dramatic 
fame a very interesting anecdote is related in the 
Memoirs and Correspondence of Lewis, published in 
1839. It illustrates Ids native benevolence, which, 
amidst all the frivolities of fashionable life, and the 
excitement of misapplied talents, was a conspicuous 
feature in his character : — 

‘ Hcing one autumn on his way to participate in 
the enjoyments of the* season with the rest of the 
fashionable world at a celebrated watering-place, he 
passed through a small country town, in which chance 
occasioned his temporary sojourn: here also were 
locnrt*d a company of strolling players, whose jkt- 
formance he one evening witnessed. Among them 
wjis a young actress, whose lieneflt was on tin* tapix, 
and who, on hearing of the arrival of a person so 
talked of as Monk Lewis, waited upon him at the 
inn, to request th<*tvn/ trifling favour of an original 
piece from his pen. The lady pleaded in terms that 
urgiM the spirit of benevolence to advocate her cause 
in a heart never eldsed to such apjieiU. Ia»wis had 
by him at that time an unpublished trifle, called 
“The Hindoo BriT •/’ in which a widow' was immo¬ 
lated on tin* funeral pile of her husband. Tin- sub- 
jeet was one well suited to attract a country audience, 
and he determined thus to appropriate the drama. 
The delighted suppliant departed all j«»y and grati¬ 
tude at being requested to call for tin* manuscript the 
next day. lx*wis, however, soon diseovered that In- 
had been reckoning without his host, for, on searching 
the travelling-desk which contained many of his p.i- 
jH-rs, “The Bride’’ was nowhere to be found, hating, 
in fact, tn-en left lH.hind in Tow n. Exceedingly an¬ 
noyed by this circumstance, w hich there was no time 
to remedy, the dramatist took a pondering stroll 

through the rural environs of li-. A sudden 

shower obliged him to take refuge within a huckster’s 
shop, where the usual curtained half-glass dour in 
the rear ojamed to an adjoining apartment: from 
this room he heard two voices in earnest conversa¬ 
tion, and in one of them recognised that of his thea¬ 
trical jvetitioner of the morning, apparently replying 
to the feebler tones of age and infirmity. “ There 

now, mother, always that old story.when I've just 

brought such good news too—after I’ve had the 
face to call on Mr Monk Ia-wis, and found him so 
different to what lexjx. l eted; so good-humoured, so 
affable, and willing to assist me. I did not say a 
word about you, mother; for though in some respects 
it might have done good, I thought it would seem 
so like a lagging affair ; so I merely represented my 
late ill-success, ami )u promised to give me an origi¬ 
nal drama, which he had with him, for my benefit. 
I hope he did not think me too hold!*’ “ 1 hoja* not, 
June,” replied the feeble voice; ** only don't do these 
things again without consulting me; for you don't 

know the world, and it may \ns thought- M The 

sun just then gave a broad hint that the shower had 
ceased, and the sympathising author returned to his 
inn, and having penned the following letter, ordered 
post-horses, and despatched a porter to the young 
actress with the epistle. 

44 Madam—I am truly sorry to acquaint you that 
my Hindoo Bride has behaved most improperly— 
in fact, whether the lady has eloped or not, it seems 
the does not choose to make her appearance, either 
for pour benefit or mine: and to say the truth, I 
don't at this moment know where to find her. I 
take the liberty to jest upon the subject, because 1 
really do not think you will have any cause to regret 


her non-appearance; having had an opportunity of 
witnessing your very admirable performance of a far 
superior character, in a style true to nature, and 
which reflects upon you the highest credit I allude 
to a most interesting scene, in w hich you lately sus¬ 
tained the character of 44 The Daughter!" Brides of 
ali denominations hut too often prove their empire 
delusive; but the character you have chosen will 
improve upon every representation, both in the esti¬ 
mation of the public and the satisfaction of your 
ow n excellent heart For the infinite gratification I 
have received, I must long consider myself in your 
debt. Trusting you will permit the enclosed (fifty 
pounds) in some measure to discharge th- same, X 
remain, madam, (with sentiments of respect and ad¬ 
miration), your sincere well-wisher—M. G. Lewis.”’ 

In Ixoi appeared Ia*wU’s 4 Tales of Wonder/ A 
ghost or a w itch was, he said, a tine <jua non ingre¬ 
dient in all the dishes of which he meant to compose 
his hobgoblin repast, and Sir Walter Scott contributed 
to it some of his noble ballads. Scott met Lewis in 
Edinburgh in 1798, and so humble were then his 
own a-piration«. and so brilliant the reputation of 
the 4 Monk,’ that he declared, thirty years after¬ 
wards. le* never felt such elation as when Lewis 
asked him to dine with him at his hotel! I>ewis 
schooled the f. ;vat p'* t on his incorrect rhyme, and 
proved himself, as; Scott says, ‘a martinet ill the j 
accuracy of rhymes and jiutmIkts/ Sir Walter baa ) 
recorded that Lewis was fonder of great people than j 
he ought to have 'heen, either as a man of talent or ' 
as a man of 1.«shion. 4 He had always,’ he says, : 
4 dukes and duchesses in hi> mouth, and was pathe¬ 
tically fond of any one that had a title; you would 
have sworn he had b< en a jHirrenu of yesterday; yet 
he had lived all his life in good society/* Vet Scott 
regarded la wis \\ ith no small atlectiun. ‘ He was,' 
added he, 4 one of the kindest ami l*-st creatures 
that ever lived. His father and mother lived sepa¬ 
rately. Mr Lewis allowed his son a handsome in¬ 
come, hut reduced it by more than one-half when 
he found that he paid his mother a moiety of it. 
Mat. restricted himself in all his expenses, and 
shared the diminished income with her as before. 
He did much good by stealth, and was a most gene¬ 
rous creature." The sterling worth of his character 
has Invn illustrated by the publication of his cor- 
rospondenoe, which, slumbering twenty years after 
his death, first disclosed to the public the calm good 
sense, discretion, and right feeling which were con¬ 
cealed by the exaggerated romance of his writings, 
and his gay and frivolous appearance and manners. 
The death of Lewis’s father made the poet a man of 

* Of (hi** weakness Myron record* an mousing instance:— 

‘ Lewi#, nt Out lands, w a* observed one morning to have his 
eye* red and hi* air sentimental: Wing asked why? he replied, 
that when people said anything kind to him it affected him 
deeply, " ami just now the Duchess u*f York* has said some¬ 
thin# mi kind to me, that —*’ here tears began to How. “ Never 
mind, Lewis," said Colonel Armstrong to him, “never mind 
- don't vry—shf could not mean if.*'' Lewis was of extremely 
diminutive stature. ‘ I remember a picture of him,* say* Scott, 

4 by founders, being handed round at Dalkeith house. The 
artist had ingeniously flung a dark folding mantle around the 
form, under which was half hid a dagger, a dark lantern, or 
Mime such cut throat appurtenance. With All this, the fea¬ 
ture* were preserved ami ennobled. It passed from hand to 
hand into that of Henry Duke of Hucclem h, who, hearing the 
general voice affirm that it was very like—said aloud, “ Like 
Mut. Lewi** Why, that picture** like a Max!** He looked, 
and lo ! Mat. Lewis'* head was at his elbow. This boyislinesa 
went through life with him. He was n child, and a spoiled 
child—but a child of high imagination, and so he wasted him¬ 
self on ghost stories and German romances, He had the finest 
ear for the rhythm of verse I ever met with— finer than 
Byron’*.' 
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independent fortune. He succeeded to considerable 
plantations in the West Indies, besides a large sum 
of money; and in order to ascertain personally the 
condition of the slaves on his estate, he sailed for 
the West Indies in 1815. Of this voyage he wrote 
a narrative, and kept journals, forming the most 
interesting and valuable production of his pen. The 
manner in which the negroes received him on his 
arrival amongst them he thus describes:— 

‘ As soon as the carriage entered my gates, the 
uproar and confusion which ensued sets all descrip¬ 
tion at defiance. The works wore instantly all 
abandoned; Everything that had life came flocking 
to the house from all quarters; and not only the 
men, and the women, and the children, hut. “by a 
bland assimilation,” the hogs, and the dogs, and the 
geese, and the fowls, and the turkeys, all came 
hurrying along by instinct, to see what could pos¬ 
sibly be the matter, and seemed to bo afraid of 
arriving too late. Whether the pleasure of the 
negroes was sincere, may bo doubted ; but, certainly, 
it was the loudest that lover witnessed: they Jill 
talked together, sang, danced, shouted, and, in the 
violence of their gesticulations, tumbled over each 
other, and rolled about upon the ground. Twenty 
voices at once inquired after uncles, and aunts, and 
grandfathers, and great-gramlmothers of mine, who 
had been buried long before I was in existence, and 
whom, I verily believe, most of them only knew by 
tradition. One woman held up her little naked 
black child to me, grinning from ear to ear—“ Look, 
mossa, look here! him nice lilly neger for niassa!" 
Another complained—“ So long since none come see 
we, niassa; good mass a come at last." As for the 
old people, they were all in one and the same story: 
now they had lived once to see niassa, they were 
ready for dying to-morrow—“ them no care.” 

The shouts, the gaiety, the wild laughter, their 
strange and sudden hursts of singing and dancing, 
and several old women, wrapped up in large cloaks, 
their heads bound round with difierent-colourcd 
handkerchiefs, leaning on a staff, and standing mo¬ 
tionless in the middle of the hubbub, with their eves 
fixed upon the portico which I occupied, formed an 
exact counterpart of the festivity of the witches in 
Macbeth. Nothing could lx* more odd or more 
novel than the whole scene; and yet there was 
something in it by which I could not help being 
affected. Perhaps it w as the consciousness that all 
these human beings were my slaves. To lx: sure, 1 
never saw’ people look more happy in my life, and I 
believe their condition to lx: much more comfortable 
than that of the labourers of Great Britain; and, 
after all, slavery in their case is but another name 
for servitude, now that no more negroes can lx* for¬ 
cibly carried away from Africa, and subjected to the 
horrors of the vnvmre, and of the seasoning after ; 
their arrival. 11 I had already experienced, 1 

in the morning. Juliet was wrong in saying 
“What’s in a name?” for, soon after my reaching ; 
the lodging-house at Savannah la Mur, a remarkably j 
clean-looking negro lad presented himself with some J 
water and a towel. I concluded him to belong to 
the inn ; and on my returning the towel, as he found | 
that I took no notice of him, he at length ventured 
to introduce himself, by saying, “ Mussa not know’ 
me — me your slave!” and really the sound made me 
feel a pang at the heart. The lad ap;x*ared all 
gaiety and good humour, and his whole countenance 
expressed anxiety to recommend himself to my 
notice; but the word “ slave” seemed to imply that, ] 
although he did feel pleasure then in serving me, if 
he had detested me he must have served me still. ! 
I really felt quite humiliated at the moment, and ! 
was tempted to tell him—“ Do not say that again, 


say that you arc my negro, but do not call yourself 
my slave.” * 

Lewis returned to England in 1816, but w’ent back 
to .Jamaica the following year. He found that bis 
attorney had grossly mismanaged his property, being 
generally absent on business of bis own, and intrust¬ 
ing the whole to an overseer, who was of a tyrannical 
disposition. Having adjusted his affairs, the * Monk' 
embarked on bis return borne. The climate, how¬ 
ever. had impaired his health, and he died of fever 
while the ship was passing through the Gull’ of 
Florida, in July 1818. Lewis may thus be said to 
have fallen a martyr to his love of justice and hu¬ 
manity. and the circumstance sheds a lustre on his 
memory far surpassing mere literary fame. llis 
poetical merits are thus fairly summed up : * Pretty 
conceits airily tricked out in what are called songs; 
in bis more elaborate efforts melodious, skilflilly- 
variod versification, and here and then 1 n line of 
such happy ease in construction, that it is sure to *' 
linger on the ear; but a slender command either bf 
imagery nr of passion. As a p*xf, Ix wis is to a 
Byron what a scene-painter is t*» a Hobbima. He 
produces a startling grotesque of outline, and some 
grand massy contrasts of LigLt and shade; bint be 
has no notion nf working in dct.vil no atmosphere, 
no middle tints to satisfy a daylight sjx*ctator. The 
subject of the Isle of Perils (a poem of more than 
a thousand lines, which Lewis wrote in the course 
of his homeward voyage in IMf .) would, in Lord 
llyron’s hands, have at h ast rivalled the effect of 
Manfred ; from Lewis it comes only in the shape of a 
sketchy extravaganza, in which no feeling is seriously 
grappled with, and a score of magnificent situations 
arc, to all intents and purposes, except that of filling 
the ear with a succession of delicious sounds, thrown 
away. The truth is, that though Sir Walter Scott 
talks of the k * high imagination" of Lewis, it was only 
in his very first flights that he ever was able to main¬ 
tain a really enthusiastic elevation ; and he did so 
more successfully in the prose of the * Monk’ than in 
the best of hi* early verses. Hud he lived, in all like¬ 
lihood he would have turned in earnest to prose eom- 
jM>sition; and we think no reader of hi* West India 
Journals can doubt that, if he had undertaken a 
novel of manners in mature age, he would have cast 
immeasurably into the shade even the happiest 
efforts of his boyish romance.’ # 

lhiramlnrU- and IlcUnna. 

Sad ami fearful i» tin* story 
(if the Koiieevalle« fight ; 

(in those fatal plains of glory 
Perished many a gallant knight. 

There fell Huramlarte; never 
Verse a rudder chiefiuin named ; 

He, before Lis lips for ever 
C losed in silence, thus exclaimed : 

* Oh, Btderma ! oh, rny dear one, 

For my pain and pleasure horn ; 

Seven long years 1 served then*, fair one, 

Seven long years my fee was scorn. 

And when now thy heart, replying 
To my wishes, burns like mine, 

Cruel fate, rny bliss denying, 

Bids me every hope resign. 

Ah! though voting I fall, believe me, 

I>eath would never claim a High ; 

T is to lose thee, ’tin to leave thee, 

Makes me think it hard to die I 

* Quarterly Review tor 1434. 
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Oh! my eou»in, Montesinos, 

By that friendship firm and dear, 

Which from youth has lived between us, 
Now my last petition hear. 

When my soul, tln sc limbs forsaking, 
Ka^er seeks u purer air, 

From my breast the cold heart taking, 
Oive it to Belcrmu’s care. 

Say, I of my lands possessor 
Named her with my dying breath ; 

Say, my lips 1 oped to hie*** her, 
lire they closed for aye in death : 

Twice u-wcek, too, how sincerely 
I adored her, coii>in, sav ; 

Twice a-week, for one who denily 
^ Loved her, cousin, bid h< r prat. 

Montesinos, now the hour 
Marked by fate is near at hand ; 

L"! my arm has b>st its p..wcr; 

To! 1 drop i,iv trusty brand. 

lives, which lio tli beheld me point', 
Homewards ne’er shall see me hi**; 

% Cousin, stop those team o'< rtlowing, 

Tet me on thw bosom die. 

Thy kind hand my eyelid-* ebbing. 

Vet one fa\oui 1 implore - 
Tray thou for mv -'nF- repo-dug, 

When my loan dial! thn !, no limit*. 

So nh:il 1 de-us, still attendinp, 

(inn ooi- to a Christian’'' vow, 

Bleated accept my ghost useetidinp. 

And a seat in heaven allow.’ 

Thus spoke gallant Bunmdnrte; 

So*'ii his brute heart broke in twain. 
Greatly joyed the Moorish party 
That the pi Hunt knight was slain. 

Bitter weeping, Montedno?* 

'look from him his helm and plaite ; 
Bitter weeping, Mxmtednos 
Bug his gallant c«*udn\** graxe. 

To perform his promise made, he 
Cut tin* heart from out the hreast, 

That Belerma, wretched ladv ! 

Mipht receixe the last bequest. 

Sad was Montesinos’ heart, be 
Felt d intro* his boom rend. 

‘ ( Mi! my cousin, Burundarte, 

Wo is me t<> x iew thy end ! 

Sweet in manners, fair in favour, 

Mild in temper, tierce in fight, 

W arrior nobler, gentler, braver, 

•Never shall behold the light. 

Cousin, hi! mv tears bedew the" ; 
iiow shall I thy loss survive? 
Duramlarte, he who slew thee, 
Wherefore left he me alive V 


A Ion :o the Jinny ami the Fair Imot/inr, 

A warrior so hold, and a virgin so bright. 
Conversed as they sat on the green ; 

They gazed on each other wdth tender delight: 
Alonzo the Brave w'as the name of the knight— 
The maiden’s, the Fair Imogine. 

* And, oh !* said the youth, * since to-morrow I go 
To fight in a far distant land, 

Your tears for my absence noon ceasing to flow, 
Some other will court you, and you will bestow 
On a wealthier suitor your hand !* 


‘ Oh! hush these suspicions/ Fair Jrnogine said, 

* Offensive to love and to rae; 

For, if you be living, or if you be dead, 

I swear by the Virgin that none in your stead 
Slmll husband of Imogine be. 

If e’er I, by lust or by wealth led aside, 

Forget my Alonzo the Brave, 

Cod grant that, to punish my falsehood and pride, 
j Your ghost at the marriage may sit by my side, 
j May tax me with perjury, claim me as bride, 

And bear me away to the grave V 

To Palestine hastened the hero so bold, 

! His love she lamented him sore , 

But scarce had a twelvemonth elapsed, when, behold! 

| A baron, ull covered with jewel- and gold, 

Arrived at l air Imogine’* door. 

1 His treasures, his presents, his spacious domain, 

Soon made her untrue to her vows; 

He dazzled her eves, he bewildered her brain ; 
lie caught her affections, so light and so vain, 

And carried her home as his h]m>uhc. 

Ami now had the marriage been blest by the priest; 

( The revelry now was begun ; 

The tables thev groaned v ith the weight of the feast, 
Nor yet had the laughter and merriment ceased, 

When the bell at the castle tolled—one. 

Then fir-t with amazement Fair Imogine found 
. A stranger was placed hy her side : 
llheirtF'wa** Terrific^ he uttered no sound— 

He spake nntjhyjnyvvl hul* La looked not around— 
Bat Caniestlygazed on the bride. 

His vizor was closed, and gigantic his height, 

His armour was -able t-> view ; 

All pleasure and laughter were hushed at his sight; 
The dogs, as they eyed him, drew* back in affright ; 
The lights in the chamber burned blue! 

His presence all bosoms apjKiared to dismay; 

The guests sat in silence and fear; 

At length spake the bride—while she trembled—- 4 I 
* pray, 

j Sir knight, that your helmet aside you would lay, 

And deign to partake of our cheer.’ 

i The lady i- silent ; the stranger complies— 

( His vizor he slowly unclosed ; 

; Uh, (iod! what a sight met Fair Imogine’s eyes’, 
j What words can express her dismay and surprise 
When a skeleton’s head was exposed! 

All present then uttered a terrified shout, 

All turned with disgust from the scene; 

| The worms they crept in, and the worms they crept out, 
And sported his eyes and his temples about, 

While the spectre addressed Imogine : 

‘ Behold me, thou false one, behold me!’ he cried, 
i * Remember Alonzo the Brave ! 
j God grants that, to punish thy falsehood and pride, 
Mv ghost at thy marriage should sit by thy side; 
Should tax thee w ith perjury, claim thee as bride, 
And bear thee away to the grave !’ 

, Thus saying, his anus round the lady he wound, 
j While loudly she shrieked in dismay; 
j Then sunk with his prey through the wide-yawning 
ground. 

Nor ever again was Fair Imogine found, 

Or the spectre that bore her away. 

Not long lived the baron ; and none, since that time, 
To inhabit the feastle presume; 

For chronicles tell that, by order sublime. 

There Imogine suffers the nain of her crime, 

And mourns her deplorable doom. 
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At midnight, four times in each year, does her sprite, 
When mortals in slumber are bound, 

Arrayed in her bridal apparel of white, 

Appear in the hall with the skeleton knight, 

And shriek as he whirls her around ! 

While they drink out of skulls newly tom from the 
grave, 

Dancing round them the spectres are seen ; 

Their liquor is blood, and this horrible stave 
They howl: ‘ To the health of Alonzo the Brave, 

And his consort, the Fair Imogine !’ 

The Helmsman. 

Hark, the bell! it sounds midnight! all hail, thou new 
heaven ! 

How soft sleep the stars on their bosom of night; 
While o’er the full moon, as they gently are driven, 
Slowly floating, the clouds bathe their fleeces in light. 

The warm feeble breeze scarcely ripples the ocean, 
And all seem so hushed, all so happy to feel; 

So smooth glides the bark, I perceive not her motion, 
While low sings the sailor who watches the wheel, 

’Tis so sad, ’tis so sweet, and some tones come so 
swelling, 

So right from the heart, and so pure to the ear, 

That sure at this moment his thoughts must be dwelling 
On one who is absent, most kind and most dear. 

Oh ! may she, who now dictates that ballad so tender, 
Diffuse o’er your days the heart’s solace and ease, 

As yon lovely moon, with a gleam of mild splendour, 
Pure, tranquil, and bright, over-silvers the seas! 

The Hones. 

Ne’er were the zephyrs known disclosing ' 

More sweets, than when in Tempo’s shades 
They waved the lilies, where reposing, 

Sat four-and-tvventy lovely maids. 

Those lovely maids were called * the Hours,’ 

The charge of Virtue’s flock they kept; 

And each in turn employed her powers 
To guard it while her sisters slept. 

False Love, how simple souls thou cheaiest! 

In myrtle bower that traitor near 
Long watched an Hour—the softest, sweetest-- 
The evening Hour, to shepherds dear. 

In tones so bland he praised her beauty ; 

Such melting airs his pipe could play, 

The thoughtless Hour forgot her duty. 

And fled in Love’s embrace away. 

Meanwhile the fold was left unguarded ; 

The wolf broke in, the lambs were slain ; 

And now from Virtue’s train discarded. 

With tears her sisters speak their pain. 

Time flies, and still they weep ; for never 
The fugitive can time restore ; 

An Hour once fled, has fled for ever, 

And all the rest shall smile no more f 

SIR WALTER SCOTT. 

Walter Scott was born in the city of Edinburgh 
0 mine own romantic town’) on the 15th of August 
1771. His father was a respectable writer to the 
signet : his mother, Anne Rutherford, was daughter 
of a physician in extensive practice, and professor 
of medicine in the university of Edinburgh. By 
both parents the poet was remotely connected with 
some respectable ancient Scottish families—a cir¬ 
cumstance gratifying to his feelings of nationality, 
and to his imagination. Delicate health arising | 


chiefly from lameness, led to liis being placed under 
the charge of some relations in the country; and 
w hen a mere child, yet old enough to receive im¬ 
pressions from country life und border stories, he 
resided with his grandfather at Sandy-K no we, a 
romantic situation a few miles from Kelso. The 
ruined tower of Smailholm (the scene of {Scott’s 
ballad, the Eve of St John) wms close to the farm, 
and Inside it were the Eildon llills, the river Tweed, 
Dry burgh Abbey, and other poetical und historical 
objects, all enshrined in the lonely contemplative 
boy’s fancy and recollection, lie afterwards resided 
with another relation at Kelso, and here, at the age 
of thirteen, he first read Percy's Reliques, in an an¬ 
tique garden, under the shade of a huge platanus, or 
oriental plane-tree. This work had as great an 
effect in making him a poet as Spenser Ipid on 
Cowley, hut with Scott the seeds were long m ger¬ 
minating. Previous to this la* had indeed tried his 
hand at verse. The following, among other lines, 
were discovered wrapped up in a cover inscribed by 
Dr Adam of the High School, ‘Walter Scott, July 
17sV • 

(hi the Sitting Not. # 

Those evening clouds, that netting ray, 

And beauteous tints, serve t<> display 

Their great (’reator’s praise ; ! 

Then let the short-lived thing called man, 
Whose life’s eomprised within a span, 

To him his homage nthe. 

Wo often praise the evening cloud*, { 

And tints so gay ami hold, 

But seldom think upon our God, ! 

Who tinged these clouds with gold. 

The religious education of Scott may he seen in ! 
this effusion : his father was a rigid Presbyterian. 1 
The youthful poet passed through the High School 
and university of Edinburgh, and made some profi¬ 
ciency in Latin, and in the classes of ethics, moral 
philosophy, and history, lie had an aversion to 
Greek, and we may perhaps regret, with Bulwcr, 
that he refused * to enter into that chamber in the 
magic palace of literature in which the ftublintent ! 
relies of antiquity are stored.’ He knew generally, 
hut not critically, the Gcrinun, French, Italian, and ; 
Spanish languages, lie was an insatiable reader, j 
and during a long illness in his youth, stored his i 
mind with a vast variety of miscellaneous know ledge, i 
Romances were among hi? chief favourites, and he 
had great facility in inventing and telling stories. 1 
He also collected ballads from his earliest years. 
Scott was apprenticed to his father as a writer, after j 
which he studied for the bar, and put on his gown 
in his twenty-first year. His health was now vi¬ 
gorous and robust, and he made frequent excursions j 
into the country, which he pleasantly denominated j 
raids. The knowledge of rural life, character, tra- J 
ditions, and anecdotes, which lie picked up in these ! 
rambles, formed afterwards a valuable mine to him, t 
both as a poet and novelist. His manners were 
easy and agreeable, and he was alway s a welcome 
guest. Scott joined the Tory party ; and when the 
dread of an invasion agitated the country, he became 
one of a hand of volunteer?. ‘ brothers true,’ in which 
he held the rank of quarter-master. His exorcises 
as a cavalry officer, and the joviaities of the mesa- 
room, occupied much of his time ; but he still pur¬ 
sued, though irregularly, his literary studies, and 
an attachment to a Perthshire lady (though ulti¬ 
mately unfortunate) tended still more strongly to 
prevent his sinking into idle frivolity or dissipation. 
Henry Mackenzie, the * Man of Feeling/ had intro¬ 
duced a taste for German literature Into the intellec¬ 
ts 
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tual classes of his native city, and Scott was one of 
Its most eager and ardent votaries. In 1796 he 
published translations of Burger’s Lenore and the 
Wild Huntsman, ballads of singular wildness and 
power. Next year, while fresh from his first-love 
disappointment, he was prepared, like Romeo, to 
* take some new infection to his eye,’ and, meeting at 
Gilsland, a watering-place in Cumberland, with a 
young lady of French parentage, Charlotte Margaret 
Carpenter, he paid his addresses to her, was accepted, 
and married on the 24th of December. Miss Car¬ 
penter had some fortune, and the young couple 
retired to a cottage at Lasswade, where they seem 
to have enjoyed sincere and unalloyed happiness. 
The ambition of Scott, was now fairly wakened —his 
lighter vanities all blown away. His life hencefor¬ 
ward Rtas one of severe but cheerful study and ap¬ 
plication. In 1799 appeared his translation of 
Goethe’s tragedy, Goetz von Berlichingeu, and the 
same year he obtained the appointment of sheriff of 
Selkirkshire, worth £300 per annum. Scott now 
paid a series of visits to Liddisdale. for the purjxise 
of collecting the ballad poetry of the Border, an 
object in which he was eminent!/ successful. In 
1802, tin* result appeared in Ids Mmstulsy of the 
S'otttsh Border, which contained upwards of forty 
pieces never Indore published, and a large quantity 
of prose illustration, in which might have been 
seen the germ of that power which he subse¬ 
quently develop'd in his novels. A third volume 
was added next year, containing some imitations of 
the old minstrels by the ]x>etiral editor and his friends. 
It required little sagacity to foresee that Walter 
Scott was now to 1* a great name in Scotland. His 
next tusk was editing the metrical romance of Sir 
Tristrem, sup; Mined to U» written by Thomas the 
Rhymer, or Thomas of Kreildoune, w ho flourished 
about the year 1*280. The antiquarian knowledge 
of Scott, and hit poetical taste, w ere exhibited in the 
dissertations which accompanied this work, and the 
imitation of the original which was added to com¬ 
plete the romance. At length, in .January 1805, 
appeared the ./,</// of the A ast Minstrel , which in¬ 
stantly stamped him as one of the greatest of the 
living j>oets, Ilis legendary lore, his love of the 
chivalrous and supernatural, and his descriptive 
powers, were fully brought into plav ; and though 
he afterwards improved in versatility and freedom, 
he achieved nothing which might not have lieen 
predicted from this first performance. His concep¬ 
tion of the minstrel was inimitable, and won all 
hearts—even tho.se who were indifferent to the 
supernatural part of the talc, ami opposed to the 
irregularity of the ballad »t\le. The unprecedented 
success of the jx>em inclined Scott to relax any 
exertions he had ever made to advance at tin* bar, 
although his cautious disposition made him at all 
times fear to dejiend over much upon literature*. 
He had altogether a clear income of at tout £1000 
per annum ; but his views stretched beyond thi* easy 
competence; lit* was ambitious of founding a family 
that might vie with the ancient Border names he 
venerated, and to attain this, it was necessary to 
become a landed proprietor, and to practise a liberal 
and graceful hospitality. Well was he fitted to adorn 
and dignify the character ! But his ambition, though 
free from any tinge of sordid acquisition, proved a 
snare for his strong good sense and penetration. 
Scott and his family had gone to reside at Ashestiel, 
a beautiful residence on the banks of the Tweed, 
as it was necessary for him, in his capacity of sheriff, 
to live part of the year in the county of Selkirk. 
Shortly after the publication of the Lay, ho entered 
into partnership with his old schoolfellow, James 
Ballantyne, then rising into extensive business as a 


printer in Edinburgh. The copartnery was kept a 
secret, and few things in business that require secrecy j 
are prosperous or beneficial The establishment, 
upon which was afterwards engrafted a publishing 
business, demanded large advances of money, and 
Scott’s name became mixed up with pecuniary 
transactions and losses to a great amount. In 1806 , 
the powerful friends of the poet procured him the 
appointment of one of the principal clerkships of the 
Court of Session, worth about £1300 per annum; 
but the emoluments were not received by Scott 
until six years after the date of his appointment, 
when his predecessor died. In his share of the 
printing business, and the certainty of his cleraship, 
the p<x.*t seemed, however, to have laid up (in addi¬ 
tion to liia literary gains and his sheriffdom) an 
honourable and even opulent provision for his family. I 
In 1808 appeared his great j>oem of Marmion, the 
most magnificent of his chivalrous tales, and the 
same year he published his edition of Dry den. In 
1810 apiK-ared the Lady of the Lake, which was still 
more popular than either of its predecessors; in 
1811, The Vision of Don Hod crick; in 1813, liukehy, 
and The Bridal of Tricnnain ; in 1814, The Lord of 
the Isles ; in 1.815, The Field of Waterloo ; and in 
1817, Harold the fhiuntltss. Some dramatic pieces, 
scarcely worthy of his genius, were also written 
during this busy period. It could not be concealed, 
that the later works of the great minstrel were in¬ 
ferior to his early ones. His style was now familiar, 
and the world had lx*come tired of it. Byron had 
made his appearance, and the readers of poetry were 
bent on the new worship. Scott, however, was too 
dauntless and intrepid, and jxissessed of too great 
resources, to despond under this reverse. ‘As the 
old mine gave symptoms of exhaustion,’ says Bul- 
wer, * tin* new mine, ten times more affluent, at least 
in the precious metals, was discovered; and just as 
in ** Rokehv" and “ Triennain” the Genius of the 
Ring seemed to flag in its powers, came the more 
potent Genius of the Lamp in the shape of Wave Hey.’ 
The long and magnificent series of his prose fictions 
we shall afterwards advert to. They were poured 
forth even more prodigally than his verse, and for 
seventeen years—from 1814 to 1831—the world 
hung with delight on the varied creations of the 
potent enchanter. Scott had now removed from his 
pleasant cottage at Ashestiel: the territorial dream 
was alniut to be realised. In 1811 he purchased a 
hundred acres of moorland on the banks of the 
Tweed, near Melrose. The neighbourhood was full 
of historical associations, but the spot itself was 
bleak and hare. Four thousand pounds were ex- 
pended on tins purchase; and the interesting and 
now immortal name of Abbotsford was substituted 
for the very ordinary one of Hartley Hide, Other pur¬ 
chases of land follow ed, generally at prices consider¬ 
ably above their value—Kaeside, £4100; Outfield 
of toftfield, £6000 ; Toft field, and parks, £10,000; 
Abbotslca, £3000 ; field at Langside, £500 ; Shearing 
Flat, £3500; Broomilees, £4200 ; Short Acres and 
Serabtrec Turk. £700; &e. From these farms and 
jtcndicles was formed the estate of Abbotsford. In 
planting and draining, about £5000 were expended; 
and in erecting the mansion-house (that ‘ romance 
of stone and mortar,’ as it has been termed), and con¬ 
structing the garden, &c., a sum not less than 
£ 20.000 w as spent In his baronial residence the poet 
received innumerable visitors—princes, peers, and 
poets—men of all ranks and grades. His mornings 
were devoted to composition (for he had long prac¬ 
tised the invaluable nabit of early rising), and the 
rest of the day to riding among his plantations, and 
entertaining his guests and family. The honour of 
the baronetcy was conferred upon him in 1810 by 
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George IV., who had taste enough to appreciate 
cordially his genius. Never, certainly, had literature 
done more for any of its countless votaries, ancient 
or modern. Shakspeare had retired early on an 
easy competency, and also become a rural squire; 
but his gains must have been chiefly those of the 
theatrical manager, not of the poet. Scott’s splen¬ 
dour was purely the result of his pen : to this he 
owed his acres, his castle, and his means of hospi¬ 
tality. His official income was but as a feather in 
the "balance. Who docs not wish that the dream 
had continued to the end of his life ? It was sud¬ 
denly and painfully dissolved. The commercial 
distresses of 1825-6 fell upon publishers as on other 
classes, and the bankruptcy of Constable involved 
the poet in losses and engagements to the amount 
of about £60,000. llis wealth, indeed, had 1k*cii 
almost wholly illusory ; for he had been paid for his 
works chiefly by bills, and these ultimately proved 
valueless. In the management of his publish¬ 
ing house, Scott’s sagacity seems to have for¬ 
saken him: unsaleable works were printed in 
thousands; and while these losses were yearly ac¬ 


cumulating, the princely hospitalities of Abbotsford j 
knew no check or pause. Heavy was the day of j 
reckoning—terrible the reverse ; for when the spell j 
broke in January 1826, it was found that, including j 
the Constable engagements, Scott, under the com- j 
mercial denomination of James Ballantyne and Co., I 
owed £117,000. If this was a blot in the poet’s ' 
scutcheon, never, it might be said, did man make j 
nobler efforts to redeem the honour of his name. ; 
lie would listen to no overtures of composition with j 
his creditors—his only demand was for time. He . 
ceased ‘ doing the honours for all Scotland,’ sold off ; 
his Edinburgh house, and taking lodgings there, 
laboured incessantly at his literary tasks. * The 
fountain was awakened from its inmost recesses, 
as if the spirit of affliction had troubled it in his 
passage.’ in four years he had realised for his 
creditors no less than 1 * 70 . 000 . 

English literature presents two memorable and 
striking events which have never been paralleled in 
any other nation. The first is, Milton advanced in 
years, blind, and in misfortune, entering upon the 
composition of a great epic that was to determine 
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his future fame, and hazard the glory of Iiis country 
in competition with what had been achieved in the 
classic agC9 of antiquity. The counterpart to this 
noble picture is Walter Scott, at nearly the same 
age, his private affairs in ruin, undertaking to liqui¬ 
date,.^ intellectual labours alone, a debt of £ 117,000. 
Both basks may be classed with the moral, sublime 
.pf life. Glory, pure and unsullied, was the ruling 
aim and motive of Milton ; honour and integrity 
formed the incentives to Scott. Neither shrunk 
from the steady prosecution of his gigantic self-im¬ 
posed labour. But years rolled on, seasons returned 
and passed away, amidst public cares and private 
calamity, and the pressure of increasing infirmities, 
ere the seed sown amidst clouds arid storms was 
white in the field. In six years Milton had realised 
the object of his hopes and prayers hv the comple¬ 
tion of Paradise Lost. His task was done; the 
field of glory was gained ; he held in his hand his 
passport to immortality. In six years Scott hud 
nearly reached the goal of his ambition. He had 
ranged the wide fields of romance, and the public 


had liberally rewarded tlicir illustrious favourite. 
The ultimate prize was within view, and the world 
'cheered him on, eagerly anticipating Ins triumph; 
but the victor sank exhausted on the course. He 
had spent his life in the struggle. The strong man 
was bowed down, and his living honour, genius, and 
. integrity, wen* extinguished by delirium and death, 

I Jn February 1850 Scott had an attack of paralysis. 

| He continued, however, to write several hours every 
day. In April 1851 he suffered a still more sever© 
attack ; and he was prevailed 111 * 011 , as n means of 
| withdrawing him from mental lalwmr, to undertake 
a foreign tour. The admiralty furnished a ship of 
war, and the poet sailed for Malta and Naples, At 
the latter place he resided from the 17th of Decem¬ 
ber 1851 to the 16th of April following. He still 
j laboured at unfinished romances, but his mind was 
in ruins. From Naples the poet went to Home. 
On the 1 lth of May he began his return homewards, 
and reached Loudon on the I3th of June. Another 
attack of apoplexy, combined with paralysis, had 
laid prostrate his powers, and he was conveyed to 
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Abbotsford a helpless and almost unconscious wreck. 
He lingered on for some time, listening occasionally 
to passages read to him from the Bible, and from his 
favourite author Crab be. Once he tried to write, 
but his fingers would not close upon the pen. lie 
never spoke of his literary lalamrs or success. At 
times his imagination was busy preparing for tbe 
reception of the Duke of Wellington at Ahiiotsford ; 
at other times he was exercising tbe functions of a 
Scottish judge, as if presiding at the trial of mem¬ 
bers of bis own family. IIis mind never appeared 
to wander in its delirium towards those works which 
had filled all Eurojie with his fame. This we learn 
| from undoubted authority, and the fact is of interest 
I in literary history. But the contest was soon to he 
, over ; 4 the plough was nearing the end of tlx* fur¬ 
row.’ ‘About half*past one, r. m.,’ says Mr Lock* 
hart, the 21st of September 1KT2, Sir Walter 
breathed his last, in the presence of all his children. 

, it xvps a beautiful day.so warm that every window 

was wide open—and so perfectly still that the pound 
of all others most delicious to his ear, the gentle 
ripple of the Tweed •over its pebbles, was distinctly 
audible ns we knelt around the oed, and his eldest 

son kiteed and elosed his eves.’ 

• 

Call it. not vain ; they d<> not err 
Who say, that when the pin t die*, 

Mutt* nature mourn*' In r worshipper, 

And celebrate' hi" oh'eijuie" ; 

Who say tall cliff'and au rn h<m*, 

For the depiut* d hard make moan ; 

That mountains weep in crv-tal rii! ; 

That flowers in tears «»1 halm distil ; 

Thiough his loved gnue* that breeze* sigh, 

And oaks, in deeper groans, reply ; 

And river- teach their lushing wau* 

To murmur dirges round his grave. 

Ltu Lut M ut.it nl. 

The novelty and originality of Scott’s si vie of 
poetry, though exhausted hv himself, and debased 
by imitators, formed his first passport to public 
favour and applause. The English reader lmd to 
go back to Spenser and Chaucer ere he could find 
s<) knightly and chivalrous a pent, or such paintings 
of antique manners and institutions. The works of 
the elder worthies were also obscured b\ a dim and 
obsolete phraseology ; while Scott, in expression, sen¬ 
timent, and description, could lx* read and under¬ 
stood by all. The |>crfcct cle arness and transparency 
of his style is one of his distinguishing features ; and 
it wax further aided by his peculiar versification. 
Coleridge hud exemplified the fitness of the octo- 
xyllahic measure for romantic narrative poetry, and 
parts of his 4 ChristaUd’ having been recited to 
Scott, he adopted its wild rhythm and harmony, 
joining to it some of the abruptness and irregularity 
of the old ballad metre. In his hands it became a 
powerful and flexible instrument, whether for light 
narrative and pure description, or for scenes of 
! tragic wildness and terror, such as the trial ami 
; death of Constance in 4 Marmion,* or the swell and 
j agitation of a battle-field. The knowledge and en- 
; thusiasm requisite for a chivalrous poet Scott \k>s- 
i sensed in an eminent degree. He was an early wor- 
| shipper of 4 hoar antiquity. lie was in the maturity 
| of ms powers (thirty-four years of age) when the 
Lay was published, and was i>erhaps better in¬ 
formed on such subjects than any other man living. 
Border story and romance had been the study ami 
the passion of his whole life. In writing 4 Marmion’ 
and 4 Ivanhoe,’ or in building Abbotsford, he was 
impelled by a natural and irresistible impulse. The 
baronial castle, the court and camp—the wild High¬ 
land chase, feud, and foray—the antique blazonry, 


and institutions of feudalism, were constantly present 
to his thoughts and imagination. Then, his powers 
of description were unequalled— certainly never sur¬ 
passed. Ilis landscapes, his characters and situa¬ 
tions, were all real delineations; in general effect and 
individual details, they were equally perfect None 
of his contemporaries had the same picturesqueness, 
fancy, or invention; none so graphic in depicting 
maimers and customs; none so fertile in inventing 
incidents ; none so fascinating in narrative, or so 
various and powerful in description. His diction 
was proverbially careless and incorrect.. Neither iu 
prose nor poetry was Scott a polished writer. He 
looked only at broad and general effects ; ms words 
had to make pictures, not melody. Whatever could 
lie groujxd and described, whatever was visible and 
tangible, lay within his reach. Below the surface 
he had less power. The language of the heart was 
not his familiar study ; the passions did not obey 
his call. T he contrasted effects of passion and situa¬ 
tion he could portray vividly and distinctly—the sin 
and suffering of Constance, the remorse of Marmion 
and Bertram, the pathetic character of Wilfrid, 
the knightly grace of Fitz-James, and the rugged 
virtues and savage death of Roderick Dhu, are all 
fine si»eeiinens <»f moral painting. Byron has nothing 
better, and inueed the noble poet in some of his tales 
copied or paraphrased the sterner passages of Scott 
But ev< n in these gloomy and jM>werful traits of 
his genius, the force lies in the situation, not in the 
thoughts and expression. There are no talismanic 
words that pierce the heart or usurp the memory; 
none of the impassioned and reflective style of 
Byron, the melodious pathos of Campbell, or the 
profound sympathy of Wordsworth. The great 
strength of rx*utt undoubtedly lay in the prolific 
richness of his fancy, and the abundant stores of his 
memory, that could create, collect, and arrange such 
a multitude of scenes and adventures; that could 
find materials for stirring and romantic poetry in 
the most minute and barren antiquarian details; 
and that could reanimate the past, and paint the 
present, in scenery and manners with a vividness 
and energy unknown since the period of Ilomer. 

The 4 Lay of the Last Minstrel’ is a Border story 
of the sixteenth century, related by a minstrel, the 
last of his race. The character of the aged minstrel, 
and that of Margaret of Branksoine, are very finely 
drawn : 1 lelorainc, a coarse Border chief, or moss¬ 
trooper, is also a vigorous portrait; and in the 
description of the march of the English army, the 
jKTsonal combat with Musgrave, and the other 
feudal accessories of the piece, we have finished 
pictures of the olden time. The goblin page is no 
favourite of ours, except in so far as it makes the 
story more accordant with the times in which it is 
placed. T he introductory lines to each canto form 
an exquisite netting to the dark feudal tale, and 
tended greatly to cause the popularity of the poem. 
The minstrel is thus desoril»ed:— 

The way was long, the wind was cold. 

The minstrel was infirm and old; 
llis withered cheek and tresses gray, 

Seined to have know n a better day ; 

T he bar]). Ins sole remaining joy, 

Was carried by an orphan boy. 

The last of all the bards was he 
Who sung of Bonier chivalry ; 

For, well-a-day ! their date was fled ; 

His tuneful brethren all were dead ; 

And he, neglected and oppressed, 

Wished to be with them, and at rest. 

No more on prancing palfry borne, 

He carolled, light as lark at mom ; 
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No longer courted and caressed, 

High placed in hall a welcome guest, 

He poured to lord and lady gay 
The unpremeditated lay: 

Old times were changed, old manners gone ; 

A stranger filled the Stuart’s throne; 

The bigots of the iron time 

Had called his harmless art a crime. 

A wandering harper, scorned and poor, 

He begged his bread from door to door, 

And tuned to please a peasant’s ear, 

The harp a king had loved to hear. 

Not less picturesque are the following passages, 
which instantly became popular:— 

[Description of Melrose Abbey.'] 

If thou would’st view fair Melrose aright, 

Go visit it by the pale moonlight; 

For the gay beams of lightsome day 
Gild, but to flout, the ruins gray. 

When the broken arches are black in night, 

And each shafted oriel glimmers white; 

When the cold light’s uncertain shower 
Streams on the ruined central tower; 

When buttress and buttress, alternately, 

Seem framed of ebon and ivory ; 

When silver edges the imagery, 

And the scrolls that teach thee to live and die; 
When distant Tweed is heard to rave, 

And the owlet to hoot o’er the dead man’s grave, 
Then go—but go alone the while— 

Then view St David’s ruined pile ; 

And, home returning, soothly swear, 

Was never scene so sad and fair! 

The moon on the east oriel shone, 

Through slender shafts of shapely stone, 

By foliaged tracery combined ; 

Thou would’st have thought some fairy’s hand 
’Twixt poplars straight the ozier wand. 

In many a freakish knot, had twined; 

Then framed a spell, when the work was done, 

And changed the willow wreaths to stone. 

The silver light, so pale and faint, 

Showed many a prophet and many a saint. 

Whose image on the gla^s was dyed ; 

Full in the midst, his cross of red 
Triumphant Michael brandished, 

And trampled the apostate’s pride. 

The moonbeam kissed the holy pane, 

And threw on the pavement a bloody stain. 

[Love of Country .] 

Breathes there a man with soul so dead, 

Who never to himself hath said, 

This is my own, my native land ! 

Whose heart hath ne’er within him burned, 

As home his footsteps he hath turned 
From wandering on a foreign strand 1 
If such there breathe, go mark him well: 

For him no minstrel raptures swell; 

High though his titles, proud his name, 

Boundless his wealth as wish can claim ; 

Despite those titles, power, and pelf, 

The wretch, concentred all in seif, 

Living, shall forfeit fair renown, 

And, doubly dying, shall go down 
To the vile dust, from whence he sprung, 

Unwept, unhonoured, and unsung. 

O Caledonia! stern and wild, 

Meet nurse for a poetic child ! 

Land of brown heath and shaggy wood, 

Land of the mountain and the flood, 

Land of my sires! what mortal hand 
Can e’er untie the filial band 
That knits me to thy nigged strand! 


Still as I view each well-known scene, 

Think what is now, and what hath been, 

Seems as to me, of all bereft, 

Sole friends thy woods and streams were left; 
And thus I love them bettor still, 

Even in extremity of ill. 

By Yarrow’s stream still let me stray, 

Though none should guide my feeble way; 

Still feel the breeze down Kttrick break, 
Although it chill my withered cheek; 

Still lay my head by Teviot stone, 

Though there, forgotten and alone, 

The bard may draw his parting groan. 

‘ Marnuou* is a tale of Flodden Field, the fate of 
the hero being connected with that memorable en¬ 
gagement. The poem does not possess the unity and 
completeness of the Lay, but if it has greater faults, 
it has also greater beauties. Nothing can be more 
strikingly picturesque than the two opening stanzaw 
of this romance:— ' •• 

Day set on Norlmin’s east led steep, 

And Tweed’s fair river, broad and deep, 

And Cheviot’s mountains lone ; 

The battled towers, the donjon keep, ** 

1 he loop-hole grates where captive* weep, 

The flanking walls that round it sweep, 

In yellow lustre shone. 

The warriors on the turrets high, 

Moving athwart the evening sky. 

Seemed forms of giant height ; 

Their armour, as it caught tin* ravs, 

Flashed hack again the western Maze,, 

In lines of dazzling light. *** 

St George’s banner, broad and gnv, 

Now faded, as the fading ray 
Less bright, and less, was flung; 

The evening gale had scarce the powrr 
To wave it on the donjon tower, 

So heavily it hung. 

The scouts had parte* 1 on their search, 

The castle gates were barred ; 

Above the gloomy portal arch, 

Timing his footsteps to a march, 

The warder kept his guard, 

Low humming, as he paced along, 

Some ancient border-gathering song. 

The same minute painting of feudal times charac¬ 
terises Iwitli poems, but by a strange oversight (soon 
seen ami regretted by the author) the hero is made 
to commit, the crime of forgery, a crime unsuited to 
a chivalrous and half-civilized age. The battle of 
Flodden, ami the death of Munition, are among 
Scott’s most spirited descriptions. The former is 1 
related as seen from a neighbouring hill; and the 
progress of the action—the hurry, impetuosity, and ■ 
confusion of the fight below, as the different armies j 
rally or are repulsed—is given with such animation, I 
that the whole scent* is brought before the reader j 
with the vividness of reality. The first tremendous j 
onset is thus dashed off, with inimitable power, by 
the mighty minstrel:— ] 

[Battle of Flodden.] 

1 But see ! look up—on Flodden bent, 

The Scottish foe has fired his tent.’ 

And sudden as he spoke, ! 

From the sharp ridges of the hill, • 

All downward to the banks of Till, 

Was wreathed in sable smoke ; 

Voluined and vast, and rolling far. 

The cloud enveloped Scotland’s war, 

As down the hill they broke; 
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Nor martial shout, nor minstrel tone, 

Announced their inarch ; their tread alone, 

At times one warning trumpet blown, 

At times a stifled hum, 

Told England, from his mountain-throne 
King James did rushing come. 

Scarce could they hear or see their foes, 

Until at weapon point they close. 

They close in clouds of smoke and dust, 

With sword-sway and with lance's thrust; 

And such a yell was there. 

Of sudden and portentous birth, 

As if men fought upon the earth, 

And fiends in upper air. 

Long looked the anxiou* squires ; their eye 
Could in the darkness nought descry. 

At length the freshening western blast 
Aside the shroud of battle cast; 

And, first, the ridge of mingled spears 
• Above the brightening cloud appears ; 

•And in the smoke the pennons flew, 

As in the storm the white sea-mew. 

Then marked thjy, dashing broad and far, 

The broken billows of the war. 

And plumed crests of chieftains brave, 

Fluting like foayi upon the wave ; 

Hut nought distinct they see : 

Wide raged the battle on tin- plain ; 

Spears shook, and falchions flashed amain ; 

Fell England’s arrow-flight like rain ; 

Crests rone, and stoojied, ami rose again, 

Wild and disorderly. 

[Evening fell on the deadly struggle, and the spectators were 
forced from the agitating scene.] 

But as they left the darkening l.cath, 

More desperate grew the strife of death. 

The English shafts in volleys hailed. 

In headlong charge their horse assailed : 

Front, flank, ami rear, the squadrons sweep, 

To break the Scottish circle deep, 

That fought around their king. 

But yet, though thick the shafts as snow, 

Though charging knights like whirlwinds go. 
Though bill-men ply the ghastly blow, 

Unbroken was the ring ; 

The stubborn spearmen still made g«»»»d 
Their dark impenetrable wood, 

Each stepping where his comrade stood, 

The instant that he fell. 

No thought was there of dastard flight ; 

Linked in the serried phalanx tight, 

Groom fought like noble, squire like knight. 

As fearlessly and well ; 

Till utter darkness closed her wing 
O’er their thin host and wounded king. 

Then skilful Surrey's sage commands 
Led back from strife his shattered bands ; 

And from the charge they drew. 

As mountain-waves from wasted lands 
Sweep back to ocean blue. 

Then did their loss his foemen know; 

Their king, their lords, their mightiest low, 

They incited from the field as snow, 

When streams are swoln and south winds blow, 
Dissolves in silent dew. 

Tweed’s echoes heard the ceaseless piawh, 

While many a broken band, 

Disordered, through her currents daeh, 

To gain the Scottish land; 

To town and tower, to down and dale, 

To toll red Plodden’s dismal tale, 

And raise tho universal wail. 

Tradition, legend, tune, and song, 

Shall many an age that wail prolong: 


Still from the sire the son shall hear 

Of the stem strife and carnage drear ■ 

Of Flodden’s fatal field, 

Where shivered was fair Scotland’s spear, \ 
And broken was her shield! \ 

The hero receives bis death-wound, and is borne off 
the field. The description, detached from the context, 
loses much of its interest; but the mingled effects of 
mental agony and physical suffering, of remorse and 
death, on a bad but brave Bpirit trained to war, is 
described with much sublimity:— 

• 

[Death of Marmvm.] 

When, doffed his casque, he felt free air, 

Around ’gan Marini on wildly stare: 

4 Where’s Harry Blount ! Fitz-Eustace where! 
Linger vc here, ye hearts of hare! 

Redeem rny pennon—charge again ! 

(’rv—“ Murmion to the rescue I”—Vain ! 

Last of my race, on battle plain 
That shout shall ne’er be lie&rd again! 

Yet my last thought is England’s:—flv; 

To Darrc bear my signet-ring; 

Tell him his squadrons up to bring. 

Fitz-Eustace, to Lord Surrey hie : 

Tunstall ho* dead upon the field ; 

His life-blood stain* the spotless shield : 

Edmund is down—rny life is reft; 

The Admiral alone is left. 

Let Manley charge with spur of fire— 

With Chester charge, and Lancashire, 

Full upon Scotland**' central host, 

Or victory and England’s lost. 

Must I bid twice? Hence, varlets! fly? 

Leave Marmion here alone—to die/ 

They parted, and alone he Jay ; 

Clare drew her from the sight away, 

Till pain wrung forth a lowly moan, 

Ami half he murmured—* Is there non*, 

Of all inv halls have nun»t. 

Page, squire, or groom, one cup to bring 
Of blessed water from the spring. 

To slake my dying thirst !’ 

O, woman ! in our hours of ease, 

Uncertain, coy, and hard to please, 

And variable as the shade 

Rv the light quivering aspen made ; 

When pain and anguish wring the brow, 

A ministering angel thou ! 

Scarce were the piteous accents said, 

When, with the baron's casque, the maid 
To the nigh streamlet ran ; 

Forgot were hatred, wrongs, and fears ; 

The plaintive voice alone she hears, 

Sees but the dying man. 

She stooped her bv the runnel’» side, 

But in abhorrence backward drew ; 

For, oozing from the mountain wide, 

Where raged the war, a dark red tide 
M as curdling in the streamlet blue. 

Where shall she turn !—l>ehold her mark 
A little fountain-cell, 

Where water, clear as diamond-spark, 

In a stone bason fell. 

Above, some half-worn letters say, 

Brink, torarc. pilgrim, brink. *nb. pva$?. 
dfor. itjc• kmb. soul. of. SpbiL fSrrp. 

WElljo. built, ttys. crow. anb. toll. 

She filled the helm, and back she hied, 

And with surprise and joy espied 
A monk supporting Marmion *s head ; 

A pious man, whom duty brought 
To dubious verge of battle fought. 

To shrieve the dying, bless the dead. 
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Deep drank Lord Mannion of the way©, 

And, as she stooped his brow to lav©— 

* Is it the hand of Clare/ he said, 

* Or injured Constance, bathes my head ?* 

Then, as remembrance rose— 

4 Speak not to me of shrift or prayer ! 

I must redress her woes. 

Short space, few words, are mine to spare ; 

Forgive and listen, gentle Clare !’ 

4 Alas !’ she said, ‘the while— 

O think of your immortal weal ! 

In vain for Constance is your zeal ; 

She-—died at Holy Isle/ 

Lord Marmion started from the ground. 

As light as if he felt no wound ; 

Though in the action burst the tide, 

In torrents, from his wounded side. 

4 Then it was truth !’—ho said—* I knew 
That the dark presage must he true. 

I would the fiend, to whom belongs 
The vengeance due to all her wrongs, 

Would spare me but a day! 

For wasting fire, and dying groan, 

And priests slain on the altar stone. 

Might bribe him for delay. 

It may not be !—this dizzy trance— 

Curse on yon base marauder’s lance. 

And doubly cursed my failing brand ! 

A sinful heart makes feeble hand.’ 

Then, fainting, down on earth he stink, 

Supported by the trembling monk. 

With fruitless labour (Tara bound, 

And strove to stanch the gushing wound : 

The monk, with unavailing cares, 

Exhausted all the church's prayers ; 

Ever, he said, that, close and near, 

A lady’s voice was in his ear, 

And that the priest he could not hear, 

For that she ever sung, 

4 hi the font battle , burnr iloif/i hi/ (hr fifioU 
Where muw/les true'# rattle in'(ft (/roans of the (finny;' 

So the notes rung ; 

4 Avoid thee, fiend !—with cruel hand, 

Shake not the dying sinner’s sand ! 

0 look, my son, upon yon sign 
Of the Redeemer’s grace divine ; 

0 think on faith and bliss 1 
By many a death-bed 1 have been, 

And many a sinner’s parting seen, 

But never aught like this.’ 

The w’ar, that for a space did fail, 

Now trebly thundering, swelled the gale, 

And—Stanley! was the cry ; 

A light on Marmion’s visage spread, 

And fired his glazing eye : 

With dying hand above his head 
He shook the fragment of his blade, 

And shouted 4 Victory ! 

Charge, Chester, charge ! On, Stanley, on !’ 

Were the last words of Marmion. 

We may contrast with this the silent and appalling 
death-scene of Roderick Dhu, in the 4 Lady of the 
Lake/ The savage chief expires while listening to 
a tale chanted by the bard or minstrel of his dan:— 

At first, the chieftain to his chime 
With lifted hand kept feeble time; 

That motion ceased ; yet feeling strong, 

Varied his look as changed the song; 

At length no more his deafened ear 
The minstrePs melody can hear; 

His face grows sharp ; his hands are clenched, 

As if some pang his heart-strings wrenched ; 

Set are his teeth, his fading eye 
Is sternly fixed on vacancy: 


Thus motionless and moanless drew 
His parting breath, stout Roderick Dhu. 

The 4 Lady of the Lake’ is more richly picturesque 
than either of the former poems, and the plot is 
more regular and interesting. * The subject/ says 
Sir James Mackintosh, 4 is a common Highland 
irruption ; but at a point where the neightxmrhood 
1 of the Lowlands affords the l»est contrast of manners \ 
j —where the scenery affords the noblest subject of j 
description—and where the wild clan is so near to , 
the court, that their robberies can he connected with : 
the romantic adventures of n disguised king, an 
! exiled lord, and a high-born beauty. The whole 
| narrative is very tine.* It was the most popular of 
the author’s jkmuus : in a few months twenty thou- 
: sand copies were sold, and the district where the 
action of the poem lay was visited by countless 
thousands of tourists. With this work dosed the 
great popularity of Scott as a poet. ‘ Kokeby/ n tale , 
j of the English Cavaliers and Roundheads, was con- 
: sidered a failure, though displaying the utmost art 
- and talent in the delineation of character and pns- 
( sion. ‘ Don Roderick’ is vastly*inferior to* Kokeby/ 
ami * Harold * and ‘ Triermaiu ’ are but faint copies 
of the (rothic epics, however finely finished in some 
of the tender passages. The * D»rd of the Isles’ is 
of a higher mood. It is a Scottish story of the days 
! of Bruce, and has the characteristic fire and anima- 
: tion of the minstrel, when, like Rob Roy, he has his 
foot on his native heath. Bannockburn may be 
j compared with Flodden Field in energy of descrip¬ 
tion, though the poet is sometimes lost in the 
I chronicler and antiquary. The interest of the tale 
is not well sustained throughout, and its chief at¬ 
traction consists in the descriptive {towers of the 
author, who, Itesides his feudal halls and buttles, has 
drawn the magnificent scenery of the West High¬ 
lands (the cave of Staffa, and the dark desolate gran¬ 
deur of the I'oriusk lakes and mountains) with equal 
truth and sublimity. Th" lyrical pieces of S’ott are 
often very happy. The old ballad strains may Ihj 
said tn have lteen his original nutriment as a 
and he is consequently often warlike and romantic 
in his songs. But he has also gaiety, aridities*, and 
tenderness, and if he din s not touch deeply the heart, 
he never fails to paint to the eye and imagination. 

Yoiwy l/nhinear. 

[From * Marmion.'] 

Oh, young Jsochinvar is come out of the west, 

Through all the wide Border his steed was the best ; 
And save his good broad-sword he weapon had none, 

He rode all unarmed, and he rode all alone! 

So faithful in love, and so dauntless in war. 

There never was knight like the young Loch invar l 

He stayed not for brake, and he stopped not for stone, 
He Hwain the Esk river where ford there was none— 
But, ere he alighted at Netherby gate, 

The bride had consented, the gallant earn© late: 
lor a laggard in love, and a dastard in war, 

V as to wed the fair Ellen of brave Loch invar. i 

So boldly he entered the Netherby Hall, 

*Mong brideVnien, and kinsmen, and broth or*, and all! 
Then spoke the bride’s father, his hand on hi* sword— 
lor the poor craven bridegroom said never a word— 

‘ O come ye in pence here, or come ye in war? 

Or to dance at our bridal ? young Lord Lochinvarl’ 

* I bitig wooed your daughter, my iiuit you denied : 

Love swells like the Solway, but ebbs like it* tide! 

And now am I come, with this lowt love of mine, 

To lead but one measure, drink one cup of wine! 

There be maiden* in Scotland, more lovely by far, ! 
That would gladly be bride to the young Lochinvar 1* i 
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The bride kissed the goblet; the knight took it up, 

He Quaffed oflf the wine, and he threw down the cup! 
She looked down to blush, and she looked up to sigh, 
i With a smile on her lips and a tear in her eye. 

| lie took her soft hand, ere her mother could bar— 

I * Now tread we a measure!’ said young Lochinvar. 

; So stately his form, and so lovely her face, 

That never a hall such a gall bird did grace! 

While her mother did fret, and her father did fume, 
And the bridegroom stood dangling lii* bonnet and ■ 
plume, i 

And the bride-maidens whispered, * Twcre better bv i 
far 

To have matched our fair cousin with young Lochin- ’ 
rar!' 

One tauch to ln*r hand, an<l one word in her ear, 

When they reached the hall door, and the charger 
• stood near. 

So 'ight to the croupe the fair lady he swung, ! 

So light to the saddle before her he sprung! 

1 She is won ! we are cone, over bank, bu-h, and scaur ; 
They’ll have fleet steeds that follow quoth young 

Lochinvar. 

% 

There was mounting *li"'iig Gr»*mes of the Xctlieiby 
clan ; 

^Fosters, Fenwick-, and Mu-gr.ue-, they r«»de and they 
ran ; 

There was rap ine and dinting on <a»nM>io Lea, 

Hut the lost bride of Neiherbv ne'er did they see! 

So daring in love, and dauntless in war, i 

Have ye e'er heard of gallant like voung Lochinvar 1 


Come from deep glen, and 
From mountain so rocky; 

The war-pipe and pennon 
Are at Inverlochy. 

Come every hill-plaid, and 
True heart that wears one; 

Come every steed blade, and 
Strong hand that bears one I 

Leave untended the herd. 

The flock without shelter; 

Leave the corpse uninterred, • 
The bride at the altar. 

l/cavc the deer, leave th« *tecr, 
Leave nets and barges; 

Come with your fighting gear, 
Broadsword* and targes. 

Come as the winds come, when 
Forests are rv tided : 

Come as the waves come, when 
Navies arc stratified. 

Faster come, faster come. 

Faster and faster: 

Chief, va.-i-al, page, and groom, 
Tenant and master. 

• Fast they come, fast they come ; 

See how they gather! 

Wide waves the eagle plume, 
Blended with heather. 

f ast yvur plaids, draw your blades, 
Forward each man set; 

Pibroch of Donuil Dhu, 

Knell for the onset! 


[From the 4 IjmIv of the I,uke ,'] 

He is gone on the mountain, 

Me i* lost to the forest, 

Like a summer-dried fountain, 

When our need was the sorest. 

The font, reappearing, 

From the rain-drops shall borrow, 

Hut to u* come* no cheering, 

To Duncan n<> morrow! 

The hand of the reaper 

Takes the ear* that are hoary, 
llut the voice of the weeper 
Wails manhood in glory ; 

The autumn wind* rushing, 

Waft the leaves that are scarcst, 

Hut our flower was in flushing 
When blighting was nearest. 

Fleet foot on the corrvi, 1 
Sage counsel in cumber, 

Red hand in the foray, 

How sound is thy slumber! 

Like the dew on the mountain, 

Like the foam on the river. 

Like the bubble on the fountain, 

Thou art gone, and for ever! 

Pibroch of Donuil Dhu. 

[Written for Campbell's ' Albyn’s Anthology,' 1816-3 
Pibroch of Donuil Dl^p, 

Pibroch of Donuil, 

Wake thy wild voice anew, 

Summon Clan Conuil. 

Come away, come away, 

Hark to the summon* l 
Come in your war array. 

Gentles and Commons! 

1 Or emit the hollow side of the hill, where fame usually 


[ 7W.1 

[From the ‘ Antiquary.’] 

Why fdtt’st thou by that ruined hall, 

Thou aged carle so .‘•torn and gray ? 

Dost thou its former pride recall, 

Ur ponder how it passed away I 

‘ Know’*t thou not me!’ the Deep Voice cried, 
* So long en joyed, *o oft misused—- 
Alternate, in thy fickle pride, 

Dt>ired, neglected, and accused! 

Before my breath, like blazing flax, 

Man and his marvels pa«*s away ; 

And changing empires wane and wax, 

Are founded, flourish, and decay. 

Redeem mine hours—the space is brief— 
While in my glass the sand-grains shiver, 
And mea*ureless thv joy or grief, 

When Time and thou shalt part for ever!* 

Illy ;>ui of the Hebrew Maid.] 

[From ‘ Ivanhoe.’] 

When Israel, of the Lord beloved, 

Out from the land of bondage came, 

Her father’s God before her moved, 

An awful guide in smoke and flame. 

Ry day, along the astonished lands 
The cloudy pillar glided slow ; 

By night, Arabia’s crimsoned sands 
Returned the fiery column's glow. 

There rose the choral hymn of praise, 

And trump and timbrel answered keen ; 
And Zion’s daughters poured their lays. 
With priest's and warrior’s voice between* 
No portents now our foes amaze, 

Forsaken Israel wanders lone; 

Our fathers would not know Thy ways, 

And Thou hast left them to their own. 
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But, present still, though now unseen ! 

When brightly shines the prosperous day, 

Be thoughts of Thee a cloudy screen, 

To temper tlio deceitful ray. 

And oh, when stoops on Judah’s path 
In shade and storm the frequent night, 

Be Thou, long-suffering, slow to wrath, 

A burning and a shining light! 

Our harps wc left by Babel’s streams, 

The tyrant’s jest, the Gentile’s scorn ; 

No confer round our altar beams, 

And mute arc timbrel, trump, and born. 

But Thou hast said, The blood of goat, 

The flesh of rams, I will not prize ; 

A contrite heart, a humble thought, 

Are mine accepted sacrifice. 

•[£>'(mgfrom the Pirate.] 

Love wakes and weeps 
While Beauty sleeps! 

O for musics softest numbers, 

To prompt a theme 
For Beauty’s dream, 

Soft as the pillow of her slumbers! 

Through groves of palm • 

Sigh gales of balm, 

Fire-flies on the air are wheeling ; 

While through the gloom 
Conies soft perfume, 

The distant beds of flowers revealing. 

0 wake and live! 

No dreams can give 
A shadowed bliss the real excelling; 

No longer sleep, 

From lattice peep, 

And list the tale that love is telling! 

LORD 11V RON. 

Scott retreated from poetry into the wide and 
open field of prose fiction as the genius of Byron 
began to display its strength and fertility. A new, 
or at least a more finished, nervous, and lofty style 
of poetry was introduced by tlie noble author, who 
was as much a mannerist as Scott, but of a different 
school. He excelled in painting the strong ami 
gloomy passions of our nature, contrasted with 
feminine softness and delicacy. Scott, intent upon 
the development of his plot, and the chivalrous 
machinery of his Gothic tales, is seldom personally 
present to the reader. Byron delighted in self- 
portraiture, and could stir the depths of the human 
heart. Ilis philosophy of life was false and perni¬ 
cious ; but the splendour of the artist concealed the 
deformity of fiis design. Parts were so nobly 
finished r 4hat there was enough for admiration to 
rest upon, without analysing the whole. He con¬ 
ducted his readers through scenes of surpassing 
beauty and splendour—'byhtrunted streams and 
mountains, enriched with the glories of ancient 
jgoetiy and valour j but the same darjs shadow was 
^yeF'by liis side—the same scorn and mockery of 
hiujian hopes and ambition. The sententious force 
and elevation of bis thoughts and language, his 
ot m i uaif atpneiglon of sentiment, and the mournful 

-Df his tender and pathetic pas 

sages, seeriietl, however, to do more than atone for 
his want truth and reality. The man and 

the poet WSre so intimately blended, and the spec¬ 
tacle presented by both was so touching, mysterious, 
find lofty, that Byron concentrated a degree of 
interest and^mxiety on lilT'successive public ap- 
pearaaee*rwhich no author ever before was able to 


boast. Scott had created the public taste for ani¬ 
mated poetry, and Byron, taking advantage of it, 
soon engrossed the whole field. For a few years it 
seemed as if the world held only one great poet 



T)ie ch ivalry of Scott, the philosophy of Words¬ 
worth, the abstract theory and imagination of 
Southey, and even the^ lyrical beauties of Moure 
and Campbell, were for a unVe Copied by this new 
and greater light. The rank* youth, and misfor¬ 
tunes of Byron, his exiRflfom Kngland, the mys¬ 
tery which he loved to throw around his history 
and feedings, tfie apparent depth of his sufferings 
and attachments, and hjs very misanthropy and 
scepticism frelieved by bursts of tenderness and 
pity, and by the incidental expression of liigh and 
holy feelings), formed a combination of personal 
circumstances in aid of the legitimate effects of his 
pass ionate and graceful poetry, which is tmparailUdtlfl 
Tu tW lusioryof modern literature. Such a result 
is even more wonderful than" {lie laureled honours 
awarded to Virgil and Petrarch, if we consider the 
difference between ancient and modern manners, 
and the temperament of the northern nations com¬ 
pared with that of the ‘sunny south.’ lias the 
spell yet broke? Has the glory fadyd into ‘the 
common light of dny? Y Undoubtedly the later 
writings of the noble hard helped to dispel the 
illusion. To competent observers, these works added 
to the impression of Byron’s powers as an original 
poet, but they tended to exorcise the spirit of ro¬ 
mance from his name and history-; and what Don 
Juan failed to effect, was accomplished by the 
biography of Moore. His poetry, however, must 
always have a powerful effect on minds of poetical 
and warm sensualities. If it is a ‘ranl^unweeded 
jjardcu/ dt also contains glorious fruits amT^ailtl~ 
of celestial seed. Tlie art of the poet will bej^ 
study for the ambfffeu*-4#ify ~Wl ^ 
source of wonder and delight to all who love toedn- 
tepElate the wodungs si xurnnau pMsIohi In ioBf636 
&P & society* audit ho rich effects of taste andTh-" 
ppiration. 

The incidents of Byron’s life may be briefly re¬ 
lated, He was born in Holies Street, London, on 
the 22d of January 1788, the only son of Captain 
John Byron of the Guards, and Catherine Gordon 
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of G iglit, an Aberdeenshire heiress. The lady’s 
fortune was soon squandered by her profligate hus¬ 
band, and she retired to the city of Aberdeen, to 
bring up her son on a reduced income of about XI30 
per annum. The little lame boy, endeared to all in 
spitQ of liis mischief, succeeded his grand-uncle, 
William Lord Byron, in his eleventh year; and the 
happy mother sold off her effects (which realised 
just £74, 17s. 4d.), and left Aberdeen for Newstead 
Abbey. The seat of the Byrons was a large and 
y ancient, but dilapidated structure, founded as a 
|4 prioryain the twelfth century by Henry II., and 
situated in the midst of the fertile and interesting 
district once known as Sherwood Forest. On the 
dissolution of the monasteries, it was conferred by 


Henry VIII. on Sir John Byron, steward of Man¬ 
chester and Rochdale, who < x>nver ted „the Yeoerahle 
into a castellated The family 

was ennobled by Oliaflei X, In consequence of high 
and honourable services rendered to the royal cause 
during the civil war. On succeeding to the title, 
Byron w as put to a private school at Dulwich, and 
from thence he w’as sent to Harrow'. During his 
minority, the estate w'us let to another party, but its 
youthful lord occasionally visited the seat of his 
ancestors; and whilst there in 1803, he conceived a 
passion for a young lady in the neighbourhood, who, 
under the name of Mary Chaworth, has ol ained a 
poetical immortality. So early as his eighth year, 
Byron fell in love with a simple Scottish maiden, 



Newstead Ablv: 

Mary Duff; and hearing of her marriage, several But a mod living landscape, and the wave 
years afterwards, was, he says, like a thunder-stroke Of woods and corn-fields, and the abodes of men 

"to him. He had also lieen captivated with a boyish ! Scattered at intervals, and wreathing smoke 

love for his cousin, Margaret Barker, 4 one of the Arising trom such rustic rootsthe hill 
most beautiful of evanescent livings, 1 w ho died alxmt W as crowmcd with a jwculiar diadem 

a year or two afterwards. He was tifteen when he tM tree*, in circular array, so fixed, 

met Mary Chaworth, and ‘ conceived an attach- Not by the sport ot nature, but ot man : 

ment which, young as In* was even then for such These two, a maiden and a youth, were there 

a feeling, nunk so deep into his mind as to give a (lazing the one on all that was beneath 

colour to all Ip* future life.’ The father Of "the j Fair as herself-but the hoy garni on her; 

Inilv haJ Twn klUbdin a Tfuel by D>rd Byron, the ' And both were young, and one was beautiful: 

eccentric grand-uncle of the poet, ami the union of And both were young yet not alike m youth, 

the young peer with the heiress of Anmslcy Hall A* the -weet imam on the non/on s verge, 

‘would,* said Byron, * have healed feuds in which /he maid was on the eve ot womanhood; 

blood had l icon shed by our fathers; it would have I he boy had tower summers, but his heart 

joined lands broad and rich; it would have joined at Had iar outgrown his years, ami to Ins eve 

least one heart, and two jiersona not ill matched in There was but one beloved face on earth, 

years (she was tw'o years my elder), and—and— And that was shining on mm. 

and— what has been the result ?* Mary Chaworth 
saw little in the lame l>oy, and became the lx*trothed 
one parting interview in the 
in his poem of the Dream , 
the most exquisite colour# 

I *aw two beings in the hues of youth 
Standing upon a hill; & gentle hill, 

Omen and of mild declivity, the last - - 

As ’fcwore the capo of a long ridgo of such, at Newark, under the title of Hours oj JaleneM*. 

Saw that there was no sea to lave its base There were indications of genius in the collection. 


of another. They had 
following year, which, 
Hvroii hns described in 
of descriptive poetry 


Tlus boytsh itkiliUry nursed the spirit of poetiy in 
Byron’s mind. He was recalled, however; tTom his 
day^hayuns and olisappointment, by Ids removal to 
Trinitycoltf^e, Cambridge, in October 1805. At Har¬ 
row he had been ail idle irregular spfrOtftJV though 
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but m^j^L^trors pf taste and judgment. The vul- 
nerablepoints were fiercely assailed, the merits over¬ 
looked, in a witty entire in the Edinburgh Review 
(understood to be written by Lord Brougham), and 
the young poet replied by his vigorous satire, Eng¬ 
lish 'Bards and Scotch Beviewcrs , which dijiurjml 
if it did not jfisoomflt, his opponent. While his 
hame was thus rising in renown, Byron left England 
for a course of foreign travel, and in two years 
visited the classic shores of the Mediterranean, and 
resided some time in Greece and Turkey. In the 
spring of 1F12 appeared the two first cantos of 
Childe Harold , the fruit of his foreign wanderings, 
and las.jjplendidly enriched and matured poetical 
taste. ‘ I awoke One morning,* he said, * and found 
myself famous.’ A rapid succession of eastern tales 
followed—the Giaour and the Bride of Ahtfdos in 
1813; the Corsair and Lara in 1814. In the Childe, 
he had shown his mastery over flic complicated 
Spenserian stanza: in these he adopted the heroic 
couplet, and the lighter verse of Scott, with equal 
| freedom and success. No poet had ever more com¬ 
mand of the stores of t lie English language. At 
this auspicious and exultant period, Byron was the 
idol of the giiy circles of London. lie indulged in 
all their pleasures and excesses — studying by fits 
and starts at midnight, to maintain the splendour 
of his reputation. Satiety tuid disgust sucu*wled 
to this round of heaHldi£™plvasut:.cs, and in a better 
mood, though without any fixed attachment, he 
proposed and was accepted in marriage by a northern 
heiress, Miss Milbunkc, daughter of Sir Ralph Mil- 
bauke, a baronet in the county of Durham. The 
union east a shade on his hitherto bright career. 
A twelvemonth's extravagance, embarrassments, 
and mismHlerstandhVgsT^fisscnVed the union, and 
the lady retired to the country seat of her parents 
from the discord and perplexity of iter own home. 
She refused, like the Wife of Milton, to return, and 
the world of England seemed to applaud her reso¬ 
lution. One child (now the Countess of Lovelace) 
was the fruit of this unhappy marriage. Before 
the separation took place, Byron’s muse, which had 
l>een lulled pr deadened by the -URpparative calm 
of domestic .life, was stimulated to activity hr his 
deepening luisfdrtuues, and he produced the Suye 
of ConnlJi and Par ism tr. Miserable, reckless, yet 

conscious of his own newly - awakened strength, 
Byron left England— 

Once more upon the waters, yet once more !— 

and visiting France and Brussels, pursued his course 
along the Rhine to Geneva, lit re, in six months, 
he had composed the third canto of 4 Childc Ilarold,’ 
and the Prisoner of Chilian. His mental energy 
gathered force irum the loneliiK-ssTif^fils^situation, 
and liis disgust with his native country. The scenery* 
of Switzerland and Italy next breathed its inspi¬ 
ration: Manfred and the Lament of Tasso were 
produced in 1817. In the following year, whilst 
residing chiefly at Venice, and making one memor¬ 
able visit to Rome, he completed 4 Childc* Ilarold,* 
and threw off his light humorous poem of Beppo , 
the first fruits of the more easy and genial manners 
of the continent on hi*. lauujable temperament. 
ATTeniee, “Itnd afterwards at Ravenna, Byron re¬ 
sided till 1821, writing various works — Mazeppa , 
the first five cantos of Don Juan , and his dramas 
of Marino Faliero , Sardanaoalus , the Two Foscari , 
Werner, Cain, the Deformed Transformed , &c. The 
year 1822 he passed chiefly at Pisa, continuing 4 Don 
Juan,* which ultimately extended to fifteen cantos. 
We have not touched on bis private history or in¬ 
dulgences. His areiiius had begun to * pale its fire £ 
bis dramas unttramalic • 


and the successive cantos of 1 Don Juan* betrayed 
downward course of the jmet’s habits. The wit j 
an 3 TttiowltHige of that 'won JefM pc«m~its fWillnib j 
variety, and originality-— were now detmsed with [ 
interior matter j and the world saw with rejoicing 
the poet break away from bis Cirecan enchantments, 
and enter upon a new and notflW field of exertion. 
He bad sympathiscd'tfeCply with the Italian Car¬ 
bonari in their efforts for freedom, but a still more 
interesting country and people claimed bis support. 
His youthful travels and poetical enthusiasm still 
endeared the * blue Olympus’ to his recollection, and 
in the summer of 18*23 he set sail for Greece, to aid in 
the struggle for its indejienderu’c. His arrangements 
were made with judgment, as well os generosity. 
Byron knew mankind well, and his plans for the 
recovery and. XCgcucration.of Greece evinced a spirit 
of*"patriotic freedom and warm sympathy'with the 
oppressed, happily tempered with practical wisdom 
and discretion. He arrived, after some danger pfhl 
detav, at Missolonghi, in Western Greece, on the 
4 th of January 1824. All was discord and cun fusion 
- a military mob and coutemTingVhicfs—turbulence, 
rapacity, and fraud. In three months he had done 
rthtirh, by his influence and money, to voiiDposcfJifiur 
renees, repress cruelty, and intrihluee order. His 
fluctuating TTiV<T uncertain health, howeVer, gave 
way under so severe a discipline. < hi the 9th of , 
April he was overtaken by a heavy shower whilst 
taking his daily ride, and an attack of fever and 
rheumatism followed. Prompt and copious bleeding 
might have subdued tlxe inflammation, hut to this 
remedy Byron was strongly opposed. It was at 
length resorted to after seven days of im nasing 
fever, but the disease was then too powerful for 
remedy. The patient sank into a Mate of lethargy, 
and, though conscious of approaching death, could 
only mutter some indistinct expressions uRmt hi* 
wife, his sister, and child. lie lay insensible for 
twenty-four hours, and, opening his eyes for a 
moment, shut them for ever, and c.vpirtd on the 
evening of the 19th of April 1*24. The people of 
Greece publicly mourned for the irrepiirable loss 
they had sustained, and the j-entiment of grief was 
soon conveyed to the poet's native country, where 
his name was still a talisman, and his early death 
was felt by all as a personal calamity. The R*dv 
of Byron was brought to England, and after lying 
in state in London, was interred m the family taiilt 
in the village church of Hueknali, near Newstcad, 
Byron has Ken sometimes compared with Burns. 
Death and genius have levelled mere external dis¬ 
tinctions, and the peer and peasant stand on the 
same elevation, to meet the gaze mid scrutiny of 
posterity. Both wrote directly from strong jhtholuiI 
fceimg* and impulses; both were the slaves of irro 
Ignfor, uncontrolled passion, and tin* prey of disap* 
jaunted hopes and constitutional melancholy; and 
both died, after a life of extraordinary intellectual 
activity and excitement, at the same early ngr. We 
allow' for the errors of Burns's position, und Byron's 
demands a not less tender and candid construction. 
Neglected in his youth thwarted in his first love 
—-left without, couirol or domestic influence when 
his passions were strongest— 

Lord of himself, that heritage of 

intoxicated with carlv success and the incense of 
almost universal admixu.liun. his irregulanlTes must 
be regarded more with pity than reprehension. 
After his unhappy marriage, the picture is clouded 
with darker shadows. The wild license of his con¬ 
tinental life it would be impossible to justify. His 
excesses became habitual, and impaired both his 
genius and his strength. He struggled on with 
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Uflt am cd prijejuid trembling susceptibility, but he 
xh aiistaTlfrCTpriiigs of his poetry and 
hi* life; and it is too obvious that the pestilential 
climate of Miasolonghi only accelerated an event 
which a few years must have consummated in Italy. 


Y 



J.oH Hvron’» T"inU. 

The genius of Hymn was r»« versatile as it was 
energetic. * Childe ilarold’ and * flOn .Juan' are jkt* 
Kips tile greatest ]x»etiral works of tlii< century* ami 
in the noble jwwt’s tales and minor poems ther< is 
a grace, an interest, and rtumuiUo picturesquenes*, 
that render Ttiffn jneuliarly fascinating to youthful 
renders. The * Giaour' has passages of still higher 
description and feeling ‘-particularly that fine burst 
on modern Greece contrasted with its ancient glory, 
and the exquisitely pathetic and Iwautiful compari¬ 
son if tlic same country to the human frame bereft 
of life:- 

[Pi'ttirf qf M^Um /rVtov. ] 

lie who hath bent him o’er tin- dead, 

Ere the first day «>f death is tied— 

The first dark day of nothingness 

The last of danger and dmtrcs.^ - 

Before decay’s etfacing fingers 

Have swept the lines where beauty lingers, 

And marked tlie mild angelic air, 

The rapture of repose that’s there— 

The fixed yet tender traits that streak 
The languor of the placid check— 

And—but for that sad shrouded eye, 

That fires not—wins not - weeps not—now— 

And but for that chill changeless brow, 

Whose touch thrills with mortality, 

And curdles to the gazer’s heart, 

As if to him it could impart 

The doom he dreads, yet dwells upon— 

Yes—hut for these—and these alone— 

Some moments—ay—one treacherous hour, 

He still might doubt the tyrant’s power, 

So lair—so calm—so softly sealed 
The first—last look—by death revealed ! 

Such is the aspect of this shore ; 

Tin Greece—but living Greece no more ! 

So coldly sweet, so deadly fair, 

We start—for soul is wanting there. 


Hers is the loveliness in death, 

That parts not quite with parting breath ; 

But beauty with that fearful bloom, 

That hue which haunts it to the tomb— 

Expression’* last receding ray, 

A gilded halo hovering round decay, 

The farewell beam of Feeling past away! 

, Spark of that flame—perchance of heavenly birth— 
Wh ich gleams—but warms no more its cherished 
earth ! 

j The ‘Prisoner of Chillon’ is also natural and affect- J. 
ing ; the story is painful and hopeless, but it j* told 
with inimitable tenderness and simplicity. The 
rntktrrvf the scenes in ‘Don Juan’ must strike every j 
reader. Byron, it is well known, took pains to col- j 
led his materials. IIis account of the shipwreck is j 
drawn from narratives of actual occurrences, and his : 
Grecian pictures, feasts, dresses, and holiday pas- ; 
limes, an* literal transcripts from.. U&- Coleridge i 
thought tin* t terrefe r of Lam 1 and especially the ] 

1 description of his return, the fine st pf fljl Ryrnn’g 
j efforts: it is more dramatic and life-like than any ! 

! other of his numerous painting*, llaidce is also the I 
! most captivating of all his heroines. His Gulnares \ 
i and Meduras, fiis corsairs and dark mysterious per- ; 

! nonages— 

Linked wUhjau? virtue and a UjousjuuI* crimes— l\ 

are monstrosities in nature, and do not possess one 1 
tithe of 'the Interest or perwaiwmt poetical beauty J 
th.1t CtiiTres in the lonely residence in the Cyclades. ! 
Tlie English descriptions in Juan are also far infe¬ 
rior. There is a palpable falling off in poetical 
power, and the. peculiar prejudices and forced ill- i 
Matured satire of the poet are brought prominently 
forward. Yet even lure we have occasionally a 
flash of the early light that ‘ led astray.’ The 
sketch of Aurora Rain is gracofid. juid_ interestu\g.. 
Compared with Haidee. it l'TTfSmething like Field¬ 
ing’s Amelia coming after Sophia Western), and 
Ncwstead Abbey is described withA clearness and : 
beauty not unworthy 1ft c author of ‘Childe Harold.’*! 
'1'he Epicurean philosophy of the Childe is visible \ 
m every page of * Don .Tuan,’ but it is no longer grayo, j 
dignitled, and misanthropical : it is "fiTISca 1 up”wltb l 
\ritr humour, the keenest penetration,' and the must j 
asTolltshing variety of expression, from colloquial 
carelessness ami ease, to the highest and deepest 
tones uLllie_ lyre. The poet has the power of Me- 1 
phistophiles over tlu* scenes and passions of human j 
life and sound\ — JTseTbs i ng" fh i;j r secret workings, < 
aitfl* Gripping tin m of al allUrpniCQt-* 1 

and disgtuse^ Unforfunately, his knowledge is more 
of evil tnan of good. The distinctions between vir¬ 
tue and vice had been brok en down or obscured ip 
his o w jj mind, and they are undistinguisEaRIc in ‘Don 
Tuan.’ Early sensuality had tainted his whole nature 
lie portrays generous^ emotions and moral feeling# 
—distress, suffering^ and pathos—-and then dashes 
them with burlesque humour, wild profanity, And 
unseaso nable inerriment. In * Childe Harold’ we have 
none hTTTmTmoniT'anatomy, or its aoegm panyijag. 
Hmritowwwsy j but flare if ahltfuknca of jwqijuHl 
defiance of fhe ordinary pursuits and anduition of 
ntankwkh * Thu - fairest portions of the earth are 
{raversed in a spirit of hi ttpr pps* and desolation by 
t V’flb pToflCTyrty >>n PlyybT7ng yneictr^ the 
vTFfvmj;)f ^ilr^ury AJnjJhqpcleSS S('ej)TtCl*hV. Such A 

Character would, have beefCrepilMte if the poem 
bad not been adorned with thejaatfics of animated 
description and origmstftTfdTsfri king seh gcugngjTlre 
f tntf^CTieRof* SpSffitiTr nircf U7reciSIT scenery, and 
i ins glimpses of the life and manners of the classic 
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and the meditations of the Pilgrim on 
rGcular events which adorned or cursed the 

m _ trod, are marked with fervour and sublimity 

_ius, on the field of Albuera, he conjures up an im¬ 
age of war, one of the noblest creations in poetry 

[Image of War.] ~ ■ •> t 


Hark ! heard you not those hoofs of dreadful note 
Sounds not the clang of conflict on the heath ? 
Saw*ye not whom the reeking sabre smote ; 

Nor saved*your brethren ere they sank beneath 
Tyrants and tyrants’ slaves 1—the fires of death, 
The bale-fires flash on high ;—from rook to rock 
Each volley tells that thousands cease to breathe ; 
Death rides upon the sulphury Siroc, 

Red Rattle stamps his foot, and nations feel the shock. 


Lo! where the giant on the mountain stands, 

His blood-red tresses deepening in the sun, 

With death-shot glowing in Lis fiery hands, 

And eye that scorehoth all it glares upon. 

Restless it rolls, now fixed, and now anon 
Flashing afar—and at his iron feet 
Destruction cowers to mark what deeds arc done 
For on this mom three potent.natioirs meet, 

To shed before,.M? shrine the blood he deems most, 
sweet. 


In surveying the ruins of Athens, the spirit of 
Byron soars to its loftiest flight, picturing its fallen 
glories, and indulging in the most touching and 
magnificent strain of his sceptical philosophy :— 


[Ancient Greece.'] ill * ». 

Ancient of days ! august Athena ! where. 

Where are thy men of might? thy grand in soul ? 
Gone—glimmering through the dream of thing* 
that were : 

First in the race that led to Glory’s goal, 

They won, and passed away—is this the tvholc ? 

A schoolboy’s tale, the wonder of an hour ! 

The warrior’s weapon, and the sophistV stole, 

Are sought in vain, and o’er each mouldering tower, 
Dim with the mist of years, gray flits the shade of 
pow^r. 

Son of the morning, rise ! approach you here ! 

Come, but molest not yon defenceless urn : 

Look on this spot—a nation’s sepulchre ! 

Abode of gods, whose shrines no longer burn. 

Even gods must yield—religions take their turn : 
’Twas Jove’s—’tin Mahomet’s—and other creeds 
Will rise with other years, till man shall learn 
Vainly his incense soars, his victim bleeds ; 

Poor child of Doubt and Death, whose hope is built 
on reeds. 

Bound to the earth, he lifts his eye to heaven-- 
Is’fc not enough, unhappy thing! to know 
Thou art 1 Is this a boon so kindly given, 

That being, thou wouhlst be again, and go. 

Thou know’st not, reck’st not, to what region, s<> 

On earth no more, but mingled with the skies? 

Still wilt thou dream on future joy and wo ? 

Regard and weigh yon dust before it flics : 

That little urn saith more than thousand homilies. 

Or burst the vanished hero’s lofty mound : 

Far on the solitary shore he sleeps : 

He fell, and falling, nations mourned around ; 

But now not one of saddening thousands weeps. 

Nor warlike worshipper his vigil keeps 
Where deini-gods appeared, as records tell. 

Remove yon akull from out the scattered heaps : 

Is that a temple where a god may dwell ? 

Why, even the worm at last disdains her shattered 
cell. 


Look on its broken arch, its ruined wall, ! 

Its chambers desolate, and portals foul : 

Yes, this was once ambition’s airy hall, 

The dome of thought, the palace of the soul: 

Behold through each lack-lustre eyeless hole, 

The gay recess of wisdom and of wit, 

./And passion’s host, that never brooked control: 

Gan all saint, sage, or sophist ever writ, 

People this lonely tower, this tenement relit? 

Well didst thou speak, Athena’s wisest son 1 
‘ All that we know is, nothing can be known.’ 

Why should we shrink from what we cannot shun? 
Each hath his pang, but feeble sufferers groan 
With brain-born dreams of evil all their own. 

Pursue what chance or fate proclaimeth best ; 

Pence waits us on the shores of Acheron : r 
There no forced banquet claims the sated guest. 

But silence spreads the couch of cver-welcoiue rest. , :! 

Yet if, a* holiest men have deemed, there be * 

A land of souls hevond that sable shore, 

To shame the doctrine of the S.iddueee 
And sophists, madly vain of dubious lore, 

I low sweet it were in concert to adore ft . 

With those who made our moital labours light ! i 
To hear each voice we feared to hear no more ! 

Behold each mighty shade revealed to sight, i 

The Bactrian, Samian sage, and all who taught the j 
right ! j 

The third canto of ‘Childe Harold’ is more deeply . 
inihuud with a love of nature than any of his pro- 1 
vious productions. A new power had been imparted , 
to him on tho shores of the ‘ Leman lake.' He had ! 
just escaped from the strife of London and his own j 
loinestic unhappiness, and his conversations with .; 
Shelley might also have turned him more strongly , 
to this pure poetical source. An evening scene hv 
the side of the lake is thus exquisitely described:— 

It is the hu.-di of night ; and all between ar.v; 
Thy margin and the mountains, dunk, yet clear, 
Mellowed and mingling, yet distinctly seen— 

Save darkened Jura, whose capped height# appear 
Precipitously steep; and drawing near, 

There breathe.-, u living fragrance from the shore, 

Of flowers yet fresh with childhood : on the cox j 
Drops the light drip of the susjK-nded oar, 
fv chirps the grasshopper one good-night carol more j 

He is an evening reveller, who makes 
Hi* life an infancy, and sings his till ! 

At intervals,some bird from out the brakes, 

Starts into voice a moment—then is still. 

There seems a floating whisper on the hill— 

But that is fancy, for the star-light dews 
All silently their tears of love instil, 

Weeping themselves away, till they infuse -j 

Deep into nature’s breast the spirit of her hues. i! 

A forcible contrast to this still scene is then given 
in a brief description of the same landscape during | 
a thunder storm 'j 

The sky is changed!—and such a change! Oh night, 
And storm, and darkness, ye are wondrous strong, 

Yet lovely in your strength, as is the light 
Of a dark eye in woman ! Far along 
From peak to peak, the rattling crags among, I j 

Leaps the live thunder ! not from one lone cloud, > 
But every mountain now hath found a tongue, ; j 
And Jura answers, through her misty shroud, j 

Back to the joyous Alps, who call to h«?T aloud I j j 

And thin is in the night: most glorious night t j; 

Thou wert not sent for slumber t let me be 
A sharer in thy fierce and far delight— 

A portion of the tempest and of thee ! 
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How tho lit lake shines, a phosphoric sea, 

Ami the big rain comes dancing to the earth ! 

And now again ’tin black—and now the glee 
Of tho loud hill shakes with its mountain-mirth, 

As if they did rejoice o’er a young earthquake’s birth. 

In the fourth canto there is a greater throng of 
images and objects. The poet opens with a sketch 
of the peculiar beauty and departed greatness of 
VunTce, ruing from thoaoa*/witli litr tiara of proud 
towers^in airy distance, lie then resumes Tils pH- 
grimagC'—rnoruliSPK On the scenes of Petrarch and 
^ Tasso, Dante and Boccaccio—and visits the lake of 
I Thrasimene and the temple of Olitumnus. His 
verses on the latter have never been surpassed :— 

[Temple of Clitamnw.] & Lb* ‘ft 
Bufrthou, C'lituimius ! in thy sweetest wave 
Of the most living crystal that was e’er 
• The haunt of river-nymph, to gaze and lave 

Mer limbs where nothing hid them, thou dost rear 
Thy grassy banks whereon the milk-white steer 
Grazes ; the purest god of gentle waters ! 

And mo>t serene of aspect and most clear ! 

Supply that stream was unprofaned by slaughters, 

A mirror and a bath for Beauty’s youngest daughter^! 
And on thy happy shore a temple still, 

Of small ami delicate proportion, keeps, 

Upon a mild declivity of hill, 

Its memory of thee ; beneath it. sweeps 
Thy current’s calmness ; oft from <>ut it leaps 
The fumy darter with the glittering scales, 

Who dwells and revels in thy glassy deeps ; 

While, chance, some scattered water-lily sails 
Down where the shallower wave still tcdls its bubbling 
tales. 

The Greek statues at Florence arc then inimitably 
described, after which the poet visits Rome, and 
revels in the ruins of the Palatine and Coliseum, and 
the glQriqil# rctuainsof ancient art. Ilis dreams of 
love ami beauty, of intellectual power and majesty, 
are here realised. The lustre of the classic age 
seems reflected back in his glow ing juices, and we 
feel that in this intense appreciation of ideal beauty 
and sculptured grare^tn passionate energy aud 
ecStaflV—Bvron outstrips nil hfs contemporaries. 
Tlie poem concludes abruptly with an ajxistrophe to 
the sea, his ‘joy of yuulhfui sports,’ and a source of 
lofty euDiu&iasni and pleasure m his solitary wander¬ 
ings qu the shores of Italy and Greece. The great¬ 
ness of Byron’s genius is seen In ‘ Cliilde Harold’— 
its teiujocaess in the tales and smaller jxums—-its 
HcTl variety in ‘ Don Juan.’ A brighter garland few 
IHX*Tff-nnr-hoi>e to wear -yet it wants the unfading 
Bowers of hope and virtue! 

[The (Had i at or*] 

The seal is set.—Now welcome, thou dread power ! 
Nameless, yet thus omnipotent, which here 
Walk’st in the shadow' of the midnight hour 
With a deep awe, yet all distinct from fear; 

I Thy haunts are ever where the dead walls rear 
Their ivy mantles, and the solemn scene 
\ Derives from thee a sense so deep and clear, 

That we become a part of what has been, 

And grow unto tho spot, all-seeing, but unseen. 

; And hero the buzz of eager nations ran, 

In murmured pity, or loud-roared applause, 

| As man was slaughtered by his fellow-man. 
t And wherefore slaughtered I wherefore, but because 
Such were the bloody circus’ genial laws, 

I And the imperial pleasure. Wherefore not? 

What matters where we fall to fill the maws 
i Of worm*-—on battle-plains or listed spot 1 

Both are but theatres where the chief actors rot. 


I see before me tho gladiator lie: 

He leans upon his hand ; his manly brow 
Consents to death, but conquers agony, 

And bis drooped head sinks gradually low: 

And through his side the last drops, ebbing slow 
From the red gash, fall heavy, one by one, 

Pike the first of a thunder-shower; and now 
The arena swims around him ; he is gone, 

I*.re ceased the inhuman shout which hailed the wretch 
who won. 

He heard it, but he heeded not; his qyes 
Were with his heart, and that was far unr .7 * 

He recked not of the life he lost nor prize, 

But where his rude hut by the Danube lay; 

There were his young barbarians all at play, 

There was their Dacian mother—he, their sire, 
Butchered to make a Roman holiday. 

All this rushed with his blood. Shall he expire. 
And unavenged ? Arise, ye Goths, and glut your ire ! 

A/strophe to the Ocean. 

There is a pleasure in the pathless woods, 

There is a rapture on the lonely shore, 

There is society, where none intrudes, 

By the deep sea, and music in its roar; 

1 love not man the less, hut nature more, 

From these our interviews, in which I steal 
From all I may l>e, or have been before, 

To mingle with the universe, and feel 
What 1 can ne'er express, yet cannot all conceal. 

Hull on, thou deep and dark blue Ocean—roll! 

Ten thousand fleets sweep over thee in vain ; 

Man marks the earth with ruin—his control 
Stops with the shore ; upon the watery plain 
The wrecks are all thy deed, nor doth remain 
A shadow of man’s ravage, save his own, 

When, for a moment, like a drop of rain, 

He sinks into thy depths with bubbling groan— 
Without a grave, unknelled, uncofhned, and unknown. 

His steps are not upon thy paths—thy fields 
Are not a spoil for him—thou dost arise 
And shake him from thee ; the vile strength he 
wields 

For earth’s destruction thou dost all despise, 
Spuming him from thy bosom to the skies, 

And send’st him, shivering in thy playful spray, 
And howling to his god% where haply lies 
Ilis ]K»ttv hope in some near port or bay, 

And dashest him again to earth : there let him lay. 

The armaments which thumlerstrike the walls 
Of rock-built cities, bidding nations quake, 

And monarch# tremble in their capitals, 

The oak leviathans, whose huge ribs make 
Their clay creator the vain title take 
Of lord of thee, and arbiter of war: 

These are thy toys, and, as the snowy' flake, 

They melt into thy yeast of waves, which mar 
Alike the Armada's pride, or spoils of Trafalgar. 

Thy shores are empires, changed in all save thee — 
Assyria, Greece, Rome, Carthage, what arc they ? 
Thy waters wasted them while they were free, 

And many a tyrant since ; their shores obey 
The stranger, slave, or savage ; their decay 
Has dried up realms to deserts: not so thou ; 
Unchangeable save to thy wild waves’ play. 

Time writes no wrinkle on thine azure brow ; 

Such as creation’s dawn beheld, thou rollest now. 

Thou glorious mirror, where the Almighty’s form 
Glasses itself in tempests; in all time, 

Calm or convulsed—in breeze, or gale, or storm, 
Icing the pole, or in the torrid clime 
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Dark-heaving ; boundless, endless, and sublime— 
The image of Eternity—the throne 
Of the Invisible; even from out thy slime 
The monsters of the deep are made ; each zone 
Obeys thee; thou goest forth, dread, fathomless, alone. 

And I have loved thee, Ocean! and my joy 
Of youthful sports was on thy breast to be 
Borne, like thy bubbles, onward : from a boy 
I wantoned with thy breakers—they to me 
Were a delight; and if the freshening sea 
Made them a terror—’twas a pleasing fear ; 

For I as it were a child of thee, 

And trusted to thy billows far and near, 

And laid my hand upon thy mane—as I do here. 

[An Italian Evening on the Haul's of the Jhrnta.’] 

[From ‘ Cliildc ITarolil/] 

The moon is up, and yet it is not night— 

Sunset divides the sky with her—a sea 
Of glory streams along the alpine height 
Of blue Friuli’s mountains: heaven is free 
From clouds, but of all colours seems to be 
Melted to one vast Iris of the west, 

Where the day joins the past eternity ; 

While on the other hand, meek Dian’s crest 
Floats through the azure air—an island of the blest. 

A single star is at her side, and reigns 
With her o’er half the lovely heaven ; but still 
Yon sunny sea heaves brightly, and remains 
Rolled o’er the peak of the far lUuetian hill, 

As day ami night contending were, until 
Nature reclaimed her order : gently flows 
The deep-dyed Brenta, where their hues instil 
The odorous purple of a new-boni rose, 

Which streams upon her stream, and glassed within it 
glows. j 

Filled with the face of heaven, which, from afar, 1 
Comes down upon the waters ; all its hues, 

From the rich sunset to the rising star, 

Their magical variety diiFu.se: 

And now they change ; a paler shadow strews 
Its mantle o’er the mountains ; parting day 
Dies like the dolphin, whom each pang imbues 
With a new colour as it gasps away, 

The last still loveliest, till—Yis gone- and all is gray. 

[Midnight Scene in Home—the Coliseum .] 

[From ‘ Manfred/] 

The stars arc forth, the moon above the tops 
Of the snow-shining mountains. Beautiful! 

I linger yet with Nature, for the night 
Hath been to me a more familiar face 
Than that of man ; and in her starry shade 
Of dim and soluaiy loveliness, 

I learned the language of another world. 

I do remember me, that in rny youth, 

When I was wandering, upon such a night 
I stood within the Coliseum’s wall, 

’Midst the chief relics of all-mighty Rome : 

The trees which grew along the broken arches 
Waved dark in the blue midnight, and the stars 
Shone through the Tents of min ; from afar 
The watch-dog bayed beyond the Tiber ; and 
More near, from out the Cccsars’ palace came 
The owl’s long cry, and, interruptedly, 

Of distant sentinels the fitful song 
Begun and died upon the gentle wind. 

Some cypresses beyond the time-worn breach 
Appeared to skirt the horizon, yet they stood 
within a bowshot. Where the Caesars dwelt, 

And dwell the tuneless birds of night, amidst 
A grove which springs through levelled battlements, 


And twines its roots with the imperial hearths, 

Ivy usurps the laurel’s place of growth; 

But the gladiators’ bloody circus stands 
A noble wreck in ruinous perfection! 

While Ctvsar’s chambers ami the Augustan halls 
Grovel on earth in indistinct decay. 

And thou didst shine, thou rolling moon, upon 
All this, and cast a wide and tender light, 

Which softened down the hoar austerity 
Of rugged desolation, and filled up, 

As ’twere anew, the gaps of centuries ; 

Leaving that beautiful which still was so, 

And making that which was not, till the place 
Became religion, and the heart ran o’er 
With silent worship of the great of old— 

The dead, but sceptred sovereigns, who still rule 
Our spirits from their urns ! 

f The Sh ipu'veel'.] 

[From * Don Jimn.'] 

’Twas twilight, and the sunless day went down 
Over the waste of waters ; like ft veil 
Which, if withdrawn, would but disclose the frown 
(>f one whose hate is masked bpt to assail. ^ 
Thus to their hopeless eyes the night was shown, 

And grimly darkled o’er the faee* pale, 

And the dim desolate deep : twelve days had Fear 
Been their familiar, and now Death was here. 

* * * 

Then rose from sea to sky the wild farewell — 

Then shrieked the timid, and stood -till the brave— 
Then some leaped overboard with dreadful veil, 

As eager to anticipate their grave ; 

And the sea yawned around her like a hell, 

And down she sucked with her the whirling ware, 
Like one who grapples with his enemy. 

And strives to strangle him before he die. 

And first one universal shriek there rushed. 

Louder than the loud ocean, like a eresh 
Of echoing thunder; and then all was hushed, 

Save the wild wind and the remorseless dash 
Of billows ; but at intenuls there gushed. 
Accompanied with a convulsive splash, 

A solitary shriek, the bubbling cry 
Of some strong swimmer in his agony. 

* * * 

There were two fathers in this ghastly crew, 

And with them their two sons, of whom the one 
Whs more robust and hardy to the view ; 

But he died early ; and when he was gone, 

Ilis nearest messmate told bis sire, who threw 

One glance on him, and said, 4 Heaven’* will bo 
done! 

I can do nothing;’ and he saw him thrown 
Into the deep without a tear or groan. 

The other father had a weaklier child, 

Of a soft cheek, and aspect delicate j 
But the boy bore up long, and with a mild 
And patient spirit held aloof his fate ; 

Little he said, and now and then he smiled, 

As if to win a part from olf the weight 
He saw’ increasing on his father’s heart, 

With the deep deadly thought that they must part. 

And o’er him bent his sire, and never raised 
Ilis eyes from off his face, but wiped the foam 
From his pale lips, and ever on him gazed : 

And when the wished-for shower at length wa® come, 
And the boy’s eyes, which the dull film half glazed, 
Brightened, and for a moment seemed to roam, 

He squeezed from out a rag some drops of rain 
Into his dying child’s mouth ; hut in vain ! 

392 



POSTS. 


ENGLISH LITERATURE. 


LORD BYRON. 


The bo^ expired—the father held the clay, 

And looked upon it long; and when at last 
Death left no doubt, and the dead burthen lay 
Stiff on his heart, and pulse and hope were past, 

He watched it wistfully, until away 

’Twas borne by the rude wave wherein ’twas cast; 
Then he himself sunk down all dumb and shivering, 
And gave no sign of life, save his limbs quivering. 

[Description of Ha idee.} 

[From the same.] 

| Her brow was overhung with coins of gold 
| That sparkled o’er the auburn of her hair ; 

| Her clustering hair, whose longer locks were rolled 
I In braids Iwdund ; and though her stature were 
Kven o£the highest for a female mould. 

They nearly reached her heels; and in her air 
TJere was a something which bespoke command, 

As o^e who was a lady in the land. 

Her hair, I said, was auburn ; but her eyes 

Were black as death, their lashes the same hue. 

Of downcast length, in whose silk shadow lies 
Deepest attraction ; for when to the view 
Forth from its raven fringe the full gbnice flies, 

Ne’er with such force the swiftest arrow Hew : 

’Tis as the snake late coiled, who pours his length, 
And hurls at once bis venom and hi* strength. 

Her brow was white and b*\v ; her cheek’s pure dye, 
Like twilight, ro*y still with the set sun ; 

Short upper lip sweet lips! that make us sigh 
Kver to have seen such ; for she was mu* 

Fit for the model of a statuary 

(A race of mere impo^im* when alTs done— 

I’ve seen much finer women, rij k* and real, 

Than all the nonsense id their stone ideal). 

[llai'loe Visits the Shipwrecked I^n .Tuan.] 

And down the cliff the island virgin came, 

And near the cave her quick light footsteps drew. 
While the sun smiled on her with his first flame, 

And young Aurora kis«cd her lips with dew, 

Taking her for her sister; just the same 

Mistake you would have made on seeing the two, 
Although the mortal, quite as fresh and fair, 

Had all the advantage too of not being air. 

And when into the cavern Ilaidec stepped 
All timidly, yet rapidly, she saw 
That, like an infant, Juan sweetly slept : 

And then she stopped and stood as if in awe, 

(For sleep is awful) and <>n tiptoe crept 

And wrapt him closer, lot the air, too raw. 

Should reach his blood ; then o’er him, still as death. 
Bent, with hushed lips, that drank his scarce-drawn 
breath. 

And thus, like to an angel o’er the dying 

Who die in righteousness, she leaned ; and there 
| All tranquilly the shipwrecked boy was lying, 

As o’er him lay the culm and stirless air: 

But Zoe the meantime some eggs was frying. 

Since, after all, no doubt the youthful pair 
! Must breakfast, and betimes—lest they should ask it, 
; She drew out her provision from the basket. 

j * * • 

| And now, by dint of fingers and of eyes, 

! And wortfs repeated after her, he took 
j A lesson in her tongue ; but by surmise, 

| No doubt, less of her language than her look: 

I As he who studies fervently the skies, 

Turns offcener to the stars than to his book: 

Thus Juan learned his alpha beta better 
From Haidee’s glance than any graven letter. 


’Tin pleasing to be schooled in a strange tongue 
By female lips and eyes — that is, I mean 
When both the teacher and the taught are young; 

As was the case, at least, where I have been ; 

They smile so when one’s right, and when one’s wrong, 
They smile still more, and then there intervene 
Pressure of hands, perhaps even a chaste kiss;— 

I learned the little that I know by this. 

[ITaidoe and Juan at the Feast.] 

Ilaidee and Juan carpeted their feet 

On crimson satin, bordered with pale t?lue; 

Their sofa occupied three parts complete 

Of the apartment—and appeared quite new; 

The velvet cushions—for a throne more meet— 

Were scarlet, from whose glowing entre grew 
A sun embossed in gold, whose rays of tissue, 
Meridian-like, were seen all light to issue. 

Crystal and marble, plate and porcelain, 

Had done their work of splendour; Indian mats 
And Persian carpets, which the heart bled to stain, 
Over the floors were spread ; gazelles and cats, 

And dwarfs and blacks, and such-hjce things, that gain 
Their bread as ministers and favourites—that’s 
To sav, by degradation—mingled there 
As plentiful as in a court or fair. 

There wa< no want ^ lofty mirrors, and 
The table*, most of ebony inlaid 
With mother-of-pearl or ivory, stood at hand, 

< >r were of tortoise-idicll or rare woods made, 

Fretted with gol 1 or silver- by command, 

The greater part <>f thex* were ready spread 
With viand* and shcrl* t* in ice and wine— 

Kept for all coiners, at all hours to dine. 

Of all the dresses, I select Ilaidee** : 

She wore two jelick* --one was of pale yellow; 

Of azure, pink, and white, was her chemise— 

’Neath which her breast heaved like a little billow; 
With buttons formed of pearls as large as peas, 

All gold and crimson shone her jediek’s fellow, 

And tin* striped white gauze baraean that bound her, 
Like flceev clouds about the moon flowed round her. 

One large gold bracelet clasped each lovely arm. 

Lock loss—so pliable from the pure gojd 
That the hand stretched and shut it without harm, 
The limb which it adorned its only mould ; 

So Wautiful— its very shape would charm, 

And clinging as if loath to lose its hold: 

The purest ore enclosed the whitest skin 
That e’er by precious metal was held in. 

Around, as princess of her father’s land, 

A light gold bar above her instep rolled 
Announced her rank ; twelve rings were on her hand ; 

Her hair was starred with gems; her veil’s fine fold 
Below her breast was fastened with a band 

Of lavish pearls, whose worth could scarce be told ; 
Her orange-silk full Turkish trousers furled 
About the prettiest ankle in the world. 

Her hair’s long aubuni waves, down to her heel 
Flowed like an alpine torrent, which the nun 
Dyes with his morning light—and would conceal 
Her person if allowed at large to run, 

And still they seemed resentfully to feel 
The silken fillet’s curb, and sought to shun 
Their bonds whene’er some Zephyr caught began 
To offer his young pinion as her fan. 

Round her she made an atmosphere of life ; 

The very air seemed lighter from her eyes, 

They were so soft, and beautiful, and rife, 

With all we con imagine of the skies. 

And pure as Psyche ere she grew a wife— 

Too pure even for the purest human ties ; 
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Her overpowering presence made you feel 
It would not be idolatry to kneel. 

Her eyelashes, though dark as night, were tinged 
(It is the country’s custom), but in vain ; 

For those large black eyes wero so blackly fringed, 
The glossy rebels mocked the jetty stain, 

And in her native beauty stood avenged : 

Her nails were touched with henna; but again 
The power of art was turned to nothing, for 
They could not look more rosy than before. 

The henna should be deeply dyed, to make 
The skin relieved appear more fairly fair; 

She had no need of this—day ne’er will break 
On mountain-tops more heavenly white than her; 
The eye might doubt if it were well awake, 

She was so like a vision ; I might err, 

But Shakspeare also says, ’tis very silly 
* To gild refined gold, or paint the lily.’ 

Juan had on a shawl of Mack and gold, 

| But a white baraean, and so transparent 
j The sparkling gems beneath you might behold, 

Like small stars through the milky-way apparent; 
His turban, furled in many a graceful fold. 

An emerald aigrette with Haidee’s hair in’t 
Surmounted as its clasp—a glowing crescent, 

Whose rays shone ever trembling, but incessant. 

And now they were diverted by their suite, 

Dwarfs, dancing-girls, black eunuchs, and a poet; 
Which made their new establishment complete; 

■ The last was of great fame, and liked to show it : 

His verses rarely wanted their due feet— 
j And for his theme—he seldom sung below it, 

He being paid to satirise or Hatter, 

As the Psalms say, ‘ inditing a good matter.’ 

j [The Death of Jiaidee.] 

Afric is all the sun’s, and as her earth, 

Her human clay is kindled ; full of power 
For good or evil, burning from its birth, 

The Moorish blood partakes the planet’s hour, 

And, like the soil beneath it, will bring forth : 

Beauty and love were Haidee’s mother's dower; 
But her large dark eye showed deep Passion’s force, 
Though sleeping like a lion near a source. 

Iler daughter, tempered with a milder ray, 

Like summer clouds all silvery, smooth, and 
fair, 

Till slowly charged with thunder, they display 
i Terror to earth and tempest to the air, 

, Had held till now her soft and milky way ; 

But, overwrought with passion and despair. 

The fire burnt forth from her Numidian veins, 

Even as the simoom sweeps the blasted plains. 

The last sight which she saw was Juan’s gore, 

| And he himself o’ermastcred and cut down ; 

; His blood was running on the very floor 

Where late he trod her beautiful, her own ; 

Thus much she viewed an instant and no more— 

Her struggles ceased with one convulsive groan ; 
On her sire’s arm, which until now scarce held 
Her writhing, fell she like a cedar felled. 

A vein had burst, and her sweet lips’ pure dyes 
Were dabbled with the deep blood which ran 
o’er, 

And her head drooped as when the lily lies 

Overcharged with rain : her summoned handmaids 
bore 

Their lady to her couch with gushing eyes ; 

Of herbs and cordials they produced their store : 
But she defied all means they could employ, 

Like one life could not hold nor death destroy. 


Days lay she in that state unchanged, though chill— 
With nothing livid, still her lips were red ; 

She had no pulse, but death seemed absent still ; 

No hideous sign proclaimed her surely dead : 
Corruption came not, in each mind to kill 
All hope : to look upon her sweet face bred 
New thoughts of life, lor it seemed full of soul— 

She had so much, earth could not claim the whole. 

The ruling passion, such as marble shows 
When exquisitely chiselled, still lay there, 

But fixed as marble’s unchanged aspect throws 
O’er the fair Venus, but for ever fair; 

O’er the Laocoon’s all eternal throes, 

! And ever-dving gladiator’s air, 

! Their energy like life forms all their fame, 
i Yet looks not life, for they arc still the same. 

i She woke at length, but not as sleepers wake; 

| Bather the dead, for life seemed something new ; 

! A strange sensation which she must partake 
I Perforce, since whatsoever met her view 
| Struck noton memory, though a hea\y ache 
Lav at her heart, whose earlie t boat still true 
Brought back the sense of pain without the cause— 

For, for a while, the furies made a pause. 

She looked on many a face with vacant eye, 

< >n many a token, without knowing what ; 

She saw them watch her without asking why, 

And recked not who around her pillow sat : 

Not speechless, though she spoke not ; not a sigh 
Believed her thoughts ; dull silence ami quick chat 
Were tried in vain bv those who served ; she gave 
No sign, save breath, of having left the grave. 

Her handmaids tended, hut she heeded not ; 

Her father watched, she turned her eyes away ; 

She recognised no being, and no spot, 

However dear or cherished in their day ; 

They changed from room to room, but all forgot; 

(ientle, but without memory, she lay ; 

At length those eves,which they would fain be weaning 
Back to old thoughts, waxed full of fearful moaning. 

And then a slave bethought her of a harp : 

The harper came and tuned his instrument : 

At the lir*t notes, irregular and sharp, 

On him her Hashing eves a moment l*ent; 

Then to the wall she turned, as if to warp 

Her thoughts from sorrow through her heart re-sent; 
And he began a long low island song 
Of ancient days ere tyranny grew strong. 

Anon her thin wan fingers beat the wall 

In time to his old tune ; he changed the theme, 

And sung of Love ; the fierce name struck through all 
ller recollection ; on her flashed the dream 
Of what she was, and is, if ye could call 
To be so being : i:i a gushing stream 
The tears rushed forth from her o'erclouded bruin, 

Like mountain mists at length dissolved in rain. 

Short solace, vain relief! thought came too quick, 

And whirled her brain to madness ; she arose 
As one who ne’er had dwelt among the sick, 

And flew at all she met, as on her foes ; 

But no one ever heard her speak or shriek, 

Although her paroxysm drew towards its clow* ; 

Hers was a frenzy which disdained to rave, 

Even when they smote her, in the hope to save. 

Twelve days and nights she withered thus; at lout, 
Without a groan, or sigh, or glance, to show 
A parting pang, the spirit from her passed : 

And they who watched her nearest could not know 
The very instant, till the change that cast 
Her sweet face into shadow, dull and slow, 

OW.ed o’er her eyes—the l>eautiful, the block—* 

Oh to possess such lustre, and then luck l 
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She died, but not alone ; she held within 
A second principle of life, which might 
Have dawned a fair and sinless child of sin ; 

But closed its littlo being without light, 

And went down to the grave unborn, wherein 

Blossom and bough lie withered with one blight ; 

In vain the dews of heaven descend above 
The bleeding flower and blasted fruit of love. 

Thus lived—thus died she ; never more on her 
Shall sorrow light or shame. She was not made 
Through years or moons the inner weight to hear, 
Which colder hearts endure till they are laid 
By a^e in earth : her days and pleasures were 
Brief, but delightful—such as had not stayed 
Long with her destiny ; but she sleeps well 
By the sea-shore whereon she loved to dwell. 

That isle is now all desolate ami bare, 

• Its dwellings down, its tenants passed away ; 

Nor*; but her own and father’s grave is there. 

And nothing outward tells of human clay ; 

Ye could not know ^vhere lies a thing so fair; 

No one h there to show, no tongue t»> say 
What was ; no dirge except the hollow ft eas 
Mounts o’er (he beauty of the Cyclades. 

PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY. 

Percy Bysshe Shelley was the Bon and heir of 
a wealthy English baronet. Sir Timothy Shelley of 
Castle Goring, in Sussex, and was lwrn at T'ioM 
Place, in that county, on the 4th of August 17tig. 
In worldly proiqvoets and distinction the p*nt there¬ 
fore surpassed most of Ids tuneful brethren ; yet 
this only served to rentier his unhappy and stranee 
destiny the more conspicuously wretched. He was 
first educated at Eton, and afterwards at Oxford. 
His resistance to all established authority and 
opinion displayed itself while at school, and in the 
introduction to his Revolt ojIslam, he has portrayed 
his early impressions in some sweet and touching 
stanzas— 

Thoughts of great deeds were mine, dear friend, 
when fir-t 

The clouds which wrap this world from youth did 
pass. 

I do remember well the hour which hurst 
Mv spirit’s sloop : a fresh May-dawn it was, 

W’hen 1 walked forth upon the glittering grass. 

And wept, 1 knew imt why : until there rose 
From the near schoolroom voices that, alas! 

Were hut one echo from a world of woen — 

The harsh and grating strife of tyrants and of foes. 

And then I clasped mv hands and looked around, 
But none was near to meek my streaming eyes, 
Which poured their warm drop** on the sunny 
ground ; 

So, without shame, I spake—‘ I will be wise, 

And just, and free, and mild, if in me lies 
Such power, for I grow weary to behold 
The selfish and the strong still tyrannise 
Without reproach or check.* I then controlled 
My tears, my heart grew calm, and I was meek and 
bold. 

And from that hour did I with earnest thought 
Heap knowledge from forbidden mines of lore ; 

Yet nothing that my tyrants knew or taught 
I cared to learn, but from that secret store 
Wrought linked armour for my soul, before 
It might walk forth to war among mankind ; 

Thus power and hope were strengthened more and 
more 

Within me, till there catne upon my mind 
A sense of loneliness, a thirst with which I pined. 


With these feelings and predilections Shelley went 
to Oxford. He studied hard, but irregularly, and 
spent much of his leisure in chemical experiments. 
He incessantly speculated, thought sad read, as he 
himself has stated. AtlWfigc of fifteen he wrote 
two short prose romances, lie had also great faci¬ 
lity in versification, and threw off various effusions. 
The ‘forbidden mines of lore’ which had captivated 
his boyish mind at Eton were also diligently ex¬ 
plored, and he was soon an avowed republican and 
sceptjh*. He published a volume of political rhymes, 
entitled Margaret Nicltohtun’s Remains , file said Mar¬ 
garet being the unhappy maniac who attempted to 
stab George III. ; and he issued a syllabus from 
Hume’s Essays, at the same time challenging the 
authorities of < )xford to a public controversy on the 
subject. Shelley was at tins time just seventeen 
years of age! The consequence of his conduct was, 
that be was expelled the university, and his friends 
being disgusted with him, lie was cast on the world, 
a prey to the undisciplined ardour of youth and 
passion. TTiSf fiuhseqnUfif Tlfe was tnilyTT warfare 
upon cartii. Mrs Shelley, wid w of the poet, has 
thus traced the early bias of his mind, and its pre¬ 
disposing causes :—* Refusing to fag at Eton, he was 
treated with revolting cruelty by masters and boys; 
this roused instead of taming his spirit, and he re¬ 
jected the duty of obedience when it was enforced 
by menaces and punishment. To aversion to the 
society of his fellow-creatures—such as he found 
them when collected together into societies, where 
one egged on the other to acts of tyranny—was 
joined the deepest sympathy and compassion ; while 
the attachment he felt for individuals, and the ad¬ 
miration with which he regarded their powers and 
their virtues, led him to entertain a high opinion of 
the perfectibility of human nature ; and he believed 
that all could read} the highest grade of moral im¬ 
provement. did not the customs and prejudices of 
society foster evil passions and excuse evil actions. 
The oppression which, trembling at every nerye^ jeet ■ 
resolute toj&roigin, it was his ill fortune tA eh’Ctfunter 
fit scliixii and at college, led him to dissent in many 
tilings from those whose arguments were blows, 
whose faith appeared to engender blame and exe¬ 
cration. ** During my existence,” he wrote to a 
friend in IS 12, “I have incessantly speculated, 
thought, and read.” His readings were not always 
well chosen ; among them were the works of the 
French philosophers : ns far as metaphysical argu¬ 
ment went, he temporarily became a convert. At the 
same time it was the cardinal article of his faith, that, 
if men were but taught and induced to treat their 
fellows with love, charity, and equal rights, this 
earth would realise Paradise. He looked upon reli¬ 
gion as it was professed, and, above all, practised, as 
hostile, instead of friendly, to the cultivation of those 
virtues which would make men brothers.* Mrs 
Shelley conceives that, in the peculiar circumstance*, 
this was not to lx* wondered at. ‘At the age of 
seventeen, fragile in health and frame, of the purest 
habits in morals, full of devoted generosity and uni¬ 
versal kindness, glowing w ith ardour to attain wis¬ 
dom, resolved, at every jiersonal sacrifice, to do right, 
burning with a desire for affection and sympathy, he 
was treated as a reprobate* cast forth as a criminal. 
The cause was, that he was sincere, that he believed 
the opinions which he entertained to be true, and he 
loved truth with a martyr’s love: he was ready to 
sacrifice station, and fortune, and his dearest affec¬ 
tions, at its shrine. The sacrifice was demanded 
from, aftdTna3UU*T a youth of seventeen.* 

It appears that in his youth Shelley was equally 
inclined to poetry and metaphysics, and hesitated to 
which he should devote himself. He ended in unit* 
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ing them, by no moans to the advantage of his 
poetry. At the age of eighteen he produced a 
wild atheistical poem, Quern Mah , written in the 
rhythm of Southey's Thulubn, and abounding in 
passages of great power and melody. Shortly after 
this he married a young woman of humble station ! 
in life, which still further exasperated his parents j 
and relatives, without adding to his own happiness. 
He seems, however, to have been free from pecuniary 
difficulties, and after a tour on the continent, during | 
which he visited some of the more magnificent scenes 
of Switzerland, he settled in the neighbourhood of 
Windsor Forest, and in this woodland retreat com¬ 
posed his poem, Ala star, or the Spirit of Solitude, 
designed, as he states, to represent a youth of un¬ 
corrupted feelings and adventurous genius, led forth 
by An imagination inflamed and purified through 
familiarity with all that is excellent and majestic, 
to the contemplation of the universe. The mind of 
his hero, however, becomes awakened, and thirsts 
for intercourse with an intelligence similar t<> itself. 
He seeks in vain for a prototype of his conception ; 
and, blasted by his disappointment, he descends to 
ail untimely grave. Tn this picture Shelley un¬ 
doubtedly drew from his own experience, and in 
none of his subsequent works has he excelled the 
descriptive passages in 4 Alustor/ The copious pic¬ 
turesqueness of liis language, and the boldness OT 
Ills imagination, are here strikingly exemplified. 
The poet’s fortunes did not improve with his genius. 
His domestic unhappiness induced him to separate 
from his wife, by whom he had two children, and 
the unfortunate woman afterwards destroyed her¬ 
self. Shelley was on this account subjected to much 
obloquy and misrepresentation, and the cup of his 
misery was filled by a chancery decree, depriving i 
him of the guardianship of his children, on the 
ground of his immorality and atheism. He felt this 
deeply; and in a poetical fragment on the subject, 
he invokes a curse on the administrator of the law, 

‘ by a parent's outraged love,’ and in one exquisite 
verse^— ' 

By all the happy see in children’s growth, 

That undeveloped flower of budding years. 

Sweetness and sadness interwoven both. 

Source of the sweetest hope* and saddest fears! 

Shelley contracted a second marriage with 
daughter of Mr Godwin, author of Caleb Williams, 
and established himself at Marlow, in Buckingham¬ 
shire. Here he composed the 4 Revolt of Islam,’ a 
i poem more energetic than 4 Alastor,’ yet containing 
! the same allegorical features and peculiarities of 
thought and style, and rendered more tedious by 
the want of human interest. It is honourable to 
Shelley that, during his residence at Marlow, lie 
was indefatigable in his attentions to the poor ; his 
widow relates that, in the winter, while bringing 
out his poem, he had a severe attack of ophthalmia, 
caught while visiting the poor cottages. This cer¬ 
tainly stamps with reality his pleadings for the 
human race, though the nature of his philosophy 
and opinions would have deprived them of the highest 
of earthly consolations. The poet now prepared to 
go abroad. Ajstrong sense of injury, and a burning 
desire to redress what lie termed the wrongs of 
society, rendered him miserable in England, and lie 
hoped also that his health would be improved by a 
milder climate. Accordingly, on the 12th of March 
1818, he quitted this country, never to return. lie 
went direct to Italy, and whilst residing at Rome, 
composed his classic drama of Promethms Unbound, 

4 This poem/ he says, 4 was chiefly written upon the j 
mountainous ruins of the Baths of Caracalla, among j 
the flowery glades and thickets of odoriferous bios- I 


soming trees, which are extended in ever-winding 
labyrinths upon its immense platforms and dizzy j 
arches suspended in the air. The bright blue sky 
of Rome, and the effect of the vigorous awakening j 
of spring in that divincst climate, and the new life 
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itli 'which it drenches the hpirits own to intoxira- 
>»n, wore the inspiration of this drama.’ No change 
of scene, however, ftmld permanently affect the 
nature ot Shelby s speculations, and his * i'rometheus 
is as mystical and metaphysical, and as daringly 
♦sceptical, a* any of fm previous works. The cardi¬ 
nal point of his system is described by Mrs Shelley 
as a belief that man could Ik- so perfectioniscd as to 
Ik* aide to i xpel evil from his own nature, and from 
the greater part of the creation ; and the subject lie 
loved best to dwell on, was the image of one warring 
with the evil principle, oppressed not only by it, but 
j by all, f veil the good, w) id*d into con¬ 

sidering evil a necessary portion of humanity. His 
next work was The ('end, a tragedy, published in 
lsi!>, and dedicated to Mr Leigh Hunt. * Those 
writings/ he remarks in the dedication, ‘which I 
have hitherto published, have Is-en little else than 
visions which impersonate niv own apprehensions 
of the beautiful aiulnhe just. I can also perceive in 
them the literary defects incidental to youth and 
impatience; they are dreams of what ought to bo, 
or may he. 'Hie drama which 1 now present to you 
is a sad reality. 1 lay aside the presumptuous atti¬ 
tude of an instructor, and am content to paint, with 
such colours as my own heart furnishes, that which 
has lieen.’ The painting is dark and gloomy ; but, * 
in spite of a revolting plot, and the insane unnatural 
character of the C’enci, Shelley's tragedy is one of 
Hie best of modern times. As fin effort of intellec¬ 
tual strength* and an embodiment uThumAjj 
it may challenge a comparison with any dramatic 
umrk since Otway ; and it is incomparably the best 
of the poet’s productions. His remaining works are 
Hellas; "j he Witch of Atlas; A dona is; Uomlind and 
Helen; and a variety of shorter productions, with 
scenes translated from Calderon and the Faust of 
Goethe. i n Italy Shelley renewed his acquaintance 
with Dm! Byron, who thought his philosophy 4 too 
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qpirjtual and romantic.* Ho was temperate in his 
liabits, gentle; ttlTectloimte, and generous; so that 
even those who most deeply deplored or detested 
his opinions, were charmed with tlm int4?Uoctual 
pyjityjuid heucyoleiH'e of Ins lift, llis favourite 
| amusement was boating and uniting; and whilst 
I returning one day, the 8th of .July 1822 , from Leg¬ 
horn (whither he had gone to welcome Leigh Hunt 
to Italy), the boat in which he sailed, accompanied 
by Mr Williams, formerly of the 8th dragoons, and 
a single seaman, went down in the bay of Sj>e/.ia, 
and all perished. A volume of Keats'* poetry was 
found ojK’n in Shelley’s coat pocket when bis body 
was washed ashore. The remains of the jxnet were 
reduced to ashes by fire, and being Liken to Home, 
were deposited in the I'rotestant burial ground, mar 
those o£a child he had lost in that city. A complete 
edition of Shelley’s Poetical Works, with notes by 
hjs widow', has been published in four volumes; and 
the t»gme accomplished lady hms given to the world 
two volumes of his prose Essays, Letters from j 
Abroad, Transbit ions ami Fragments. Shelb y ’s , 
life was a dream of nuance---a tale of mystery and ' 
grief. That he was sincere iiy_ his opinions, and ! 
Wmevok:ut.in hu iutoutiuns, Is now'undoubted. Tie | 
hjolual upon the worfd with the eyt - of a visionary, j 
Unit on luiattaiimbta schemes of mudlcctual excel- j 
knee and ^upWin.-uy, His delusion led to misery, ! 
and made him, for a time, unjust to others. It 
alienate^ him from his family and friends, blasted. 
M?f pTosj>erts in life, and distcmjM r»*d all his view* 
and opinions. It is probable that, had be li\ed t < a 
rijK-r age, he might have modified some of tb-Ke 
extreme tijM-ulaUve and pernicious tenets, and we 
have no doubt that be would have risen Into a purer ' 
atmosphere of poetical imagination. T'be troubled 
and stormv dawu uaaloaLyii-l ling to the calm Ttryrri- 
(hrrtllrlgTi'fiicss. He had worn oiiT ?nTTTf briiTS fU'Tce 
antipathies and morbid affections; a happy domestic 
tdrrtc Wits gathered around him; ;md the refined 
simplicity of his tastes and habits, joined to wiu.r 
and juster views of human life, would imperceptmly 
have given a new tone to his thought- and studies. 
He hud a high idea of the art to which he devoted 
his faculties. 

4 Poetry,’ lie s'iys in one of his assays, 4 is the re¬ 
cord of the best and happiest moments of the hap¬ 
piest and best minds. We are aware of evanescent 
visitations of thought and feeling, sometimes asso¬ 
ciated with place or person, sometimes regarding 
our own mind ul>nc, and always arising unforeseen 
and departing unbidden, but elevating and delightful 
W*yomi all expression ; so that, even in the desire 
and the regret they leave, there eamiot but l>e plea¬ 
sure, participating as it does in the nature of its 
object. It. is, as it were, the interpenetration of a 
diviner nature through our own ; but its footsteps 
are like those of a wind over the sea, which the 
morning calm erases, and whose traces remain only, 
as on the wrinkled sand which paves it. These and 
corre«i>ondmg conditions of lieing are cxjK.*rienced 
principally by those of the most delicate sensibility 
and the most enlarged imagination ; and the state of 
mind produced hv them is at war with every base 
desire. The enthusiasm of virtue, love, patriotism, 
and friendship, is essentially linked with such emo¬ 
tions; and w hilst they last, self appears as what it is, 
anatom to a universe. Poets are not only subject 
to these experiences as spirits of the most refined 
organisation, but they can colour all that they com¬ 
bine with the evanescent hues of this ethereal world; 
a word, a trait in the representation of a scene or 
passion, will touch the enchanted chord, and re¬ 
animate, in those who have ever experienced those 
emotions, the sleeping, the cold, the buried image of 


the past. Poetry thus makes immortal all that is 
best and most beautiful in the world; it arrests the 
vanishing apparitions which haunt the in terlunati pug 
of life, and veiling them, or in languag£”WThTorra, 
sends them forth umong mankind, bearing sweet 
news of kindred joy to those with whom their sisters 
abide—abide, because there is no portal of expres¬ 
sion from the caverns of the spirit which they in¬ 
habit into the universe of things. Poetry redeems 
from decay the visitations of the divinity in man/ 
The remote abstract character of Shelley’s poetry, 
and its general want of anything realtor tangible, 
by which the sympathies of the heart arc awakened, 
must always prevent its becoming popular. His 
mystic idealism renders him obscure, and his imagery 
Is someTimes accumulated, till both precision and 
effect are lost, and the poet becomes harsh and in¬ 
volved in expression, He sought to reason high in 
verse—not liko Drydeu, Pope, or Johnson, hut in 
cold and glittering metaphysics, where the idealism 
of Berkeley stood in the place of the moral truths 
and passions of actual life. There is no melancholy 
grandeur in his pictures, or simple unity in his de¬ 
signs. Another fault is his partiality for painting 
ghastly and repulsive* scenes. He had, however, 
many great and shining qualities—a rich and fertile 
imagination, a passionate love of nature, and a dic¬ 
tion singularly classical and imposing in sound and 
structure. The descriptive passages in ‘Alastor,’ and 
the river-voyage at the conclusion of the * Revolt of 
Klam.' are among the most finished of his productions. 
His morbid ghastliness is there laid aside, and his 
letter genius leads him to the pure waters and the 
depth of forest shades, w hich none of his contempo¬ 
raries knew better Low' to describe. Some of the 
minor jhx'Iiis are also imbued with a true poetical 
, spirit, and speuk the genuine feelings of nature. One 
I striking peculiarity of his style is lus constant per¬ 
sonification of inanimate objects. In the “Cenci’ we 
have a strong and almost terrible illustration of this 
original feature of his poetry 

I remember, 

Tv..* miles <>n thi* side of the fort, the road 
Ci'T^e" a deep rawue ; *ti" rough and narrow, 

And wind* with short turns down the precipice; 

And in its depth there is a mighty rock 

Which hie* from unimaginable years 

Sustained itself with terror and with toil 

1 Ivor a gulf, and with the agony 

With which it clings, seems slowly coining dow'n ; 

K\rn as a w retched soul, hour after hour, 

( lings to the mass of life, yet clinging, leans, 

And leaning, makes more dark the dread abyss 
In which it fears to fall—beneath this crag, 

Huge as despair, as if in weariness, 

The melancholy mountain yawns ; below 
You hear, but see not, an impetuous torrent 
Raging among the caverns, and a bridge 
(Tosses the chasm ; and high above there grow, 

With intersecting trunks, from crag to crag, 

Cedart and yews, and pines, whose tangled hair 
Is matted in one solid roof of shade 
Bv the dark ivv’s twine. At noonday here 
'Tis twilight, and at sunset blackest night. 

The Flight of the Hours in ‘Promethus’ is equally 
vivid, and touched with a higher grace — 

Behold ! 

The rocks are cloven, and through the purple night 
1 sec cars drawn by rainbow-winged steeds, 

Which trample the dim winds: in each there stands 
A wild-eyed charioteer urging their llight. 

Some look behind, os fiends pursued them there, 

And yet I see no shapes but the keen stars: 

Others, with burning eyes, lean forth, and drink 
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With eager lips the wind of their own speed, 

As if the thing they loved lied on before, 

And now, even now, they clasped it. Their bright 
locks 

Stream like a comet’s flashing hair: they all 
Sweep onward. 

These arc the immortal Hours, 

Of whom thou didst demand. One waits for thee. 

[Opening of Queen Mab .] 

Howsrondcrful is Death, 

Death and his brother Sleep I 
One, pale as yonder waning moon, 

With lips of lurid blue; 

The other, rosy as the mom 

When, throned on ocean’s wave, 

It blushes o’er the world : 

Yet both ho passing wonderful! 

Hath then the gloomy Power, 

Whose reign is in the tainted sepulchre?*. 

Seized on her sinless soul ? 

Must then that peerless form 
Which love and admiration cannot view 
Without a beating heart, those azure veins 
Which steal like streams along a field of snow, 

That lovely outline, which is fair 
As breathing marble, perish? 

Must putrefaction’s breath 
Leave nothing of this heavenly sight 
Put loathsomeness and ruin ? 

Spare nothing but a gloomy theme 
On which the lightest heart might moraine! 

Or is it only a sweet slumber 
Stealing o’er sensation, 

Which the breath of roseate morning 
Chaseth into darkness ? 

Will Ianthe wake again, 

And give that faithful bosom joy 
Whose sleepless spirit waits to catch 
Light, life, and rapture from her smile ? 

Her dewy eyes are closed, 

And on their lids, whose texture fine 
Scarce hides the dark blue orbs beneath, 

The baby Sleep is pillowed: 

Her golden tresses shade 
The bosom’s stainless pride, 

Curling like tendrils of the parasite 
Around a marble column. 

Hark! whence that rushing sound t 
’Tis like the wondrous strain 
That round a lonely ruin swells, 

Which, wandering on the echoing shore, 

The enthusiast hears at evening: 

’Tis softer than the west wind’s .sigh ; 

’Tis wilder than the unmeasured notes 
Of that strange lyre whose strings 
The genii of the breezes sweep : 

Those lines of rainbow light 
Arc like the moonbeams when they fall 
Through some cathedral window, but the teints 
Are such a*s may not find 
Comparison on earth. 

Behold the chariot of the fairy queen l 
Celestial coursers paw the unyielding air ; 

Their filmy pennons at her word they furl, 

And stop obedient to the reins of light: 

These the queen of spells drew in ; 

She spread a charm around the spot, 

And leaning graceful from the ethereal car, 

Long did she gaze, and silently, 

Upon the slumbering maid. 


The Cloud.* 

I bring fresh showers for the thirsting flowers, 

From the seas and the streams ; 

I bear light shade for the leaves when laid 
In their noonday dreams. 

From my w ings are shaken the dews that waken 
The sweet birds every one, 

When rocked to rest on their mother’s breast, 

As she dances about the sun. 

I wield the flail of the lushing hail, 

And whiten the green plains under; 

And then again 1 dissolve it in rain, 

And laugh as 1 pass in thunder. 

I sift the snow on the mountains below, 

And their great pines groan aghast; 

And all the night ’tis my pillow white, 

While I sleep in the arms of the blast. 

; Sublime on the towers of my skiey bowers 
Lightning, mv pil'd, sits ; 

In a cavern under 0 fettered the thynder, 

' It struggles and howls at fits; 

Over earth and ocean, with gentle motion, 

This pilot is guiding me, 

Lured by the lute of the genii tfiat move 
In the depths of the purple sea ; 

Over the rills, and the crags, and the hills, 
i Over the lakes and the plains, 

| Wherever lie dream, under mountain or stream, 

The Spirit lie loves, remains; 

And 1 all the while bask in heavenV blue smile, 
WhiLt he is dissolving in rains. 

; The sanguine sunrise, with his meteor eyes, 

| And hi> burning plumes eut'pnad, 

| Leaps on the buek of my sailing rack 
When the morning star .shine' dead. 

As on the jag of a mountain crag, 

Which an earthquake rock-, and swing’, 

An eagle alit, one moment may sit 
In the light of its golden wings ; 

And when sunset may breathe from the lit sea Kmcutll, 
Its ardours of i t-d and of hot-, 

And the crimson pall 'feu* may fall 
From the depth of h< avrn nLue, 

With wings folded 1 rest on mine airy neat, 

As still as a brooding dote. 

That orbed maiden with white tire laden, 

Whom mortals call the moon, 

Glides glimmering o’er mv fleece-like floor, 

Hv the midnight breezes strewn ; 

And wherever the beat "flier unseen feet, 

Which only the angels hear, 

May have broken the woof of my tent’s thin roof, 

The start* peep liehind her and peer; 

And I laugh to sec fhem whirl and flee, 

Like a swarm of golden bees, 

When I widen the rent in my wind-built tent, 

Till the calm river, lakes, and seas, 

* ‘ The ode** to the Mijlnrk And the flood, in the opinion of 
many critics, U-ar a purer {toetieai stamp than any other of hi* 
production*. They were written as Ids mind prompted, lt*tcn- 
j in# tn the enrolling of the bird aloft in the azure sky of Italy ; or 
marking the cloud a* it *j»od ,mt(w the heaven*,> while ho floated 
in his IsKit on the Thame*. No poet wa« ever warmed by a 
more genuine and unforced inspiration. I(i»pxtrome womdbiltty 
gave the intensity of passion to hi* inteUgeluid pitmtHsI, and 
rendered hb» rrnnd keenly alive to every (ft outward 

object*, as well an to hi* ItttFTnaT aensationa.' WtKth ft ftffl la. 
among the sad vfdatfttifffiB* Of human life, tho disappointment* 
wo meet, and the galling reuse of our own mistake* and error*, 
fraught w ith jxain ; to escape from (Rich ho delivered up hi* 
soul to poetry, and felt happy when he aheltcml himwlf from 
the influence of human sympathko |n the wildest region* of 
fancy.*— 3/ r$ Shdkp, Vrrf. to Pod, Wmii. ~ 
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Like strips of the sk^ fallen through mo on high, 

Are each paved with the moon and these. 

I bind the sun’s throne with a burning zone, 

And the moon’s with a girdle of pearl ; 

The volcanoes are dim, and the stars reel and swim, 
When the whirlwinds my banner unfurl. 

From cape to cape, with a bridge-like shape, 

Over a torrent sea, 

Sunbeam proof, 1 hang like a roof, 

The mountains itft columns be. 

The triumphal arch through which I march, 

With hurricane, fire, and snow. 

When the powers of the air are chained to my chair, j 
Is the million-coloured bow ; j 

The sphere-fire above, its soft colours wove, 

While the moist earth was laughing below. 

I am the daughter of the earth and water, 

, And the nursling of the sky ; 

I jut'i# through the pores of the ocean and shores ; , 

1 change, but 1 cannot die. j 

For after the rain, when, with never a stain, ; 

The pavilion of hdhven is hare, j 

And the winds and sunbeams, with their convex 
gifcims, # j 

Build up tli*' blue dome of air, 

I silently laugh at my own cenotaph. 

And out of the caverns id' rain, 

Like a child from the womb, like a chost from the 
tomb, 

I rise and upbuild it again. ! 

t 

To Sl ijhirk. ! 

Hail to thee, blithe spirit 1 j 

Bird thou never wert, j 

That from heaven, or near if, 
lVurest thv full heart 
Iu profuse strains of unpremeditated ait. 

Higher “till, and higher, 

From the earth tlmu springest 
Like a cloud of lire ; 

The blue deep thou wingrst, 

And singing still do-u s..ar, and soaring ever, *inge*t. 

In the golden lightening 
(if the sunken sun, 

< >\*r which clouds are brightening. 

Thou dost float and run, 

Like an unbodied joy w hose race is just l>egun. 

The pale purple even 

Melts around thy flight; 

Like a star of heaven, 

In the broad daylight 

Thou art unseen, but yet 1 hear ttiy shrill delight. 

Keen are the ari ows 
Of that silver sphere, 

Whoso intense lamp narrows 
In the white dawn clear, 

Until wc hardly see, we feel that it is there. 

All the earth and air 
With thy voice is loud. 

As, when night is bare, 

From one lonely cloud 

The moon rains out her beams, and heaven is over¬ 
flowed. 

What thou art we know not; 

What is most like thee! 

From rainbow clouds there flow not 
Drops so bright to see, 

As from thy presence showers a rain of melody. 


Like a poet hidden 

In the light of thought, 

Singing hymns unbidden. 

Till the world is wrought 

To sympathy with hopes and fears it heeded not. 

Like a high-born maiden 
In a palace tower, 

Soothing her love-laden 
Soul in secret hour 

With music sweet as love, which overflows her bower. 

Like a plow-worm golden • 

In a dell of dew. 

Scattering unbeholden 
Its aerial hue 

Among the flowers and grass, whic) screen it from 
the view\ 

Like a rose embowered 
In its own green leaves, 

By warm winds deflowered, 

Till the scent it gives 

Makes faint with too much sweet these heavy-winged 
thieves. 

Sound of vernal showers 
On the twinkling grass, 

Bain-awakened flowers, 

All tha f 'M-er was 

Joyous, and dear, and fredi, thy music doth surpass. 

Teach us, sprite or bird, 

What sweet thoughts arc thine ; 

1 have never heard 
Braise of love or wine 

That panted forth a flood of rapture so divine. 

f horn* hymeneal, 

( >t triumphal chant, 

Matched with thine would be all 
But an empty vaunt— 

A thing wherein we feel there is some hidden want. 

What objects are the fountains 
(if thy happy strain ? 

What fields, or waves, or mountains? 

What shapes of sky or plain 1 

What love of thine own kind 1 what ignorance of pain ! 

With thy clear keen jovance 
I .an guar can n ot be : 

Shadow of annoyance 
Never came near thee : 

Thou love«t ; but ne’er knew love’s sad satiety. 

Waking or asleep, 

Thou of death must deem 
Things more true and deep 
Thau we mortals dream, 

Or how could thy notes flow in such a crystal stream! 

We look before and after, 

And pine for what is not: 

Our si nearest laughter 

With some pain is fraught : 

Our sweetest songs are those that tell of saddest 
thought. 

Yet if we could scorn 

Hate, and pride, and fear; 

If we were things bom 
Not to shed a tear, 

I know not bow thy joy we ever could come near. 

Better than all measures 
Of delight and sound, 

Better than nil treasures 
That in books are found. 

Thy skill to poet were, thou scomer of the ground! 
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Teach me half the gladness 
That thy brain must know, 

Such harmonious madness 
From my lips would How, 

The world should listen then, os I am listening now. 

[From ‘ The Sms it ire Plant.'] 

A Sensitive Plant in a garden grew, 

And the young winds fed it with silver dew, 

And it opened its fan-like leaves to the light, 

And closed them beneath the kisses of night. 

And the spring arose on the garden fair. 

Like the Spirit of Love felt everywhere ; 

And each flower and herb on earth’s dark breast 
Rose from the dreams of its wintry rest. 

But none ever trembled and panted with bliss 
In the garden, the field, or the wilderness. 

Like a doe in the noontide with love’s sweet want, 

As the companionlcss Sensitive Plant. 

The snow-drop, and then the violet, 

Arose from the ground with warm rain wet, 

And their breath was mixed with fresh odour, sent 
From the turf, like the voice and the instrument. 

Then the pied wind-flowers and the tulip tall, 

And narcissi, the fairest among them all, 

Who gaze on their eves in the stream’s recess, 

Till they die of their own dear loveliness ; 

And the Naiad-like lily of the vale, 

Whom youth makes so fair, ami passion so pale, 

That the light of its tremulous bells is seen 
Through their pavilions of tender green ; 

And the hyacinth purple, and white, and blue, 
Which Hung from its bells a sweet peal anew 
Of music so delicate, soft, and intense, 

It was felt like an odour within the seme; 

And the rose like a nymph to the bath addrc*t. 
Which unveiled the depth of her glowing breast, 

Till, fold after fold, to the fainting air 
The soul of her beauty and love lay bare ; 

And the wand-like lily, which lifted up, 

As a Mocnad, its moonlight-coloured cup, 

Till the fiery star, which is its eye, 

Gazed through clear dew on the tender sky; 

And the jessamine faint, and the sw eet tuliero.se. 

The sweetest Hower for scent that Mows; 

And all rare blossoms from every clime, 

Grew in that garden in perfect prime. 

And on the stream whose inconstant bosom 
Was prankt under houghs of embowering blossom, 
With golden and green light slanting through 
Their heaven of many a tangled hue. 

Broad watt, lay tremulously, 

And starry river-buds glimmered by, 

And around them the soft stream did glide and dance 
With a motion of sweet sound and radiance. 

And the sinuous paths of lawn and of moss, 

Which led through the garden along and across, 

Some open at once to the sun and the breeze. 

Some lost among bowers of blossoming trees, 

Were all paved with daisies and delicate bells 
As fair as the fabulous asphodels; 

And flowrets which, drooping as day drooped too, 

Fell into pavilions, white, purple, and blue, 

To roof the glow-worm from the evening dew. 

And from this undefiled Paradise 
The flowers (as an infant’s awakening eyes 
Smile on its mother, whose singing sweet 
Can first lull, and at last must awaken it), 


When heaven’s blithe winds had unfolded them. 

As mine-lamps enkindlo a hidden gem, 

Shone smiling to heaven, and every one 
Shared joy in the light of the gentle sun ; 

For each one was interpenetrated 
With the light and the odour its neighbour shed, 
Like young lovers whom youth and love make dear, 
Wrapt and tilled by their mutual atmosphere. 

But the Sensitive Plant, which could give small fruit 
Of the love which it felt from the leaf to the root, 
Received more than all, it loved 11101*0 than ever, 
Where none wanted but it, could belong to the giver; 

For the Sensitive Plant has no bright flower; 
Radiance and odour are not it» dower : 

It loves, even like Love, its deep heart is full, 

It desires what it lias not - the beautiful ! 

The light winds which, from unsustaining wings, 
i Shed the music of many inurmurings ; 

1 The beams which dart from many a star * 

1 Of the flowers whose hues they bear afar; 

1 , 

The plumed insects swift and free, 

, Like golden boats on a sunny sea, 

■ Laden with light and odour, which pass ^ 

< >vcr the glcum of the living grr-s ; 

The unseen clouds of the dew, which lie 
! Like fire in the flowers till the Min rules high, 
i Then wander like spirit> among the sphere*, 

! Kach cloud faint w ith the fragrance it bears ; 

' The quivering vapour* of dim noontide, 

1 Which like a sea o’er the warm earth glide, 
j In which every sound, and odour, and beam, 

J Move as reeds in a sin Me stream ; 

! Much and all likcTninistering angels were 
For the Sensitive Plant sweet joy t •• bear. 

Whilst the lagging hours of the day went by, 

Like windless clouds o’er a tender .-ky. 

And when evening descended from heaven above, 

And the earth was all rest, and the air was all bur, 

; And delight, though less bright, was far more deep, 

J And the day's veil fell from the w<-rld of sleep, 

J And the Masts, and the birds, and the insects were 
1 drowned 

In an ocean of dreams without a sound ; 

Whose waves never mark, though they cut impress 
The light sand which paves it—consciousness; 

| (Only overhead the sweet nightingale 
liver sang more sweet as the day might fail, 

I And snatches of its Flysian chant 
I Were mixed with the dreams of the Sensitive Plant.) 

I 

The Sensitive Plant was the earliest 
l ^gathered into the bosom of rest; 

A sweet child weary of its delight, 

The feeblest and yef the favourite, 

Cradled w ithin the embrace of night. 

[ Forest Sir nee if.} 

[From * AlJutor, or the Spirit of HoUtinlc.*} 

A wandering stream of wind, 

Breathed from the west, ha* caught the expanded sail, 
And lo ! with gentle motion between bank# 

Of mossy mIojjc, and on a placid stream 
Beneath a woven grote, it sails; and hark ! 

The ghastly torrent mingles its far roar 

With the breeze murmuring in the musical wood#. 

Where the embowering tree# recede, and leave 

A little space of green expanse, the cove 

Is closed by meeting bank#, whose yellow flower* 

For ever gaze on their own drooping eyes 
Reflected in the crystal calm. The wave 
Of the boat’s motion marred their pensive took, 
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i Which nought but vagrant bird, or wanton wind, 

I Or falling spear-gras#, or their own decay, 
i Had e’er disturbed before. The poet longed 
j To deck with their bright hues his withered hair; 
i Hut on hi# heart its solitude returned, 

And he forlmrc. Not the strong impulse hid 
In those Hushed cheeks, bent eyes, and shadowy frame, 
Had yet performed its ministry: it hung 
1 Upon hi# life ns lightning in a cloud 
Gleam*, hovering ere it vanish, ere the flood* 

Of night (dose over it. 

The noonday sun 

Now shone upon the forest, one vast mass 
Of mingling shade, whose brown magnificence 
A narrow vale embosom*. There huge raves, 

Scooped in the dark base of those airy rock*, 

Mocking it* moans, respond and roar forever. 

; The mooting bough*’, and implicated leavc* 

Wove twilight o'er the poet’s path, as, led 
Hy Jove, or dream, or god, or mightier death, 

He sought in nature’s dearest haunt, some hank, 

Her cradle and his sepulchre. More dark 
And dark the shad** accumulate the oak, 
Kxpanding it* immense and knotty arm*, 

Frnb-^cc# the light beech. The pyramids 
<>f the tall cedar oit-rarrhing fram* 

Most solemn domes within, and far below. 

Like clouds su*i* nded in an emerald sky, 

The a*h and the acacia floating hang, 

Tremulous uud pale. Like restless serpent* clothed 
In rainbow and in fire, the parasites, 

Starred with ten thousand blovsom*, flow around 
The gray trunks ; and, a* gamesome infant*' rye*, 
With gentle meanings and most innocent wile*, 

Fold their beams round the heart* * f those that h»\e, 
These twine tiieir tendrils with the wedded (tough*, 
Uniting their close union ; the woven leave* 

Make network of the dark blue light of day 
Ami the night’* noontide clearness, mutable 
As shat*-* in the weird clouds. Soft nm**y lawn* 
Beneath these canopies extend their swells. 

Fragrant with perfumed herbs, and eves with bio- ;as 

Minute yet beautiful. One darkest glen 

Sends from it * wood* of musk-rose, twined with jasmine, 

A soul-dissolving odour, to invite 

To some more body mystery. Through the dell 

Silence and twilight here, twin sister*, keep 

Their noonday watch, and sail among the shade*, 

Like vaporous shape# half seen ; beyond, a well, 

Hark, gleaming, and of most translucent wave. 

Image# all the woven hough* ab<m»; 

And each depending leaf, and every speck 
Of azure skv, darting between their chasm* ; 

Nor aught d*e in the liquid mirror lave* 

Its portraiture, but some inconstant star 
Between one foliaged lattice twinkling fair. 

Or painted bird, sleeping beneath the moon. 

Or gorgeous insect, floating motionless, 

Unconscious of the day, ere yet his wings 
Have spread their glories to the gaze of noon. 

Hither the poet came. Hi# eyes Ik- held 
Their own wan light through the reflected line# 

Of hi# thin hair, distinct in the dark depth 
Of that still fountain ; a* the human heart, 

Gazing in dreams over the gloomy grave, 

See# it# own treacherous likeness there. He heard 
The vnotiqp of the leave# ; the gras# that sprung 
Startled, and glanced, and trembled even to feel 
An unaccustomed presence, and the Hound 
Of the sweet brook that from the secret spring# 

Of that dark fountain rose. A spirit seemed 
To stand beside hini—clothed in no bright robe# 

Of shadowy silver or enshrining light, 

Borrowed from aught the visible world affords 
Of grace, or majesty, or mystery ; 

But undulating woods, and silent well. 


And rippling rivulet, and evening gloom 

Now deepening the dark shades, for speech assuming 

Held commune with him, as if he ana it 

Were all that was ; only—when his regard 

Was raised by intense pensivene##—two eyes. 

Two starry eye#, hung in the gloom of thought, 

And Hccmcd with their serene and azure smiles 
To beckon him. 

Obedient to the light 

That shone within hi# #oul, he went, pursuing 
The windings of the dell. The rivulet, 

\\ an ton and wild, through many a grean ravine 
Beneath the forest flowed. Sometimes it fell 
Among the moss with hollow’ harmony. 

Hark and profound. Now on the polished stones 
It danced, like childhood, laughing a# it went: 

1 hen, through the plain in tranquil wanderings crept, 
Reflecting every herb and drooping bud 
That overhung it* quietness. ‘ (» stream ! 

\V hose source is inaccessibly profound. 

Whither do thy mysterious waters tend? 

Thou image*t my life. Thy darksome stillness, 

Thy dazzling wave*, thy loud ami hollow* gulfs, 

Thy search less fountain and invisible course. 

Have each their typo in me: and the wide sky 

And measure less ocean may declare a# soon 

What oozy cavern or what wandering cloud 

Contain* thy water*, a* the universe 

Tell where these IN mg thoughts reside,when, stretched 

Upon thy flower*, my bloodless limbs shall waste 

1 ’ the pacing w ind ! ’ 

Beside the grassy shore 

< M‘ the »mall stream he went ; he did impress 

< »n the gr» * n m<»** hi# tremulous step, that caught 
Mrong shuddering from In* bunting limb*. A* one 
Boused by some joyou* madness from the couch 

Of fever, he did move; yet, not like him, 

Forgetful of tin- grave, where, when the flame 
*>f hi* frail exultation shall be spent, 
lie must descend. With rapid steps he went 
Beneath the shade of tree*, (aside the flow 
Of the wild bubbling rivulet ; and now 
The forest's solemn canopies were changed 
For the uniform and light-ome evening sky. 

( l my rocks did peep from the spare moss, and stemmed 
The struggling brook : tall spire* of windle.*trae 
Threw their thin shadow# down the rugged slope. 

And nought but gnarled loot* of ancient pines, 
Branchless and blasted, clenched w ith grasping root# 
The unwilling *<»il. A gradual change was here, 

Yet ghastly. For, a* la.*t years flow away. 

The smooth brow gather#, and the hair grows thin 
And white ; and where irradiate dewy eye* 

Had slmnc, gb-am stony orb*: so from hi* steps 
Bright flower# departed, and the beautiful shade 

< >f the green gro\e*, with all their odorous winds 
And musical motion*, (’aim, he still pursued 

’I lie stream, that with a larger \olumc nov. 

Boiled through the labyrinthine dell ; and there 
Fretted n path through it* descending curves 
With it* wintry sjK-ed. < >n every side now rose 
Bock.*, which, in unimaginable form#. 

Lifted their black and barren pinnacles 
In the light of evening, and its precipice 
Obscuring the ravine, disclosed above, 

’Mid toppling stones, black gulfs, and yawning caves, 
Whose winding# gave ten thousand various tongues 
To the loud stream. Lo ! where the pass expand# 

Its stony jaws, the abrupt mountain breaks, 

And seems, with its accumulated crags. 

To overhang the world ; for wide expand 
Beneath the wan stars and descending moon 
Islanded seas, blue mountains, mighty streams, 

Dim tracks and vast, robed in the lustrous gloom 
Of leaden-coloured even, ami fiery hills 
Mingling their flaring with twilight, on the verge 
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Of the remote horison. Tlie near scene, 

Ifrn&kcd and severe simplicity. 

Made contrast with the universe. A pine, 
Rock-rooted, stretched athwart the vacancy, 

Its swinging houghs to each inconstant blast 
Yielding one only response, at each pause, 

In most familiar cadence, with the howl, 

The thunder, and the hiss of homeless streams, 
Mingling its solemn song; whilst the broad river, 
Foaming and hurrying o’er its rugged path, 

Fell into that immeasurable void, 

Scattering its .waters to the passing winds. 

Yet the gray precipice, and solemn pine, 

And torrent, were not all; one silent nook 

Was there. Even on the edge of that vast mountain, 

Upheld by knotty roots and fallen rocks, 

It overlooked, in its serenity. 

The dark earth and the bending vault of star-. 

It was a tranquil spot, that seemed to smile 
Even in the lap of horror ; ivy clasped 
The fissured stones with its entwining arms, 

And did embower with leaves for ever green, 

And berries dark, the smooth and even space 

Of its inviolated floor; and here 

The children of the autumnal whirlwind bore, 

Ill wanton sport, those bright leaves who.-^e decay, 

Red, yellow, or ethereally pale, 

Rival the pride of summer. ’Tis the haunt 
Of every gentle wind whose breath can teach 
The wilds to love tranquillity. 


Stanzas Writtni in Ifrjiction, near A 

The sun is warm, the sky is clear, 

The waves are dancing fast and bright. 

Blue isles and snowy mountains wear 
The purple noon’s transparent light. 

* * * 1 

Around its unexpanded buds ; 

Like many a voice of one delight. 

The winds, the birds, the ocean floods, 

The city’s voice itself is soft, like solitude’s. 

I see the deep’s untramnled floor 

With green and purple sea-weeds strewn ; 

I see the waves upon the shore, 

Like light dissolved in star-showers thrown ; 

I sit upon the sands alone, 

The lightning of the noontide ocean 
Is flashing round me, and a tone 
Arises from its measured motion ; 

How sweet, did any heart now share in iny emotion ! 

Alas ! I havener hope, nor health, 

Nor peace within, nor calm around, 

Nor that content, surpassing wealth, 

The sage in meditation found, 

And walked with inward glory crowned ; 

Nor fame, nor power, nor love, nor leisure. 

Others l see whom these surround— 

Smiling they live, and call life pleasure; 

To me that cup has been dealt in another measure. 

Yet now despair itself is mild, 

Even as the winds and waters arc ; 

I could lie down like a tired child, 

And weep away the life of care 
Which I have borne, and yet must bear, 

Till death like sleep might steal on me, 

And I might feel in the warm air 
My cheek grow cold, and hear the Rea 
Breathe o’er my dying brain its last monotony. 

1 A line seems to have been lost at this place, probably b> 
an oversight of the transcriber. # 


Some might lament that I were cold, 

As I, when this sweet day is gone, 

Which my lost heart, too soon grown old, 

Insults with this untimely moan ; 

They might lament—for I am one 
Whom men love not; and yet regret, 

Unlike this day, which, when the sun 
Shall on its stainless glory set, 

Will linger, though enjoyed, like joy in memory yet. 

Lines to an Indian A ir. 

I arise from dreams of thee, 

In the first sweet sleep of night, 

When the winds am breathing low, 

And the stars are shining bright; 

I arise from dreams of thee, 

And ft spirit in my feet 

Has led me—who knows how!— 

To thy chamber window, sweet. 

The wandering airs they faint 
On the dark and silent stream. 

The ( hnrnpak odour* fai' 

Like sweet thoughts in a dream ; 

The nightingale’s complaint, f 

It die* upon her heart, 

As 1 must do on thine, 

O, beloved as thou art! 

O lift me from the grn*>«! 

I die, I faint, I fail ; 

Ion thy love in kisses rain 
(in my lips and eyelids pah*. 

Mv cheek i* cold and white, ala# ! 

My heart beats loud and fast ; 

Oh ! press it close to thine again, 

Where it will break at Inst. 

Music, when soft voices die, 

Vibrates in the memory-- 
Odour*, when sweet violets .sicken. 

Live within the sen-e they quicken. 

Rose leav es, when the rose is dead, 

Are heaped for the beloved’* bed ; 

And ro thy thoughts, when thou art gone, 

Love itself shall slumber on. 

JOHN KF.ATS. 

John Keats was la>ni in I/ondon, October 29 , 
j 179 G, in the house of his grandfather, who kept a 
livery stable at Moor fields. lie received lus edu¬ 
cation at Enfield, and in his fifteenth year was 
apprenticed to a surgeon. Most of his time, how¬ 
ever, was devoted to, the cultivation of his literary 
talents, which were early conspicuous. During hi* 
apprenticeship, he made and carefully wrote out a 
literal translation of Virgil’s yEneid, and instructed 
himself also in some knowledge of Greek and 
Italian. One of his earliest friend* and critics was 
Mr Ixdgh Hunt, who, being shown some of hi* 
poetical pieces, was struck, lie say*, with the exu¬ 
berant specimens of genuine though young poetry 
that were laid before him, and the promise of which 
was seconded by the fine fervid countenance of the 
writer. In 1818 Keats published his Endymion^ a 
Poetic Romance , defective in many parts, but evinc¬ 
ing rich though ^disciplined powers of imagina* 
tion. The poem was criticised, in a strain of con¬ 
temptuous severity, by the Quarterly Review ; and 
such was the sensitiveness of the young poet—pant¬ 
ing for distinction, and flattered by a few private 
friends -that the critique embittered his existence, 
and induced a fatal disease. ‘ The first effects,' says 
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Shelley, 4 are described to me to hare resembled in¬ 
sanity, and it was by assiduous watching that he was 
restrained from effecting purposes of suicide. The 
agony of his sufferings at length produced the rup- 


.k.hn 


divine authors is, that imagfnation in them is sub¬ 
ordinate to reason and judgment^ while, with him, 
it is paramount and supreme; that fheir ornaments 
and images are employed to embellish and recom¬ 
mend just seQtiments, engaging incidents, and natu¬ 
ral characters, while his are p oured o ut without 
measure Of restraint, and withTfiT - apparent design 
but tcTudburdcn {lie breast of* the author, and 
vent tp the overflowing vein of his fancy. There Ts 
no worlTTroni WfiTcTi a triaTTeTOtlB critic could cull 
more matter for ridicule, or select more obscure, un¬ 
natural, or absurd passages. But w<? do not take 
that to be our office; and just beg leave, on the con¬ 
trary, to say, that any one who, on this account, 
would represent the whole poem as despicable, must 
either have no notion of poetry or no regard to 
truth.’ The readers of poetry confirmed this judg¬ 
ment ; but their verdict, however grateful, came too 
late to save the poet lie was now far gone in 
consumption. Asa last resource, he resolved to try 
the milder climate of Italy—eoing first to Naples, 
and from thence to Rome. ‘ He suffered so much in 
his lingering.’ says Mr Leigh Hunt, 4 that he used 
to watch the countenance of his physician for the 
favourable and fatal sentence, and express his regret 
when he f< mud it delayed. Yet no impatience escaped 
him —he was manly and gentle to the last, and grate¬ 
ful for all services. A little before he died, lie said 
that he felt the daisies growing over him.’ He died 
on the 27 th of Decemlier 1 * 20 , and was buried, as 
his friend Shellev relates, ‘ in the romantic and lonely 



ture of a hlfKxl-vessel in the lungs, and the usual 
process of consumption appears to have begun.’ The 
process had begun, as was too soon apparent; but 
Keats eontimu d hi* studies, and in Isl'u brought 

out his second volume. Lamia, IshImIui, The Eve of 

St Atjnrs, and other Twins. These falling into the 
hands of Jeffrey, were eritieised in the Edinburgh 
Review in u spirit of kindliness and just apprecia¬ 
tion, which must have soothed the wounded feelings 
of the poet, and, with an author of a more healthy 
ami robust frame, would have amply atoned for the 
previous injustice licit had In-en done him. * Mr 
Keats,’ says the eloquent critic, ‘is, we understand, 
still a very young man; and his whole works, in¬ 
deed, l*»ar evidence enough of the fart. They mani¬ 
festly require, therefore, all the indulgence that can 
be claimed for a first attempt ; hut we think it no 
less plain that they deserve it; for they are flushed 
all over with the rich lights of fancy, and so eoJoUNNl 
and l^ltmwii with fhe flowers of prndry, that, even 
while perplexed and bewildered in thefr labyrinths, j 
it is impossible td resist the intoxication of their i 
sweetness, or to shut our hcarU to tmehautmonts 
they so lavishly present. The models upon which he 
hdi» fbrmed himself in the 44 Endymion,” the earliest 
and by much the most considerable of his poems, are | 
obviously the Faithful Shepherdess of Fletcher, and j 
the Sad Shepherd of Ben Jonson, the exquisite ! 
metres and inspired diction of which he has copied i 
wltli grefti Boldness aricT fldcttty * and, like his great 1 
WfiTilHTWj’Tias alsb Contrived to impart to the whole 
piece that true rural and poetical air which breathes 
only in them and in Theocritus—wkich is at once 
homely and majestic, luxurious and rude, and sets] 
before us the genuine sights, and sounds, and smells 
of the country, w ith aft the magic aud grace of Ely- 
ilujp^ His subject has the disadvantage of being 
mythological ; and in this respect, as well as on ac¬ 
count of the raised and rapturous tone it conse¬ 
quently assumes, his poetry may be better compared 
perhaps to the Comus and the Arcftdes of Milton, of 
which, also, there are many traces of imitation. The 
great distinction, however, between him and theae 


cemetery of the Protestants in that city, under the 
pyramid which is tin* tomb of Test ins, and the massy 
walls and towers, now mouldering and desolate, which 
formed the circuit of ancient Borne. The cemetery 
is an open space among the ruins, covered in winter 
with violets and daisies. It might make one in.luYC 
with death to think that one should be buried in so 
sweet a place.** 


* Preface to A de-mi i*; an elegy on the death of Keats. In 
Shelley\ correspondence i** a letter by Mr Finch, giving an ac¬ 
count uf Krai*.'-* last moments, less pleasing, but much more 
striking than that of Hunt. ‘Almost despairing of his case, 
he left los native shores by sea in a mere hunt-vessel for Naples, 
where he arrivt-d, having received no benefit during the pas¬ 
sage, and brooding over the most melancholy and mortifying 
reflections ; and nursing a deeply-rooted disgust to life and to 
the world, owing to having been infamously treated by the very 
persons whom his generosity bad rescued, (mm want and no. 
He jourr.evtsl from Naples to Home, and occupied, at the lat¬ 
ter place, lodging* which 1 had, on former occasions, more than 
once inhabited. Here be soon took to his bed, from which he 
never rose more. Hi* passions were always violent, and his 
sensibility most keen. It is extraordinary that, proportionally 
as his strength of body declines], those acquired fre>h vigour; 
and his temper at length became so outrageously violent, as to 
injure himself, and annoy every one around him. He eagerly 
wished for death. After leaving England, I believe that he sel¬ 
dom courts! the muse. He was accompanied by a friend of 
mine, Mr Severn, a voting painter, who will, I think, one day be 
the Coryphteus of the English school. He left all, and sacrificed 
every prospect, to luwmpany and watch over his friend Keats. 
F.«r many weeks previous to his death, he would see no one but 
Mr Severn, who had almost risked his own life by unwearied 
attendance upon his friend, who rendered his situation doubly 
unpleasant by the violence of his paatdons exhibited even to¬ 
wards him, bo much that he might he judged insane. His in¬ 
tervals of remorse, too, were poignantly bitter. I believe that 
Mr Severn, the heir of what little Keats left behind him at 
Home, boa only come into possession of very few manuscript# 
of his friend. The poetical volume which was the inseparable 
companion of Keats, and which he took for his moat darling 
model in composition, was the Minor Poems of Shakspcore.’ 
Byron (who thought the death of Keats a loss to our literature, 
and who said, * His fragment of Hyperion seems actually in¬ 
spired by the Titans, aJid is as sublime as Eschylua *) alludes, 
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It was the misfortune of Keats, as a poet, to be 
either extravagantly praised or unmercifully com 
Hernned. The former was owing to thegcne'rou* 
'partialities of friendship, somewhat obtrusively dis¬ 
played ; the latter, in some degree, to resentment of 
that friendship, connected as it was with party poli¬ 
tics and peculiar views of society as well as of poetry. 
In the one ease his faiths, and in the other his merits, 
were entirely overlooked. An interval of more than 
twenty years should have dispelled these illusions 
and prejudices. Keats was a true poet: he had the 
creative fane/, the ideal enthusiasm, and the nervous 
suseeptibdity'hf the poetical temperament, if we 
consider his extreme youth and delicate health, his 
solitary and interesting self-instruction, the severity 
of the attacks made upon him by his hostile and 
powerful critics, and, above all, the original richness 
and picturesqueness of his conceptions and imagery, 
even when they run to waste, he appears to be one 
of the greatest of the yquruc-^dl-taught poets. 
Michael Bruce or Henry Kirke White cannot for a 
moment be compared with him : he is more like 
the Milton of ‘ Lycidos,’ or the Spenser of the * Tears 
of the Muses.’ ’ What easy, finished, statuesque 
beauty and classic expression, for example, are dis¬ 
played in this picture of Saturn ami Thoa !— 

[Nu/arw am! Thai.] 

[From ‘ Hyperion.’] 

Deep in the shady sadness of a vale 

Far sunken from the healthy breath of morn, 

Far from the fiery noon, and eve's one star, 

Sat gray-haired Saturn, quiet as a stone, 

Still as the silence round about his lair ; 

Forest on forest hung about his head 

Like cloud on cloud. No stir of air wn> there, 

Not so much life as on a summer’s day 
Hobs one light seed from the feathered grass. 

Hut where the dead leaf fell, there did it re*r. 

A stream went voiceless by, still deadened more 
Hy reason of his fallen divinity 
Spreading a shade : the Naiad "inid her reeds 
Pressed her cold linger closer to her lips. 

Along the margin sand large footmarks went 
No further than to where his lV-et had strayed, 

And alept there since. I’pon the sodden ground 
Hia old right hand lay nerveless, listless, dead, 
Unsceptred; and his realmless eyes were closed ; 

While his bowed head seemed listening to the earth, 
His ancient mother, for some comfort yet. 

It seemed no force could wake him from his place; 
But there came one, who with a kindred hand 
Touched his wide shoulders, after bonding low 
With reverence, though to one who knew it not. 

She was a g< J b of the infant world ; 

By her in stature the tall Amazon 

Had stood a pigmy’s height: she would have ta’en 

Achilles by the hair, and bent his neck ; 

Or with a finger stayed Ixion’s wheel. 

Her face was large as that of Memphian sphinx, 
Pedestaled haply in a palace court. 

When sages looked to Kgypt for their lore. 

But oh ! how unlike marble was that face! 

How beautiful, if sorrow had not made 

playfully and wittily, in his Don Juan, to the death of the 
yonng poet 

John Keats, who was killed off by one critique. 

Just as he really promised something great, 

If not intelligible, without Greek 
Contrived to talk about the gods of late. 

Much as they might have been supposed to speak. 

Poor fellow! Ills was an untoward fate; 

I *Tis strange the mind, that very fiery particle, 

\ Should let itself be snuffed out by (¥> artk le. 


Sorrow more beautiful than Beauty’s self! 

There was a listening fear in her regard, 

As if calamity had but begun ; 

As if the van ward clouds of evil days 
Had spent their malice, and the sullen rear 
Was, with its stored thunder, labouring up. 

One hand she pressed upon that aching spot 
Where beats the human heart, as if just there, 
Though an immortal, she felt cruel pain j 
The other upon Saturn’s bended neck 
She laid, and to the level of his ear 
Leaning with parted lips, some words she spake 
In solemn tenor and deep organ tone; 

Some mourning words, which in our feeble tongue 
Would come in these like accents—O! how frail, 

To that large utterance of the early gods!-- 
‘Saturn, look up! though wherefore, poor old 
king? 

I cannot say, “ O wherefore xlcepest thou !” 

For heaven is parted from thee, and the earth t 
Knows thee not thus afllicted for a god ; 

And ocean, too, with all its solemn noi.se, 

Has from thy sceptre passed, and >J 1 the air 
Is emptied of thine hoary majesty. 

Thv thunder, conscious of the new command, / 
Rumbles reluctant o’er our fallen house; 

And thy sharp lightning in unpractised hands 
Scorches and bums our once serene domain. 
i I aching time! O moments big as year* ! 

All, as ye pass, swell out the monstrous truth, 

And press it so upon our weary griefs 
That unbelief has not a space t<> breathe. 

| Saturn, sleep on ! O, thoughtless, why did I 
Thus violate thv rdumbrwus solitude! 

Why should I ope thv melancholy eyes? 

Saturn, >le*’p on! while at thy fret l weep.’ 

As when, upon a tranced summer nkdit. 

Those green-robed senators of miirhty woods, 

1 Tall oaks, branch-charmed by the earnest *tar>*, 
i Dream, and so dream all night without a 'Ur, 
j Save from one gradual solitary gust 
W hich comes upon the silence, and dies «> 1 F, 

| As if the ebbing air had Hut one wave; 

>o came these words ami went. 

The antique grace and solemnity of passages like 
this must bel^ll t>v every reader of poetry. The 
chief defects of Keats are his want id distinctness 
and precision, and the eurtlc&finess of hi* stylo. 
There would seem to have been even affectation in 
his disregard of order and regularity ; and he heaps 
up images and conceits in such profusion, that they 
often form grotesque and absurd combinations, which 
fatigue the reader. Deep feeling and passion arc 
rarely given to young poets redolent of fancy and 
warm from the perusal of the anc ient authors. The 
difficulty with which Keats had mastered the classic 
mythology gave it an undue importance in his mind : 
a more perfect knowledge would have? harmonised 
its materials, and shown him the beauty of ehaste* 
ness and simplicity of style -the last but the greatest 
advantage of classic studies. In jKicts like Gray, 
Rogers, and Campbell, we see the ultimate effects of 
this taste; in Keats we have only the materials, 
unselected, and often shapeless, JUg imagination 
was prolific of Ibruu of beauty and grandeur, bfit 
| the judgment was wanting to' svnhmettfsfe Ahd 
| arrange them, assigning to each Its 1 due proportion 
and its proper place. Hi* fragments, tmwcrwr, are 
the fragments of true genius-rich* original, and 
various , and Mr Leigh Hunt is right in his opinion/ 
that the ]>oems of Keat*, with all their defects, will 
be the ‘sure companion* in Hold and grove’ of those 
w'ho love to esaij^aut of fhastrife m£ oommtm 
placea into t^Jiavcn ofsolitude and imagination.* 
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[The Lady Madeline at her Devotions.'] 

[From the 4 J3v© of Ht Agnes,'] 

Ont wont the taper an she hurried in; 

I in little smoke in pallid moontihinc died : 

She closed the door, she panted, all akin 
To spirits of the air and visions wide : 

No uttered syllable, or, wo betide! 

Hut to her heart her heart was voluble, 

Paining with eloquence her balinv side; 

Ah though a tongueless nightingale should swell 
Her throat in vain, and die heart-stilled in her dell. 

A casement high and triple-arched there wa s . 

All garlanded with carven imageries 
Of fruits, and flowers, and bunches of km»t-gru>s, 
And diamonded w ith panes of quaint deuce 
IniitJinerable, of stains and splendid dyes. 

As are the tiger-moth’* deep damasked wings; • 

* And in the midst, 'iimng thousand heraldries, 
jltnl twilight saints, and dim cmbla/.onings, 

A shielded scutcheon blushed with blood of queens 
and kings. t 

full «>n this easement shone the wintrv m<*on, 

Ai J threw warm gules on Madeline’s fair breast, 

As down she kneH f*>r Heaven’s ^iaoc and bomi ; 
ltose-bloom fell on her hands, together pre*t, 

And on her si Her cr»>— soft ameilryst, 

And on her hair a glory like a saint : 

She seeyied a splendid angel newly drc.st. 

Save wings, for beaten ; I**>rphyro grew faint : 

She knelt, so pure a thing, **o live h»m mortal taipt. 

[tfy.nn In /W| 

' From ‘ Lml\ iin*>n.' ’ 

O thou whose mighty palaee-n.o| doth hang 
From jagged trunks, and overshadoweth 
Ktcrnal whimper*, glmiins, the birth, life, death 
Of unteen flowers in heavy |>cacefuliic*s ; 

Who burst to see the hamadryad* dres* 

Their ruffled Jocks where meeting hazels darken : 

And through whose solemn hours dost Mt and hearken 
The dreary melody of bedded reeds 
In desolate plan s, when* dank moisture breeds 
The pipy hemlock to strange overgrowth, 

Bethinking thee how melancholy loath 
Thou wtist to lose fair Syrinx--do thou now, 

By thy love’s milky brow, 

By all the trembling maze# that she ran, 

Hear us, great Han 1 

0 thou for whose soul-s^thing quid turtles 
Passion their voices cooingly ’inong myrtles, 

What time thou wanderest at eventide 
Through sunny meadows, that outskirt the side 
Of thine ennmssed rrulins: O thou to whom 
Broad-leaved fig-trees even now*f«>redoom 
Their ripened fruitage ; yellow-girted lavs 
Their golden honeycombs ; our village Iciih 
T heir fairest blossomed lM*ans and poppied com ; 

The chuckling linnet it* five young unborn, 

To sing for thee ; low creeping strawberries 
Their summer coolness ; pent-up butterflies 
Their freckled wings ; yea, the fresh budding year 
All its completions—be quickly near, 

By every wind that nod* the mountain pine, 

0 forester divine ! 

Thou to whom every fawn and satyr flics 
For willing service ; whether to surprise 
The squatted bare while in half-sleeping fit ; 

Or upward ragged precipice* flit 

To save poor lambkin* from the eagle’s maw; 

Or by mysterious enticement draw 
Bewildered shepherds to their path again; 

Or to tread breathless round the frothy main, 


And gather up all fancifullest shells 
For thee to tumble into Naiads’ cells, 

And, being hidden, laugh at their out-peeping; 

Or to delight thee with fantastic leaping, 

The while they pelt each other on the crown 
With silvery oak-apples, and fir cones brown— 

By all the echoes that about thee ring, 

Hear uh, O satyr king ! 

O hearkener to the loud-clapping shears, 
j While ever and umm to hi* shorn peers 
A ram goes bleating : winder of the horn, 

When snouted wild boars routing tender corn 
: Anger our huntsmen : breather round our farm-*, 

, T<> keep off mildews and all weather harms: 

Strange ministrant of undcpcribed sounds, 

That come a-swooning over hollow grounds, 

And wither drearily on barren moor*: 
i Oread opener of the mysterious doors 
Leading to universal knowledge--■•ee, 

! Croat son of Dryopo, 

The many that are come to pay their vows 
! With leaves about their brows ! 

Ik* still the unimaginabb* lodge 
For solitary thinkings; such a* dodge 
Conception to the very bourne of heaven, 

Then leave the naked brain : be still the leav'.n, 
That, spreading in this dull and clodded earth, 

Hives it a touch ethereal a new birth : 

Be still a symbol of immensity ; 

A firmament reflected in a *ea • 

An element filling the space between ; 

An unknown— but m> more : wo humbly screen 
With uplift hands our forehead* lowly bending, 

And giiing out a shout mo-t hea\on-rending, 
Conjure thee to receive our humble Piean, 
l*pon thy Mount I.xccan ! 

f ’d> to (* yiyhu.iyde. 

My heart aches, and a drowsy numbness pain- 
My sense, a* though of hemlock I had drunk, 

Or emptied some dull opiate to tin* drains 

Om* minute p.v-t, and hethe-wards had sunk: 

’Tin not through envy of thy happy lot 
But being too happy in thy happiness. 

That thou, light-winged Dryad of the trees, 

In some melodious plot 
Of beechon green, and shadows numberless, 
i Singe-t of summer in full-throated ease, 
j 

i O for a draught of vintage, that hath been 
Cooled a b*ng age in the deep-delved earth, 
Tasting of Flora and the country green, 

Dance and Provencal song and sun-burnt mirth! 
i o for a beaker full of the warm south, 
i Full of the true, the blushful Hippocrenc, 

With bended bubbles winking ut the brim, 

And purple-stained mouth ; 

That 1 might drink and leave the world unseen, 
And with thee fade away into the forest dim; 

Fade far away, dissolve, and quite forget 

What thou among the leaves hast never known, 
The weariness, the fever, and the fret 

Here, where men sit and hear each other groan ; 
Where palsy shakes a few, sod, last gray hairs, 
Where youth grows pale, and sj*ectit‘-thiu, and dies 
Where but to think is to be full of sorrow 
And leaden-eyed despairs ; 

Where Beauty cannot keep her lustrous eyes, 

Or new Ixive pine at them beyond to-morrow. 

Away! away ! for I will fly to thee 

Not charioted by Bacchus and hi* pards, 

But on the viewless wings of Poesy, 

Though tlie dull .brain perplexes and retards: 
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AJready with thee * tender is the nighty 

And haply the queen-moon is on her throne ' 
Clustered around by all her starry fays; 

But here there is no light. 

Save what from heaven is with the breezes blown 
Through verdurous blooms and winding mossy 
ways. 

I cannot see what flowers are at ray feet, 

Nor what soft incense hangs upon the boughs, 

But, in embalmed darkness, guess each sweet 
Wherewith the seasonable month endows 
The grass, the thicket, and the fruit-tree wild ; 

White hawthorn, and the pastoral eglantine ; 
Fast-fading violets covered up in leaves ; 

And mid-May’s eldest child, 

The coming musk-rose, full of dewy wine, 

The murmurous haunt of flies on summer eves. 

Darkling I listen ; and for many a time 

I have been haif in love with easeful Death, 

Called him soft mimes in many a mused rhyme, 

To take into the air my quiet breath; 

Now more than ever seems it rich to die. 

To cease upon the midnight with no pain. 

While thou art pouring forth thy soul abroad 
In such an cestnev ! 

Still wouldst thou sing, and I have ears in vain— 
To thy high requiem become a sod. 

Thou wu>t not born for death, immortal bird! 

No hungry generations tread tlice down ; 

The voice 1 hear this passing night was heard 
In ancient days by emperor and clown : 

Perhaps the self-same song that found a path 

Through the sad heart of Huth, when, sick for home, 
She stood in tears amid the alien com ; 

The same that ofttimes hath 
Charmed magic casements, opening on the foam 
Of perilous seas, in faery lands forlorn. 

Forlorn ! the very word is like a bell 

To toll me back from thee to my sole self! 

Adieu! the fancy cannot cheat so well 
As she is famed to do, deceiving elf. 

Adieu! adieu! thy plaintive anthem fades 
Past the near meadows, over the hi 11 -stream, 

Up the hill-side; and now 'tin buried deep 
In the next valley’s glades: 

Was it a vision or a waking dream? 

Fled is that music :—do 1 wake or sleep ? 

To Autumn. 

Season of mists and mellow fruitfulness ! 

Close bosom-friend of the maturing sun ; 

Conspiring with him how to load and bless 

With fruit the vines that round the thatch-eaves 
run ; 

To bend with apples the mossed cottage trees, 

And till all fruit with ripeness to the core; 

To swell the gourd and plutnp the hazel shells 
With a sweet kernel ; to set budding more, 

And still more, later flowers for the bees, 

Until they think warm days will never cease, 

For summer has o’er-brimmed their clammy cells. 

Who hath not seen thee oft amid thy store ? 

Sometime*, whoever seeks abroad may find 
Thee sitting careless on a granary floor, 

Thy hair soft-lifted by the winnowing wind ; 

Or on a half-reaped furrow sound asleep, 

Drowsed with the fume of poppies, while thy hook 
Spares the next swath and all its twined flowers ; 
And sometimes like a gleaner thou dost keep 
Steady thy laden head across a brook ; 

Or by a cider-press with patient look, 

Thou watchest the last oozing*, hours by hours. 


Where are the songs of spring ? Ay, where are they ! 

Think not of them, thou hast thy music too, 

While barred clouds bloom the soft dying day, 

And touch the stubble-plains with rosy hue ; 

Then in a wailful choir the small gnats mourn 
Among the river sallows, borne aloft 

Or sinking as the light wind lives or dies; 

And full-grown lambs loud bleat from hilly bourn ; 
Hedge-crickets sing ; and now with treble soft 
The redbreast whistles from a garden croft, 

And gathering swallows twitter from the skies. 

Sonnets. 

[On First Looking into Chapman's Ilomcr.] 

Much have I travelled in the realms of gold, 

And many goodly states and kingdoms seen ; 
Hound many western islands have I been 
Which bards in fealty to Apollo hold. #- 
Oft of one wide expanse had I been told 

That deep-browed fJoiner ruled as his demesne: 
Yet did 1 never breathe its pure serene * 

Till I heard Chapman speak out loud and bold: 
Then felt I like some watcher of the skies 
When a new planet swims into bis ken ; 

Or like stout Cortez, when with eagle (‘yes 
lie stared at the Pacific - and all his men' 
looked at each other with a wild surmise— 

Silent, upon a peak in Darien. 

[The Human Seasons.] 

Four seasons fill the measure of the year; 

There are four seasons in the mind of man : 

He has his lusty Spring, when fancy clear 
Tak<‘S in all beauty with an easy span : 
lie lias his Summer, when luxuriously 
Spring’s honied cud of youthful thought hc]*»rci 
To ruminate, and by such dreaming nigh 
Is nearest unto heaven : quiet coves 
Iiis soul has in its Autumn, when his wings 
He furleth close ; contented so to look 
On mists in idleness - to let fair things 
Pass by unheeded as a threshol 1 brook. 

He has his Winter too of pale misfeature, 
i Or else he would forego his mortal nature. 

J [on England.] 

Happy is Kngland ! J could be content 
T<> see no other verdure than its own ; 

To feel no other breezes than are blown 
Through its tall woods with high romances blent ; 

Yet do I sometimes feel a languishment 
For skies Italian, und an inward groan 
To sit upon an Alp as on a throne. 

And half forgot what world or word ling meant. 

Happy is Kngland, sweet her artless daughters ; 
Knough their simple loveliness for me ; 

Enough their whitest arms in silence clinging : 

Yet do I often ryirmly bum to see 
Beauties of deeper glam o, and hear their ringing 
And float with them about their summer watery*. 

/Tins. 

[‘The jKw*t Keats walked in the Highlands, not with the 
joyousness, the rapture, of the young Nounmmii, but in that 
hallo wist pleasure of the soul which, In its fulne**, it akin to 
pain. The following extract of a poem, not published in hit 
works, proves his intensity of feeling, even to the dread of 
madness. It was written while on hi* journey, boon after his 
pilgrimage to the birthplace of Burn*, not for the gaxe of the 
world, but as a record for himself of the temper of bin mind at 
the time. It is a sure index to the more nerton* trait* In hi* 
character ; but Keats, neither in writing nor in speaking, co uld 
affect a sontiment—hls gentle spirit knew not how to counter¬ 
feit.’—Ac»r Monthly Magatine , 1822.] 

There is a charm in footing slow 
Across a silent plain, 

Where patriot battle has been fought, 

Where glory had the gain: 
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There is a pleasure on the heath, 

Where Druids old .have been, 

Where mantles gray have rustled by, 

And swept the nettles green : 

There is a joy in every spot, 

Made known in days of old, 

New to the feet, although each tale 
A hundred times be told. 

# * * 

Ay, if a madman could have leave 
To pass a healthful day, 

To tell his forehead’s swoon and faint 
When first began decay. 

* * * 

One hour half idiot he stands 
By mossy waterfall, 

But in the very next he reads 
*'• His soul’s memorial. 

He reads it on the mountain’s height, 

Where chance he may sit down 
** Upon rough marble diadem — 

That hill’s eternal crown ! 

Yet be hi* anchor e'er so fast, 

Boom is then* for a prayer, 

% That man may never lose his mind 
On mountains black and hare. 

That he may stray, league after lcuiruc, 

Some great birthplace to find, 

And keep hi* vision clear from speck. 

His inward siidit unblind! 

dr hkginau* minim. 

I>r Hunt:a, bishop of Calcutta, was 

born April 21, 1TH.M, at Mulpas in Cheshire, where 
his father b:nl a living. In his seventeenth year 
lie was admitted of Brazen-nose college, Oxford, 
and soon distinguished himself bv bis classical at¬ 
tainments. In 1*02 he obtained the university prUe 
for Latin hexameters, his subject being the fatrmcn 
Srruinre. Applying himself to English verse, I!* Vr, 
in 1*03, composed his jx>cm of Palestine, which 
has been considered the best pri^e poem the uni¬ 
versity has ever produced. Parts of it were set to 
nuflftTf"amt it had an extensive sale. Previous to 
its recitation in the theatre of the university, the 
young author read it to Sir Walter Scott, then on a 
visit to Oxford ; and Scott observed, that in the 
verses on Solomon’s temple, one striking circum¬ 
stance bad escajK*<l him—namely, that no tools were 
used in its construction. Reginald retired for a 
few minutes to the corner of the room, and returned 
with the beautiful lines - 

No hammer fell, no ponderous axes rung; 

Like some tall palm the mystic fabric sprung. 
Majestic silence I * 

His picture of Palestine, in it* now fallen and deso¬ 
late state, is pathetic and beautiful: — 

Heft of thy sons, amid thv foes forlorn, 

Mourn, widowed queen! forgotten Sion, mourn ! 

Is this thy place, sad city, this thy throne, 

Where the wild desert rears its craggy stone? 

While suns unblessed their angry lustre fling. 

And wayworn pilgrims seek the scanty spring ? 

Where now thy pomp, which kings with envy viewed ! 
Where now thy might, which all those kings subdued! 
No martial myriads muster in thy .gate j 
No suppliant tuitions in thy temple wait; 

No prophet-bards, ttHTglittering courts among, 

Wake the full lyre, and swell the tide of song: 
but lawless Force, and meagre Want are there, 

And the quick-darting eye of restless Fear, 

While cold Oblivion, mid thy ruins laid. 

Folds his dank wing beneath the ivy shade. 


He has also given a striking sketch of the Druses, 
the hardy mountain race descended from the Cru¬ 
saders :— 

Fierce, hardy, proud, in conscious freedom bold, 

Those stormy seats the warrior Druses hold ; 

From.Norman blood their lofty line tbfiy.ixace, 

Their lion-courage proves their generous race. 

They, only they, while all around them kneCL 
In sullen homage to the Thracian steel, 

Teach their pale despot’s waning moon to fear 
The patriot terrors of the mountain spear. 

Yes, valorous chiefs, while yet your sabres shine, 

The native guard of feeble Palestine, 

O, ever thus, by no vain boast dismayed. 

Defend the birthright of the cellar shade ! 

What though no more for you the obedient gfc i* 

Swells the white bosom of the Tyrian sail ; 

Though now no more your glittering marts unfold 
vSidonian dyes and Lusitanian gold ; 

Though not for you the pale and sickly slave 
Forgets the light in Ophir’s wealthy cave ; 

Yet yours the lot, in proud contentment blest, 

Where cheerful labour leads to tranquil rest. 

No robber-ra^e the ripemng harvest Knows;* 

And unrestrained the generous vintage flows: 

Nor less your sons to manliest deeds aspire; 

And Asia’s mountains glow with Spartan fire. 

when, deep * in king in the rosy malrq 
The western sun forsakes the Syrian plain, 

His watery rays refracted lustre sited, 

And pour their latent light on CanntTs head. 

Yet. shine-* your praise, amid surrounding gloom, 

As the lone lamp that trembles in the tomb; 

For few the ‘•oitD that spurn a tyrant s chain, 

And small the bounds of freedom's scanty reign. 

While bis poem of ‘Palestine’ was universally 
admired, ami all lixiked forward to the maturity of 
a genius so rich in promise, He'.vu* continued his 
studies wit Ip unabated industry. He made consider¬ 
able progress in mathematics and in the higher 
, classics. In hn.' lie took his degree of B. A., and 
| the same year gained the prize for the English 
t essay ; the subject. The Sense of Honour. lie was 
elected to a fellowship at All Souls college, and 
stum after went abroad, travelling over Germany, 
Russia, and the Crimea. On his return he took 
i his degree of A. M. at Oxford. He appeared again 
| as a poet in 1*09, his subject being Europe, or Lines 
I on the I'rescnt lFur. The struggle in Spain formed 
i the predominating theme of Hebcr's poem. He was 
now presented to the living of Hodnet; and at the 
same time be married Amelia, daughter of Dr 
Shipley, dean of St Asaph. The duties of a parish 
pastor were discharged by Heber with i piosten - 
tatious fidelity and application. lie also applied 
T)Tf vigorous intellect to the study of divinity, and 
in 1 ST?) preached the Bampton Lecture, the subject 
selected bv him for a course of sermons being the 
Personality and Office of the Christian Comforter. 
He was an occasional contributor to the Quarterly 
Review; and in 1822 he wrote ft copious life of 
Jeremy Taylor, and a review of his writings for 
a complete edition of Taylor’s works. The same 
year he was elected, by the benchers of Lincoln’s 
Inn, preacher to their society. Here he had cham¬ 
bers in London, an addition of about £600 to his 
yearly income, and his duty was only preaching 
thirteen sermons in the year. Au office so honour¬ 
able, from the high character and talents of the 
electors, and the eminent persons by whom it has 
been held, is usually considered a stepping-stone to 
a bishopric. To this honour in its highest form— 
that of a spiritual peer of the realm— Heber might 
now have looked, forward with confidence ; but a 
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strong sense of duty and desire of Christian useful- one of his admirers in India remarked, rendered his 
ness prevented the prospect being realised. It was course in life, from the moment that he was crowned 
under such feelings, and contrary to the advice of with academical ho nours till the day of his deaTTf, 
prudent friends, that he accepted, in 1823, the diffi- one tradUoFTigW^ tTie rnlmiration of Britain and of 
cult task of bishop of Calcutta. With his family India. The widow of Dr Ileber has published a Me¬ 
moir of his Life, with selections from his letters; 
and also u Narrative of his Journey through the 
Upper Provinces of India from Calcutta to Bombay. 
In these works the excellent prelate is seen to great 
advantage, as an acute and lively observer, graphic 
in Ids descriptions both of scenery and manners, 
and everywhere animated with feelings of Christian 
zeal and benevolence. As a poet, Ileber is always 
j elegant, and often striking, llis hymns are j>ec(I- 
{ liarly touching and impressive, and musical in vtTsi- 
; fication. The highest honours of the lyre lit* pro- 
, bablv never could have attained ; for he is deficient 
j in originality, and is more rhetorical than pasdoiuitc 
or imaginative. 

Prtfint'j. i/ (he A’< </ & a. 

- f I’lniil • I’aJiMillr. V 

Du* iuu.iiv a coal-hlnrk tribe and cany spear, 

The hireling guards of Misridm’s throne, were tKerc. 
f rom distant (T 1 J 1 tiny trooped, a warrior train, 

Si wall’s green isle and Senaar’s marly plain : 

On either wing their liery couriers cheek 
I j The parched and sinewy sons of Amulek : 

! While close behind, inured to loii-t on blood, 

__ _ iH'cked in Behemoth's spoils, the tall Shangnlla •urodc. 

j! ’*w - ! 'Mid blazing helms and bucklers rough with gold, 

j j ^ V - j Saw ye how swift the scythed clinriot-t rolled { 

} Ileber s Parish th a roll. J.o, these are they whom, lords of Afnr\ fates, 

i he arrived safely at his destination on the Mth n f | °ld Thebes hath'poured through all her hundred gates, 
j October; and no man could jiavc entered on his mis- Motlier "< ar,UK> 1 1,mv tho glowed, 

I 1 sion with a more -uwtulie spirit. During u flushed with p-wer and vengeance. Pharaoh 

1 tb^ epsuing vea>FC lia,lora I Kjt the! , ro, 1 J* • 

.iie . "" "' ,, ropeV*’ IC WUS c ’ n P a ^ ( ‘ c * 111 '-.•^-Utoled in white, those brazen wheels before, 
several LuPfc -fen stations in Bengal and the upper <isirisDaT^'.his swarthy wizards bore ; 
provinces of Hindustan. In January 1825 be mad- Aml « t ill‘ n ,^rrrto incTrumpc''■* rT . v » 
a similar tour to the stations under the Bombay go- T||t . ie , tly V,strum n.unmmd Victors ! 
vernment, consecrating churches at various places. \vhv swdfthm- shouts that r.-rnl the desert’s gloom? 
In May 1825 he held his episcopal visitation at Bom- Wh ;, m Come vt . f<lrth t „ 0 , m bat ?- warrior, whom ? 
bay. During this progress be laid the foundation Thesr flo( . kt| ~ hi \ this faint and weary train — 

of two central schools. lie also visited the Deccan, Rt . a fr<tU1 i]w M . our ^ htn \ recent from the chain ? 
Ceylon, and Madras, on his return to Bengal, per- (Jod of thc j, OOI% t j M . a nd friendless save! 
forming at each station the active duties of his ( ; mTull<1 Lord of freedom, help the slave ! 
sacred office. His whole energies appear to have Nortll? H(lUt h, ami we«t, the sandy whirlwinds fly, 
been devoted to the propagation of Uhristianity m Ttie c i r <ding horns of KgvptV chi\ airv. 
the East. In 1826 the bishop made a journey to (>I1 earth's last margin throng the weeping train ; 
Travencore, accompanied by the Itev. Mr Doran, of j T ) R . ir ^ u jd c moves on 4 And must we swim 

the Church Missionary Society, lie preached, con- the main ?’ 

firmed, and visited his Christian communities with *\j;j t \ w light, spray their snorting camels jjood, 
his usual affection and ardour. On tiie 1 st of April N()r y )at hed a fetlock in the nauseous flood ; 
he arrived at Trichinopoly, and had twice service on p e cmnC H—their leader comes! the man of (,V1 
the day following. He went the next day, Monday, o’er t he wide waters lifts hi» mighty rod, 
at six o’clock in the morning, to see the native And onward treads. The circling waves retreat, 
Christians in the fort, and attend divine service. \ n hoarse deep murmurs, from his holy feet; 

He then returned to the house of a friend, and went And the chased surges, inly roaring, show 
into the bath preparatory to his dressing for break- The hard wet sand and coral hills below, 
fast. His servant conceiving he remained too long, With limbs that falter, and with hearts that swell, 
entered the room, and found the bishop dead at the p own> ,j OWI1 they pass- a steep and slippery dell; 
bottom of the bath. Medical assistance was applied, Around them rise, in pristine chaos hurled, 
but every effort proved ineffectual; deatli had been The ancient rocks, the secrets of thc world ; 
caused by apoplexy. The loss of so valuable a And flowers that Mush beneath the ocean green, 
public man, equally beloved and venerated, was And caves, the sea-calves’ low-roofed haunt, are seen, 
mourned by all classes, and every honour was paid Down, safely down the narrow pass they tread ; 
to his memory. Much might have been anticipated, The beetling waters storm above their head ; 
from the zeal and learning of Ileber, in elucidation While far behind retires the sinking day, 
of the antiquities of India, and the moral and reli- And fades on Kdom’s hills its latest ray. 
gious improvement of its people, had his valuable Yet not from Israel fied the friendly light, 
life been spared. At the time of his death he was Or dark to them or cheerless came the night, 
only in his forty-third year—a period too short to Still in their van, along that dreadful road, 
have developed those talents and virtues which, as Blazed broad and fierce the brandished torch of Ood, 
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It® meteor glare a tenfold lustre gave 
On the long mirror of the rosy wave; 

While its blest beams a sunlike heat supply, 

Warm every cheek, and dance in every eye— 

To them alone -for Misraim’s wizard train 
Invoke for light their mounter-gods in vain ; 

Clouds heaped oil clouds their struggling sight confine, 
And tenfold darkness broods above their line. 

Yet on they fare by reckless vengeance led, 

And range unconscious through the ocean’s bed ; 

Till midway now that strange and fiery form 
Showed his dread visage lightening through the storm ; 
With withering splendour blasted all their might. 
And brake their chariot wheel*, and marred their 
coursers’ flight. 

* Fly, Misraim, fly !* The ravenous flood** they -i c, 
And, fiercer than the floods, the Deity. 

4 Flv, Mifraim, flv!’ Fiotm Fd**m’s coral druml 
Again the prophet stretched his dreadful wand. 

With one wild crash the thundering wutei* sweep, 
And uTl is waves a dark and lonely deep ; 

Yet o’er those lonely waves Mtch murmurs pn«.i, 

As mortal wailing swelled the nightly blu-t. 

Ami strange and sad the whispering bnave*. bou 
Tin* gn^ins of Fgypt t*» Arabia's sh<T«\ 

Oh! welcome caimMln* mom, when- Israel ..1 

In trustless wonder by the avenging flood ! 

Oh ! welcome came the cheerful morn, to *h..w 
The drifted wreck of Zoan’** pride below ! 

The mangled limb*. of men the broken car - 
A few sad relic- «>fa nati>>nV war; 

Alas, how few! Then, soft us LlimV* will. 

The precious tear' » t’ new-bom freedom fell. 

And he, whose hardened heart alike had bum* 

The house of bondage and the oppressor's ms.’h, 

The stubborn slave, by hope’s new beams subdued, 

In faltering accent. sobbed his gratitude, 

Till kindling into warmer zeal, around 
The virgin timbrel wak'd its silver sound ; 

And in fierce jov, m» more l*v doubt supj»rc-t, 

The struggling -pint throbbed in Miriam’s breast. 
She, with hare arms, and fixing on the skv 
The dark transparence of her lucid eye. 

Poured on the winds of heaven her wild sweet harmonv. 

* Where now,’ she sang, ‘ the tall Egyptian spear ? 
On’s sunlike shield, and Zoan'* chariot, where ! 

Above their ranks the whelming waters spread. 

Shout, Israel, for the Lord hath triumphed !’ 

And every pause between, a-s Miriam sang. 

From tril»c to tribe the martial thunder rang, 

And loud ami far their stormy chorus spread — 

4 Shout, Israel, for the Lord hath triumphed !’ 

Hymn, j'ijh'ntt A Sumhty ujUv Trinity. 

Lo, the lilies of the field. 

How their leaves instru^ion Geld ! 

Hark to Nature's lesson, given 
Hy the blessed birds of heaven ! 

Kvcry hush and tufted tree 
Warbles sweet philosophy : 

4 Mortal, fly from doubt and sorrow: 

God provideth for the morrow ! 

Say, with richer erimson glows 
The kingly mantle than the rose ? 

Say, have kings more wholesome lure 
’ Than we poor citizens of air ! 

Hams nor hoarded grain have we, 

Yet vve carol merrily. 

Mortal, Hy from doubt and sorrow; 

(iod provideth for the morrow ! 

One there lives, whose guardian eye 
Guides our humble destinv ; 

One there lives, who, Lord of all, 

Keeps our feathers lest they fall. 


Pass wc blithely then the time. 
Fearless of the snare and lime, 

Free from doubt and faithless sorrow: 
God provideth for the morrow P 

M ixtion a ry Hymn . 

1' roin Greenland's icy mountains, 
from India’s coral strand, 

Where A trie’s sunny fountains 
Roll down their golden Kami ; • 

From many an ancient river, # 

From many a balmy plain, 

They call us to deliver 
Their land from error’s chain. 

What though the spicy bree/es 
Plow soft on Ceylon’- isle. 

Though every prospect please*, 

And only man is vile ; 

In rain, with lavish kindness. 

The gifts of (iod are strmvn, 

The Heathen, in his blindness. 

Hows down to wood and tone. 

Shall we whose souls arc lighted 
With wisdom from on high ; 

Shall we to man benighted 
The lamp of life deny { 

Salvation ! < >h, salvation ! 

The joyful sound proclaim. 

Till each remotest nation 
lias learned Messiah's name. 


..... H>h . \ joo.w.j 

If tboil wort bv m\ side, my love, 

1 low fast would evening fail 
In giecu Hcngala'tf palmy grove, 
Listening the nightingale ! 

If thou, my love, wert by my side. 
My babies at my knee, 

How gaily would our pinnace glide 
oYr (iunga’s mimic sea! 

1 mi's thee at the dawning gray, 
When on our deck icclined, 

In careless case my limbs I lay, 
Ami woo the cooler w ind. 


I mi*.** tine when bv tiungabs stream 
My twilight steps 1 guide. 

Hut most beneath tlie lamp’s pale Itcam 
1 miss thee from my side. 

I spread my books, my pencil try, 

The lingering noon to cheer, 

Hut miss thy kind approving eye, 

Thy meek attentive ear. 

Hut when of morn or eve the star 
Heholds n:c on my knee, 

1 feel, though thou art distant far, 

Thy prayers ascend for me. 

Then on ! then on ! where duty leads, 
My course be onward, still; 

O’er broad Hitulostan’n sultry meads, 

(Per bleak Almorah’s hill. 


That course, nor Delhi’s kingly gates, 
Nor wild Malwnh detain ; 

For sweet the bliss us both awaits 
Hy yonder western main. 


Thy towers, Bombay, gleam bright, they say. 
Across the dark-blue sea; 

Hut ne’er were hearts so light and gay 
Ai then sha^ meet in thee ! 
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An Evening Walk tn Bengal. 

Our task is done!—on Gunga’s breast 
The sun is sinking down to rest; 

And, moored beneath the tamarind bough, 

Our bark has found its harbour now. 

With furled sail and painted side, 

Behold the tiny frigate ride: 

Upon her deck, ’mid charcoal gleams, 

The Moslem’s savoury supper steams ; 

While all apart, beneath the wood, 

The Ilifidoo cooks his simpler food. 

Come, walk with me the jungle through— 

If yonder hunter told us true, 

Far off, in desert dank and rude, 

The tiger holds its solitude ; 

Now (taught by recent harm to shun 
The thunders of the English gun) 

A dreadful guest but rarely seen, 

Returns to scare the village green. 

Come boldly on ; no venomed snake 
Can shelter in so cool a brake— 

Child of the sun, he lores to lie 
’Midst natureV embers, parched and drv, 
Where o’er some tower in ruin laid, 

The peepul spreads its haunted shade ; 

Or round a tomb his scales to wreathe, 

Kit warder in the gate of Death. 

Come on ; yet pause ! Behold us now 
Beneath the bamboo’s arched bough, 

Where, gemming oft that snored gloom, 

Glows the geranium's scarlet bloom ; l 
And winds our path through many a bower 
Of fragrant tree and giant llower— 

The ceiba’s crimson pomp displayed 
O’er the broad plantain’s humbler shade. 

And dusk anana’s prickly glade ; 

While o’er the brake, so wild and fair. 

The betel waves his crest in air; 

With pendant train and rushing wing', 

Aloft the gorgeous peacock springs ; 

And he, the bird of hundred dye*,* 

Whose plumed the dames of Ava pri/.'. 

So rich a shade, so green a sod. 

Our English fairies never trod! 

Yet who in Indian bowers has stood, 

But thought on England’s ‘ good greenwood f 
And blessed, beneath the palmy shade, 

Her hazel and her hawthorn glade ; 

And breathed a prayer (how oft in vain '.) 

To gaze upon her oaks again ] 

A truce to thought—the jackal's erv 
Resounds like sylvan revelry ; 

And through the trees yon failing ray 
Will scan tly serve to guide our way. 

Yet mark, a-> fade the upper skies, 

Each thicket opes ten thousand eyes— 

Before, beside us, and above, 

The fire-fly lights his lamp of love, 

Retreating, chasing, sinking, soaring, 

The darkness of the copse exploring; 

While to this cooler air confest. 

The broad dhatura bares her breast, 

Of fragrant scent and virgin white, 

A pearl around the locks of night! 

Still as we pass, in softened hum 

Along the breezy alleys come 

The village song, the horn, the drum : 

Still as we pass, from bush and brier 
The shrill cigala strikes his lyre; 

And what is she whose liquid strain 
Thrills through yon copse of sugar-cane ? 

1 A shrub whose deep scarlet flowers very much retwvh!. 
the geranium, and thence called tb eJbdUm geranium. 

8 The Mucharunga. f 


I know that soul-entrancing swell, 

It is—it must be—Philomel 1 
Enough, enough, the rustling trees 
Announce a shower upon the breeze, 
The flashes of the summer sky 
Assume a deeper, ruddier dye ; 

Yon lamp that trembles on the stream, 
From forth our cabin sheds its beam ; 
And we must early sleep, to find 
Betimes the morning’s healthy wind. 
But oh ! with thankful hearts confess 
E’en here there may be happiness ; 

And He, the bounteous Sire, has given 
His peace on earth—bis hope of heaven. 


CHARLES WOLFE. 

The Rev. Ujiarlks Woi.ri: (1 UH-lSi'd), a native 
of Dublin, may be said to have earned a literary 
immortality by one Jfhort poem, and that Copied, 
with consfdcrable closeness, from a prose account 
f the incident which it relate Beading in the 
Edinburgh Annual Register a description of the j 
loath and interment of Sir John Moore on the battle- j 
field of Corunna, this amiable young poet tfirned it 
u(o verse with such taste, pathos, and even soldi- J 
nity, that his poem has obtained an fni]K*rifhaB!e 
place in our literature. Tin* subject was attractive 
—the death of a brave and popular general on the 
field of battle, and his burial by his companions in 
arms—and the poet himself dying when young, be¬ 
loved and lamented by his friends, gave* additional 
interest to the production. The ode was published 
anonymously in an Irish newspaper in 1 M 7 , and was 
ascribed to various authors ; Shelby considering it 
not unlike a first draught by UampU U. In 1H4I it 
was claimed by a Scottish student and teacher, who 
ungenerously and dishonestly sought to pluck the 
laurel from the grnre of its owner. Tin* friend* of 
Wolfe came forward, and established his right be¬ 
yond any further question or controversy; and the 
new claimant was forced to confess his imposture, 
at the same time expressing his contrition for hi* 
misconduct. Fame, like wealth, is sometimes pur* 
sued with unprincipled covetousness; but, unless 
directed by proper motives, the chase is never ,, 
honourable, and very seldom safe. The great duties 
of life—its moral feelings and principles—are some¬ 
thing more important than even the brightest 
wreaths of fame ! Wolfe was a curate in fTifc’esta- 
blfished church, and died of consumption. His lite- j 
rarv rdTnamrra have been published, with an interest¬ 
ing memoir of his life by Archdeacon Russell, one 
of his early college friends. 


The Burial of *Sir John Jfoorr. 

Not a drum wan heard, not a funeral note, 

As his corpse to the rampart, we hurried ; 

Not a soldier discharged his farewell shot 
O’er the grave where our hero we buried. 

We buried him darkly at dead of night. 

The sods with our bayonets turning. 

By the straggling moonbeam's misty light, 

And the lantern dimly burning. 

No useless coffin enclosed his breast, 

Not in sheet or in shroud we wound him; 

But he lay like a warrior taking hi* rest. 

With his martial cloak around him* 

Few and short were the prayers we said. 

And we spoke not a word of sorrow; 

But we steadfastly gazed on the face that was dead, 
And we bitterly thought of tho morrow. 
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We thought, AM we hollowed his narrow bed, 

And smoothed down his lonely pillow, 

That the foe and the stranger would tread o’er his 
head, 

And we far away on the billow! 

Lightly they’ll talk of the spirit that’s gone, 

And o’er his cold ashes upbraid him— 

Hut little he’ll reck, if they let him sleep on 
In tho gravo where a Briton has laid him. 

But half of our heavy task was done, 

When the clock struck the hour for retiring; 

And we heard the distant and random gun 
That the foe was sullenly firing. 

Slowly and sadly we laid him down, 

From ,tfie field of his fame fresh and gory ; 

We carved not a line, and we raised not a stone— 

* But we left him alone with his glory’ 

Tho passage in the Edinburgh Annual Register 
(1808) cm which Wolfe founded Ins ode is as fol¬ 
lows;—‘Sir John ihoorc had often said that if he 
was killed in battle, he wished to be buried where 
he fell.* The body \j'aa removed at midnight to the ! 
citadel of Corunna. A grave was dug for him on 
the ramparts there by a body of the 9th regiment, 
the aides-de-camp attending by turns. No coffin 
could lx* procured, and the officers of Jiis staff 
wrapped the body, dressed as it was, in a military 
cloak and blankets. The interment was hastened ; ! 
for about eight in the morning some firing was 
heard, and the officers feared that if a serious attack 
wert.* made, they should be ordered away, and not 1 
suffered to pay him their last duty. The officers of 
his family R>re him to the grave; the funeral ser- , 
vice was read by tin chaplain; and the corpse was ! 
covered with earth.’ 


Bong. 

[Tho following pathetic lyric is adapted to the Irish air 
Gramnuuhree. Wolfe said he on one occasion sung the air 
over and over till he burst into a flood of tears. In which mood 
he composed the song.] 

If I had thought thou couldst have died, 

I might not weep for thee; 

But I forgot, when by thy side, 

That thou couldst mortal be: 

It never through my mind had past 
The time would e’er be o’er, • 

And I on thee should look my last, 

And thou shouldst smile no more ! 

And still upon that face I look, 

And think 'twill smile again ; 

And still the thought I will not brook, 

That I must look in vain! 

But when I «pcak—thou dost not say 
What thou ne’er leftVt unsaid ; 

And now 1 feel, as well I may, 

Sweet Mary ? thou art dead ! 

If thou wouldst stay e'en as tl u art, 

All cold and all serene— 

I still might press thy silent heart, 

And where thy smiles have been ! 

While e'en thy chill bleak corse 1 have, 

Thou sec most till mine own ; 

Ilut there I lay thee in thy grave— 

And I am now alone ! 

1 d<» not think, where’er thou art, 

Thou hast forgotten me; 

And I, perhaps, may soothe thi** heart. 

In thinking too of theo : 

Vet there round thee such a dawn 
Of light ne'er seen before, 
fancy never could have drawn, 

And never can restore! 


Oh sav not that my heart i- cold 
To aught that oiht could warm it ; 

That Nature’s form, ho dear of old, 

No more has power to charm it ; 

Or that the ungenerous world can chill 
* One glow of fond emotion 

For those who made it dearer still, 

And shared my wild devotion. 

Still oft those solemn scenes I vi< w 
In rapt and dreamy sadness; 

Oft look on those who loved them (<>.* 

With Fancy's idle gladness; 

Again 1 longed to view the light 
In Nature's features glowing, 

Again to tread the mountains height. 

And taste the soul'* overflowing. 

Stent duty rose, and frowning flung 
His leaden chain around me ; 

With iron look and sullen tongue 
He muttered as he Itound me: 

* The mountain breeze, the boundless heaven, 
Unfit for toil the creature; 

These for the free alone are given— 

But what hare slaves with Nature V 

The above versea were written while Wolfe attended 
tho university of Dublin, where he greatly distin¬ 
guished himself. In 1817 he took orders, and was 
first curate of Ballyclog, in Tyrone, and afterwards 
of Donoughmore. Ills incessant attention to his 
duties, in a wild and scattered parish, not only 
quwmhed his poetical enthusiasm, but hurried him 
to an untimely gram 


IIHHllKKT KNOWLES. 

i Jhiiini'.RT Knowi.ks, n native of Canterbury (1798- 
1817V produced, when a youth of eighteen, the 
following fine religious stanzas, which, being pub¬ 
lished in the Quarterly Review, soon obtained 
general circulation and celebrity; they have much 
of the steady faith and devotional earnestness of 
Cow per. 

Lints uritUn /,* j7,« Churchgnni of fi'fhtnond t Yorkshire. 

It is k*m* 1 fr»r us to be hen*; if thou wilt, let us make here 
three tabernacles; one for thee, and one fur Moses, and one 
for Klim*.— St o tth-nc , wii. 4. 

Mcthinks it is good to be here, 

If thou wilt, let us build—but for whom ! 

Nor Elias nor Moses appear; 
i But the shadows of eve that encompass with gloom 
I The abode of the dead and the place of the tomb, 
l Shall we build to Ambition! Ah no ! 

Affrighted, he shrinkctli away ; 

For see, they would pin him Itelow 
In a small narrow cave, and, begirt with cold day, 

To the meanest of reptiles a peer and a prey. 

To Beauty ? Ah no ! she forgets 
The charms which she wielded before ; 

Nor knows the foul worm that he frets 
The skin which but yesterday fools could adore, 

For the smoothness it held or tho tint which it wore. 

Shall we build to the purple of Pride, 

The trappings which dizen the proud f 

Alas 1 they are all laid aside, 

And here’s neither dress nor adornments allowed. 

But the long winding-sheet and the fringe of the 
shroud. 
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To Riches! Alas! ’tisinvain; 

Who hid in their turns have been hid; 

The treasures are squandered again ; 

And here in the grave are all metals forbid 
But the tinsel that shines on the dark coffin lid. 

To the pleasures which Mirth can afford, 

The revel, the laugh, and the jeer* 

| Ah! here is a plentiful board! 
i But the guests are all mute as their pitiful cheer, 
And none but the worm is a reveller here. 

Shall we build to Affection and Love f 
Ah no! they have withered and died. 

Or fled with the spirit above. 

Friends, brothers, and sisters are laid side l»y side, 
Yet none have saluted, and none have replied. 

Unto sorrow?—the Dead cannot grieve ; 

Not u sob, not a sigh meets mine ear. 

Which Compassion itself could relieve. 

Ah, sweetly they slumber, imr love, hope, or fear; 
Peace! peace is the watchword, the only one 

Unto Death, to whom momirchs miiM b»»w ' 

Ah no! for his empire* is known, 

And here there are troplm s enow ! 

Beneath the cold dead, and around the dark M -nc, 
Are the signs of a sceptre that none may disown. 

The first tabernacle to Hope no will build. 

And look for the sleepers around us to rUe ! 

The second to Faith, which iioiavs it fulfill* d ; 
And the third to the Lamb of the great sacrifice, 
Who bequeathed us them both when He rose t** t 
skies. 


nom-.KT I'OlJ.wK. 

In 1S27 appeared a religious poem in blank verse. 
; entitled The Course of Time, by Hobkiit Foi.i.ok, 
which speedily rose to great popularity, csjk daily 
among the more serious and dissenting classes in 
Scotland. The author was a young licentiate of the 
Scottish Secession church. Many who scarcely ever 
looked into modern poetry were tempted to jn-ruse 
a work which embodied their favourite theological 
tenets, set olf with the graces of poetical fancy and 
description; while to the ordinary readers of ima¬ 
ginative literature, the poem had force and originality 
enough to challenge an attentive perusal. 'The 
4 Course of Time’ is a long poem, extending to ten 
books, written in a style that sometimes imitates the 
lofty march of Milton, and at other times resembles 
that of Blair and Young. The object of the poet is 
to descrilK? the spiritual life and destiny of man ; 
and he varies hi* religious speculations with episo¬ 
dical pictures and narratives, to illustrate the effects 
of virtue or vice. The sentiments of the author are 
strongly Calvinistie, and in this respect, ns well as 
in a certain crude ardour of imagination and devo¬ 
tional enthusiasm, the poem reminds us of the style 
of Milton’s early prose treatises. It is often harsh, 
turgid, and vehement, and deformed by a gloomy 

f ety which repels the reader in spite of the many 
iendid passages and images that are scattered 
roughout the work. With much of the spirit and 
the opinions of Obwper, Pollok w anted his taste and 
his refinement. Time might have mellowed the 
fruits of his genius ; for certainly the design of such 
an extensive poem, and the possession of a poetical 
diction so copious and energetic, by a young man 
reared Tn circumstances by h o means favourable for 
the cultivation of a literary taste, indicate remark¬ 
able intellectual power and determination of cha¬ 
racter, w .. 

Robert Pottok was destine^ like Henry Kirke 


White, to an early grave, lie was born in the year* 
1799, at Muirhouse, in the parish of Kaglcshatn, 
Renfrewshire, and after the usual instruction in 





MM Mnii r V ml. 

| country schnuD. was sent to the university of (Jlaat- 
gnw. lie studied live years in the divinity hall 
under I)r Dick. Nunc time after leaving college, 
lie wrote a series of 'Idles of the (\>timin(ers % ill 
prose, which were published anonymously. Iiis 
application to his studies brought on symptoms of 
pulmonary disease, and shortly after he had re¬ 
ceived his license to preach, in the spring of 1S27, 
it was too apparent that his health was in a pre¬ 
carious and dangerous state. This tendency was 
further nmliruied by the composition of Ids great 
poem, which was published by Mr Blackwood of 
Kdinburgh about the time that tin* author wan ad¬ 
mitted to the sacred cilice for which he was so well 
qualified. The greater part of the * e.mmer was »j>ent 
by I’ollok under the roof of a clerical friend, the 
Rev. Dr Belfragt* of Slateford, where every mean* 
was tried for the restoration of ids luaith. 'Die 
symptoms, however, continued unabated, and the 
poet's friends and physicians recommended him 
to fry the climate of Italy. Mr Southey has re¬ 
marked of Kirke White, that‘it was his fortune 
through his short life, as ho whm worthy of the 
kindest treatment, rlways tn find it,’ The same may 
be said of his kindred genius, l’oilnk. His poetry 
and his worth had raised him up a host of fund and 
steady friends, who would have rejfilccd to contri¬ 
bute to his comfort or relief. Having taken hi* 
departure for Ixmdon, accompanied by a sister, Pol- 
lok was received into the house of Mr Fine, then 
sheriff of London. An immediate removal to the 
south-west of England was pronounced necessary, 
and the poet went to reside at Shirley Common, 
near Southampton. The milder air of this pi aw 
efit rted no improvement, and after lingering on a 
few weeks, Pollok died on the 17th of September 
1*^7. The same year had witnessed his advent as 
a preacher and a poet, and his untimely death. The 
‘Course of Time,’ however, continued to be a popu¬ 
lar poem, and ha* gone through eighteen editions, 
w hile the interest of the public in its author has led 
to a memoir of his life, published in 1843. Pollok 
was interred in the churchyard at Millbrook, the 
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[•parish in which Shirley Common is situated, and 
some of his admirers have erected an obelisk of 
granite to point out the poet's grave. 

[Love.] 

j Hail love, first love, thou word that sums all bliss! 
j The sparkling cream of all Time’s blessedness, 

J The silken down of happiness complete! 
j Discemcr of the ripest grapes of joy 
She gathered and selected with her hand, 

11 finest relishes, all fairest sights, 

.11'rarest odours, uTT dlrtjiwt sounds, 

AH thoughts, all fceliugH dearest to tin: soul : 

And brought the holy mixture home, and filled 
The heart with all supeijatixea.of‘.bliss. 

Ilut who would that expound, which words transcends, 
Must taik*in vain. Behold a meeting scene 
Of early love, and thence infer its worth. 

It v evr of autumn’s holiest mood. 

The coni-nettt'vhutill'd in Cynthia’s silver light, 

Stood ready for the reaper’s gaihering hand ; 

And all the winds slept soundly. Nature seemed 
In silent contemplation to adore 
It* MuWtr. Now and^then the aged lc* f 
Tel! from iN fellows, rustling to the ground ; 

And, as it fell, bade man think on his end. 

Uu vale and lake, on wood and mountain high, 

With pen*-ive wing outspread, heavenly Thought, 
Conversing with itself. Veq*er looked forth 
From out her western hermitage, and smih’d ; 

And np the east, unclouded, rode the moon 
With all her stars, gazing on earth intense, 

As if she saw some winder working there. 

Such was the night, so lovely, still, serene, 

When, by a hermit thorn that on the hill 
Had seen a hundred flowery agen pass, 

A damsel kneeled t<* • tier up lo-r prayer- - 
Her prayer nightly offered, nightly heard. 

This ancient thorn had been the meeting place 
Of love, before his country’s voice had called 
The anient youth to Arid# rtf honour far 
Beyond the Wave : and hither now repaired. 

Nightly, tl\e maid, by (iod’s all-seeing eye 
Seen only, while she sought this boon alone — 

* Her lover’s safety, ami his quick return.’ 

In holy, humble attitude she kmnded, 

And to her bosom, fair os moonbeam, pressed 
One hand, the other lifted up to heaven. 

Her eye, upturned, bright as the -tar of morn, 

A# violet meek, excessive ardour streamed, 

Wafting away her earnest heart to God. 

Her voice, scarce uttered, soft as Zephyr sighs 
I On morning’s lily check, though soft and low. 

Yet heard in heaven, heard at the mercy-seat. 

A tear-drop wandered on her lovcljr face ; 

It was a tear of faith and holy fear. 

Pure as tin* drops that ham at daw ning-time 
On yonder willows by the stream of life. 

On her the moon looked steadfastly; the stars 
That circle nightly round the eternal throne 
Glanced down, well pleased ; and everlasting love 
Gave gracious audience to her prayer sincere. 

O had her lover seen her thus alone, 

Thus holy, wrestling thus, and all for him ! 

Nor did he not: for oft times Providence 
With unexpected joy the fervent prayer 
Of faith surprised. Returned from long delay, 

With glory crowned of righteous actions won. 

The sacred thorn, to memory dear, first sought 
The youth, and found it at the happy hour 
Just when the damsel kneeled herself to pray. 
Wrapped in devotion, pleading with her God, 

She saw him not, heard wot his foot approach* 

All holy images seemed too impure 


To emblem her he saw. A seraph kneeled, 

Beseeching for his ward before the throne, 

Seemed fittest, pleased him best. Sweet was the 
thought! 

But sweeter still the kind remembrance came, 

That she was flesh and blood formed for himself. 

The plighted partner of his future life. 

And as they met, embraced, and sat embowered 
In woody chambers of the starry night, 

Spirits of )/>yc about them ministered, 

And God approving, blessed the holy joy ! 

• 

[ Mornhuj.] * 

In Yustomed glory bright, that mom the sun 
Roio, visiting the earth with light, and heat, 

And joy ; and -eemed as full of youth, and strong 
To mount the steep of heaven, as when the stars 
Of morning sung to his first dawn, and night 
Fled from his fact.*; the spacious sky received 
Him, blushing as a bride when on her looked 
The bridegroom ; and spread out beneath his eye, 
Knrth smiled. l*p to his warm embrace the dews, 
That all night long had wept his absence, flew ; 

The herbs and flowers their fragrant stores unlocked, 
And gave the wanton breeze that newly woke, 
Revelled in sweets, and from its wings shook health, 

A thousand grateful smell**; the joyous woods 
Dried in his Ihniiu* their locks^vet with the drops 
< U'night ; and all the sons of music sung 
Their matin song—from urboured bower the thrush 
Concerting with the lark that hymned on high, 
i Ui the green hill the lbn'k**, and in the vale 
The herds, rejoiced ; and, light of heart, the hind 
F.ved amorously the milk-maid as die passed, 

N“t hit'dlc**, though die b->k another way. 

Not unrememberrd is the hour when friends 

Met. Friends, but few on earth, and therefore dear; 

' Sought oft* ami #ought almost as uft ia vain ; 

I Yet always sought, so native to tlm heart, 
j So much desired amt coveted T»v all. 

| N<>r wonder those—thou wondcrest not, nor need'st. 

• Much beautiful, and excellent, and lair, 

| Than face of faithful friend, fairest when seen 
\ In durke.->t day : and many pounds were sweet, 

Most ravishing and pleasant to the ear ; 
j But sweeter none than voice of faithful friend, 

Sweet always, sweeted heard in loudest storm. 

Some I rcmeinWr, and will ne’er forget; 

My early friends, friends of my evil dav ; 

Friends in mv mirth, friends in my misery too ; 
Friends given bv God in mercy and in love ; 

My counsellors, my comforters, and guides ; 

My joy in grief, my second bliss in joy*; 

Companions of my youn£, desires ; in doubt, 

My oracles, my jr*n£H in highi»un>uUj 
t me mber, and will ne'er forget 
Our meeting spots, our chosen sacred hours, 

Our burning words that uttered all the soul. 

Our faces beaming with unearthly love; 

Sorrow with sorrow sighing, hope with hope 
Fxulting, heart embracing, heart entire. 

As birds of social feather helping each 
His fellow’s flight, we soared into the skies, 

And cast the clouds beneath our feet, and earth, 
With all her tardy leaden-footed cares, 

And talked the speech, and ate the food of heaven ! 
These I remember, these selectest men. 

And would their names record ; but what avails 
My mention of their names t Before the throne 
They stand illustrious Tnong the loudest harjw. 

And will receive thee glad, my friend and theirs 
For all are friends in graven, all faithful friends; 
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And many friendships in the days of time 
Begun, are lasting here, and growing still; 

So grows ours evermore, both theirs and mine. 

Nor is the hour of lonely walk forgot 
In the wide desert, where the view was large. 

Pleasant were many scenes, but most to me 
The solitude of vast extent, untouched 
By hand of art, where nature sowed herself, 

And reaped her crops; whose garments were the clouds ; 
Whose minstrels brooks; whose lamps the moon and 
stars; 

Whose organ-choir the voice of mauy waters ; 

Whose banquets morning dews; whose heroes storms; 
Whose warriors mighty winds; whose lovers dowers ; 
Whose orators the thunderbolts of God ; 

Whose palaces the everlasting hills ; 

Whose ceiling heaven’s unfathomable blue ; 

And from whose rocky turrets battled high 
Prospect immense spread out on all sides round, 

Lost now beneath the welkin and the main, , 

Now walled with hills that slept above the storm. 

Most fit was sueh a place for musing men, 

Happiest sometimes when musing without aim. 

It was, indeed, a wondrous sort of bliss 
j The lonely bard enjoyed when forth ho walked, 
j Unpurposed ; stood, and knew not why ; sat down, 

| And knew not where ; arose, and knew not when ; 

Had eyes, and saw not; ears, and nothing heard ; 

And sought—sought neither heaven nor earth—sought ! 

nought, ' 

Nor meant to think ; but ran meantime through vn> 

Of visionary things, fairer than aught 
That was ; and saw the distant tops of thouguts. 
Which men of common stature never saw, 

Greater than aught that largest worlds could hold. 

Or give idea of, to those who read. 

! He entered into Nature’s holy place. 

Her inner chamber, and beheld her fare 
; Unveiled; and heard unutterable things, 

And incommunicable visions saw; 

Things then unutterable, and visions then 
i Of incommunicable glory bright; 

But by the lips of after-ages formed 
To words, or by their pencil pictured forth ; 

Who, entering farther in, beheld again, 

And heard unspeakable and marvellous thing’*, 

Which other ages in their turn revealed, 

And left to others greater wonders still. 

[Happiness.] 

Whether in crowds or solitudes, in streets 
Or shady groves, dwelt Happiness, it seems 
In vain to ask; her nature makes it vain ; 

Though poets much, and hermits, talked and huji< 

Of brooks and crystal founts, and weeping dews, 

And myrtle 1 a< r-, and solitary vales, 

And with the nymph made assignations there, 

And wooed her with the love-sick oaten reed ; 

And sages too, although less positive, 

Advised their sons to court her in the shade. 

Delirious babble all I Was happiness, 

Wa« self-approving, God approving joy, 

In drops of dew, however pure 1 in gales, 

However sweet? in wells, however clear ? 

Or groves, however thick with verdant shade? 

True, these were of themselves exceeding fair; 

How fair at mom and even! worthy the walk 
Of loftiest mind, and gave, when all within 
Was right, a feast of overflowing bliss ; 

But were the occasion, not the cause of joy. 

They waked the native fountains of the soul 
Which slept before, and stirred the holy tides 
Of feeling up, giving the heart to drink 
From its own treasures draughts of perfect sweet. 

The Christian faith, which letter kne w the heart 


Of man, him thither sent for peace, and thus I 
Declared : Who finds it, let him find it there; 

Who finds it not, for ever let him seek 
In vain ; ’tis God’s most holy, changeless will. 

True Happiness had no localities, 

No tones provincial, no peculiar garb. 

Where Duty went, she went, with Justice went, 

And went with Meekness, Charity, and Love. 
Where’er a tear was dried, a wounded heart 
Bound up, a bruised spirit with the dew 
Of sympathy anointed, or a pang 
Of honest suffering soothed, or injur)' 

Repeated oft, as oft by love forgiven ; 

Where’er an evil passion was subdued. 

Or Virtue’s feeble embers fanned ; where’er 
A sin was heartily abjured ami left; 

Where’er a pious act was done, or breathed 
A pious prayer, or wished a pious wish ; r 
There was a higfl and holy place, a spot 
Of sncm! light, a most religious fane, 

Where Happiness, descending, sat and sn>;Ui!T* 

But there apart, in sacred memory Iff vs 
The morn of life, first morn of cvdless days, 

Most joyful morn! Nor yet for nought the joy. 

A being of eternal date commenced, 

A young immortal then was bora ! And win/ 

Shall tell what strange variety of bliss 
Burst on the infant soul, when first it looked 
Abroad on God’s creation fair, and saw 
The glorious earth and glorious heaven, and face 
Of man sublime, and saw all new, and felt 
All new! when thought awoke, thought never more 
To sleep! when first it saw, heard, reasoned, willed, 
And triumphed in the warmth of conscious life! 

Nor happy only, but the cause of joy, 

Which those who never tasted always mourned, 

\\ hat tongue!— no tongue shall tell what bliss o’er* 
flowed 

The mother's tender heart while round her hung 
The offspring of her love, and lisped her name 
As living jewels dropped unstained from heaven, 

That made her fairer far, and sweeter scent 
Than every ornament of costliest hue ! 

And who hath not been ravished, as she ] Missed 
With all her playful band of little ones, 

Like Luna with her daughters of the sky, 

Walking in matron majesty and grace { 

All who had hearts here pleasure found : and oft 
Have I, when tired with heavy task, for tasks 
Were heavy in tho world below, relaxed 
My weary thoughts among their guiltless sports. 

And led them by their little hands a-field, 

And watch them run and crop the tempting flower— 
Which oft, unasked, they brought me, and bestowed 
With smiling face, that waited for a look 
Of praise—and answered curious questions, put 
In much simplicity, but ill to solve; 

And heard their observations strange and new ; 

And settled whiles their little quarrels, soon 
Knding in peace, and soon forgot in love. 

And still I looked upon their loveliness, 

And sought through nature for similitudes 
Of perfect beauty, innocence, and bliss, 

And fairest imagery around me thronged; 

Dewdrop* at day-spring on a seraph’s locks, 

Roses that bathe about the well of life, 

Young I<oves, young Hopes, dancing on morning’s 
cheek, 

Gems leaping in the coronet of Love ! 

So beautiful, so full of life, they seemed 
As made entire of beams of angels’ eyes. 

Gay, guileless, sportive, lovely little things) 

Playing around the den of sorrow, clad 
In smiles, believing in their fairy hopes, 

And thinking man and woman tree 1 all joy. 

Happy all day, and happy all the night I 
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But there was one in folly further gone; 

With eye awry, incurable, and wild, 

The laughing-stock of devils and of men, 

And by hi» guard ion-angel quite given up— 

The Miser, who with dust inanimate 

Held wedded intercourse. Ill-guided wretch ! 

Thou might’Ht have seen him at the midnight hour. 
When good men slept, and in light-winged dreams 
Ascended up to (iod—in wasteful hall. 

With vigilance and lasting worn to skin 
And bone, and wrapp'd in most debasing rags — 
Thou might’nt have seen him bending o’er his heaps, 
And holding strange communion with his gold ; 

And as his thievish fancy seemed to hear 

The night man’s foot approach, starting alarmed, 

And in his old, decrepit, withered hand, 

That palsy shook, grasping the yellow earth 
To imiKi (if all (iod made upright, 

And in theirm^rtrils breathed a living soul. 

Most fallen, most prone, most earthv, most debased. 
Of all that sold Eternity for Time, 

None bargained on so easy terms with death. 
Illustrious fool ! Nay, most inhuman wretch! 

He sat among his bags, and, with a look 
Which Hell might Ik* ashamed of, drove the poor 
Away untilmsed ; and ’midst abundance died— 
Sorest of evils—died of utter want! 


.1 A>lt;s MOVH.it.MUlY. 

James Montmomeuy, a religious p'ct of de¬ 
servedly high reputation, was U>rn at Irvine, in 
Ayrshire, in 1771. His father was a Moravian 
missionary, who died whilst propagating Chris- 
tinnity in the island of Tobago. The poet was 
educated at the Moravian Hfhnul at Eulnock, near 
l^ccds. In 1792 he established himself in Sheffield 
(where he still resides) as assistant in a newspaper 
office. In a few years the pa jet became bis own 
property, and be eontimied to conduit it up to the 
year 1827*. His course did not always run smooth. 
In January 1704, amidst the excitement of that 
agitated period, be was tried on a charge of hav¬ 
ing printed a ballad, written hv a clergyman of 
Belfast, on the demolition of the Hostile in 17s<» ; 
which was now interpreted into a seditious lilad. 
The p>or poet, notwithstanding the innocence of his 
intentions, was found guilty, ami sentenced to three 
months' imprisonment in the castle of York, and to 
pay a fine of £‘20. In January 1795 he was tried 
fur a second imputed political oflcnce—a paragraph 
in Ids paper, the Sheffield Ins , which reflected on 
the conduct of a magistrate in fuelling a riot at 
Sheffield. He was again eon view'd ami sentenced 
to six months’ imprisonment in York castle, to pay 
a fine of £30, and to give security to k«xp the peace 
for two years. * All the persons,’ says the amiable 
poet, writing in 1840, 4 who were* actively concerned 
in the prosecutions against me in 1794 and 1797 ), 
are dead, and, without exception, they died in peace 
with me. I believe I am quite correct in saying, 
that from each of them distinctly, in the sequel, 1 
received tokens of good-will, and from several of 
them substantial proofs of kindness, I mention not 
this as a plea in extenuation of offences for which 
I bore the penalty of the law; I rest my justifi¬ 
cation, in these cases* now on the same grounds, 
and no other, on which I rested my justification 
then. I mention the circumstance to the honour of 
the deceased* and as an evidence that, amidst all the 
violence of that distracted time, a better spirit was 
not extinct, but finally prevailed, and by its healing 


influence did indeed comfort those who had been 
conscientious sufferers.* 

Mr Montgomery’s first volume of poetry (he had 
previously written occasional pieces in his news¬ 
paper) appeared in 180G, ana was entitled The 
Wanderer of Switzerland , and other Poems. It 
speedily went through two editions; and his pub¬ 
lishers had just issued a third, when the Edinburgh 
Review of January 180/ 4 denounced 
nate volume in a style of such authoritative repro¬ 
bation us no mortal verse could be expected to 
survive/ The critique, indeed* was insolent and 
offensive—written in the worst style of the Review, 
when all the sins of its youth were full-blown and 
unchecked. Among other things, the reviewer pr< - 
dieted that in less than three years nobody would 
know the nanv of the ‘ Wanderer of Switzerland,’ 
ur of any other of the poems in the collection. 
Within eighteen months from the utterance of this 
oracle, a fourth impression (1500 copies) of the 
condemned volume was passing through the press 
whence the Edinburgh Review itself was issued, 
and it has now' reached thirteen editions. The 
next work of the poet wr.s The West Indies * a 
poem in four parts, written in honour of the 
aUdition of the African slave trade by the British 
legislature in I8u7. This was undertaken at the 
request of Mr Bowy< r, the publisher, to accompany 
a series of engravings representing the past suffer¬ 
ings and the anticipated blessings of the long- 
wronged Africans. l>oth in their own land and in 
the West-Indies. The poem is in the heroic couplet, 
and pissesscs a vigour and freedom of description, 
and a power of pathetic painting, much superior to 
anything in the first volume. Mr Montgomery 
afterwards published Prison Amusements, written 
during his nine months' confinement in York castle 
in 1794 anil 1795. In 1813 he came forward with a 
more elaborate performance. The World Before the 
PliHxl, a poem in the heroic couplet, and extending 
to ten short cantos. His pictures of the antediluvian 
patriarchs in their happy valley, the invasion of 
Eden by the descendants of Cain, the loves of Javan 
and Ziilah, the translation of Enoch, and the final 
deliverance of the little hand of patriarch families 
from the hand of the giants, art sweet and touching, 
and elevated by pure and lofty feeling. Connected 
with some patriotic individuals in his own neigh¬ 
bourhood 4 in many a plan for lessening the sum of 
human misery at home and abroad,' our author 
next published Thoughts on H heels (IS 17), directed 
against state lotteries ; and The Climbing Bogs Soli- 
Itxjuiex, published about the same time, in a work 
written by different authors, to aid in effecting the 
abolition, at length happily accomplished, of the 
cruel and unnatural practice of employing boys in 
sweeping chimneys. In 1819 he published Green¬ 
land, a poem in five cantos, containing ft sketch of 
the ancient Moravian church, its revival in the 
eighteenth century* and the origin of the mission* 
hv that jveople to Greenland in 1733. The poem* as 
published, is only a part of the author’s original plan, 
but the beauty of its pdar descriptions and episodes 
recommended it to public favour. The only other 
long poem by Mr Montgomery is The Pelican Island , 
suggested by a passage in Captain Flinders's voyage 
to Terra Australis, describing the existence of the 
ancient haunts of the pelican in the small islands on 
the coast of New Holland. The work is in blank 
verse, in nine short cantos, and the narrative is sup¬ 
posed to be delivered by an imaginary being who 
witnesses the series of events related after the whole 
has happened. The poem abounds in minute and 
delicate description of natural phenomenar-ha* groat 
felicity of diction and expression—and altogether 
^ 4 1*1 
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possesses more of the power and fertility of the Through which the evening star, with milder gleam, 
master than any other of the author's works. Descends to meet her image in the stream. 

Besides the works we have enumerated, Mr Mont- Far in the cast, what spectacle unknown 
gomery lias thrown off a number of small effusions, Allures the eye to gaze on it alone ! 
published in different ]>eriodicals, and short transhi- Amidst black rocks, that lift on cither ham! 
tions from Dante and Petrarch. On his retirement Their countless peaks, and mark receding land ; 
in 1825 from the ‘invidious station’ of newspaper Amidst a tortuous labyrinth of seas, 
editor, which he hud maintained for more than thirty That shine around the Arctic Cyclades ; 
years, through good report and evil report, his friends Amidst a coast of dreariest continent, 

! and neighbours of Sheffield, of every shade of politi- In many a shapeless promontory rent ; 
cal and religious distinction, invited him to a public O’er rocks, seas, islands, promontories spread, 
entertainment, at which the present Earl Fitzwilliam 1 he ice-blink rears its undulated head, 1 
presided. There the happy and grateful poet ‘ ran < )l » which the sun, beyond the horizon shrined, 
through the story of his life even from his boyish Hath left his richest garniture behind ; 
days,’ when he came amongst them, friendless and a Filed on a hundred arches, ridge by ridge, 
stranger, from his retirement at Fulneck among the H’er fixed and fluid strides the alpine bridge, 
Moravian brethren, by whom he was educated in all ^ hose Mocks of sapphire seem to mortal eye 


but knowledge of the world, lie spoke with pardon- 
I able pride of the success which had crowned his 
| labours as an author. ‘ Not, indeed,’ he said, 4 with 
’ fame and fortune, as these were lavished on my 
j greater contemporaries, in comparison with whose 
J magnificent possessions on the British Parnassus 
1 my small plot of ground is no more than Naboth’s 
vineyard to Allah's kingdom ; but it is my own ; it 
is no copyhold ; I borrowed it, I leased it from none. 
Every foot of it I enclosed from the common myself; 
and I can say that not an inch which I had once 
gained have I ever lost. * * I wrote neither to 

suit the manners, the taste, nor the temper of the 
age; but I appealed to universal principles, to im¬ 
perishable affections, to primary elements of our 
common nature, found wherever man is found in 
civilised society, wherever his mind has been raised 
above barbarian ignorance, or his passions purified 
from brutal selfishness.’ In livK) and 1831 Mr 
Montgomery was selected to deliver a course of lec ¬ 
tures at the Koyal Institution on Poetry and Gene¬ 
ral Literature, which he prepared for the press, and 
published in 1833. A pension of £200 per annum 
has since been conferred on Mr Montgomery. A 
collected edition of his works, with autobiographical 
and illustrative matter, was issued in 1841 in four 
volumes. A tone of generous and enlightened mo¬ 
rality pervades all the w ritings of this poet. He was 
the enemy of the slave trade and of every form 
of oppression, and the w arm friend of e very scheme 
; of philanthropy and improvement. The pious and 
devotional feelings displayed in his early effusions 
have grown with Ids growth, and form the staple of 
his poetry. In description, however, he is not less 
happy; and in his 4 Greenland’ and 4 Pelican island’ 
there are passages of great beauty, evincing a refined 
taste and judgment in the selection of Ids materials. 
His late works have more vigour and variety than 
those by wh*he first became distinguished. In¬ 
deed, his fm: long confined to what is termed 

the religious world, till lie showed, by his cultivation 
of different styles of poetry, that his depth and sin- 
\ cerity of feeling, the simplicity of his taste, and the 
I picturesque beauty of his language, were not re¬ 
stricted to purely spiritual themes. His smaller 
| poems enjoy a popularity almost equal to those of 
| Moore, which, though differing widely in subject, 
they resemble in their musical tiow, and their com* 

: pendious happy expression and imagery. 

Greenland. 

*Tis sunset; to the firmament serene 
The Atlantic wave reflects a gorgeous scene ; 

Broad in the cloudless west, a belt of gold 
Girds the blue hemisphere; above unrolled 
The keen clear air grows palpable to sight, 

Embodied in a flush of crimson light, 


Hewn from cerulean quarries in tlie sky ; 

With glacier battlements that crowd the spheres. 

The slow creation of six thousand years, 

Amidst immensity it towers sublime, „ 

Winter's eternal palace, built by Tint?*: 

All human structures by his toivh are borne 
Down to the dust ; mountains themselves are worn 
With his light footsteps ; here for ever groans^ 

Amid the region of uninviting snows, 

A monument ; where every flake that falls 
(Jives adamantine firmness to the wall*. 

The sun behold* no mirror in his race. 

That shows a brighter image of his fare ; 

The stars, in their nocturnal vigils, re-t 
Like signal fires on its illumined cre*t ; 

The gliding moon around the rampart* wheels, 

And all its magic lights and shudes reveals ; 

Beneath, the tide with equal fury raves, 

To undermine it through a thousand caves ; 

Bent from its roof, though thundering fragnuMs oft 
Plunge to the gulf, immowibh al< ft, 

From age to age, in air, o’er sea, on land, 

Its turrets heighten and its piers expand. 

♦ ► 

Hark ! through the calm and silence of the scene, 

J Sion, solemn, sweet, with many a pause lx tween, 

> Celestial music swells along the an ! 

\‘o ! ’tis the evening hymn of praise and prayer 
From yonder deck, when-, on the stern retired. 

Three humble voyager*,-’ w ith looks inspne !, 

And hearts enkindled with a holier flame 
Than ever lit to empire ><r t«> fame, 

Devoutly stand : their choral invents rise 
(in wings of harmony he\ond the skies ; 

And, 'midst the songs that seraph-minstrels sing, 

Day without night, to their immortal king, 

The*e simple strain*, which erst Bohemian hills 
helmed to pathless woods and desert tills, 

Now heard from Shetland's azure bound.are known 

In heaven ; and h^who sir* upon the throne 
In human form, with mediatorial junior, 

Uemtmber* Calvary, and hail* th<* hour 
When, by the Almighty Fathers high decree, 

The utmost north to him shall 1 k>w the knee, 

And, won by love, an untamed wind-rare 
Kiss the victorious sceptre of his gra^e. 

Then to his eve, whose instant glance pervade* 
Heaven’s heights, earth’s circle, hell’s profound**! 
shades. 

Is there a group more lovely than those three 
Night-watching pilgrims on the lonely sea ? 

1 Die term ice-blink Is generally applied by mariner* to the 
nocturnal Illumination in the heavens, which denotes to them 
the proximity «f in-mountain*. In this plans a description I* 
attempted of the most stupendous accumulation of lee In th# 
known world, which has been long UMlttgwIshiid by this js>- 
culiar name by the Danish navigators. 

9 The first Christian mMotmrta i to Greenland. 
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Or to his car, that gathers, in one sound, 

The voices of* adoring worlds around, 

Comes there a breath of more delightful praise 
Than the faint notes his poor disciples raise. 

Ere on the treacherous main they sink to rest, 

Secure as leaning on their Master’s breast ? 

They sleep; but memory wakes ; and dreams array 
Night in a lively masquerade of day ; 

The land they seek, the land they leave behind. 

Meet on mid-ocean in the plastic mind ; 

One brings forsaken home and friends so nigh. 

That tears in tdumtar swell the unconscious eye : 

The other opens, with prophetic view, 

Perils which e’en their fathers never knew 
(Though schooled by suffering, long inured to toil, 
Outcasts and exiles from their natal soil); 

Strange scenes, strange men ; untold, untried distress; 
Pain, hardships, famine, cold, and nakedness, 

Diseases ; death in every hideous form, 

On shore, at sea, by tire, by flood, by storm ; 

Wild hea‘si^7<i,qd wilder men unmoved with fear, 
Health, e-cnfortV^isfcty, life, they count not dear, 

May they but hope a Saviour’s love to show. 

And warn one spirit from < t'Tnal wo : 

Nor will they faint, nor can th»*v strive in vain, 

Since thus t<* 11;e m dnbt, to die is gain. 

’Ti* morn : the bathing moon her lustre shrouds; 

W ide over the east impends an arch of cloud-* 

That spans the ocean ; while the infant dawn 
Peeps through the portal oYr the liquid lawn, 

'I'hat ruffled by an April -gale appears, 
lk-tween the gloom and splendour of the spheres. 

Dark purple a-* tie* nj”<-iiand heath, when ra:u 
Hang* in low vapours over the autumnal plain : 

Till the full sun, resurgent fi -m the <! od, 

Looks on the waves, and turns them into blood ; 

But quickly kindling, as his beams aspire, 

The lambent billows plav in forms of fire. 

Where is the vrsst‘1 l Shining through the 1: 1 t, 

Like the white sea-fowl’* horizontal flight, 

Yonder she wing-, and r-kims, and cle.ivr* her nay 
Through refluent foam and iridescent spray. 

X<r;ht. 

Night is the time for n -t ; 

How sweet, when labours close, 

To gather round an itching brea-t 
The curtain of repo*v. 

Stretch the tired limbs, and lay the head 
I'pon our own delightful be»l ! 

Night is the time f>*r dreams ; 

The gay romance of life, 

When truth that i- and truth that seem-’, 

Blend in fanta-ti** strife ; 

Ah ! visions le— beguiling far 
Thun waking dreams by daylight are ! 

Night is the time for l« il ; 

Xu Jlteugh the eW^ijujy^ 

intent to miTTheTiuiled spoil 
Its wealthy furrows yield ; 

Till all is ours that sage* taught, 

That |x>Cl$ ttftflg Of heroes wrought.* 

Night is the time to weep ; 

To wet with unseen tears 
Those graves of memory where sleep 
The joys of other years ; 

Hopes that were angels in their birth, 

Bui perished young like things on earth! 

* Without any wbli to make pedantic objections, we may bo 
allowed to remark, that this stanza is inconsistent with natural 
truth and a just economy of life. Day is the time for toil- 
night is fnort proper for repose, and, if spent in mental labour, 
In addition to other duties pursued during tho day, must re¬ 
dound to the injury of health.— Ed. 


Night is the time to watch ; 

On ocean’s dark expanse 
To hail the Pleiades, or catch 
The full moon’s earliest glance, 

That brings unto the home-sick mind 
All we have loved and left behind. 

Night is the time for care; 

Brooding on hours misspent, 

To see the spectre of despair # 

Come to our lonely tent ; 

Like Brutus, ’midst hi* slumbering Ijost, 

Startled by Csrsur’s stalwart ghost. 

Night is the time to irm.se ; 

Then from the eye the »oul 
Takes flight, and with expanding viewB 
Beyond the *tarry pole, 

Descries athwart the abyss of night 
The dawn of uncreated light. 

Night is the time to pray ; 

(>ur Saviour oft withdrew 
To desert mountain* far away ; 

So will ins followers do ; 

Steal from the throng to haunts untrod, 

And hold communion there with God. 

Night is the time for death ; 

When all around is peace, 

Calmly to yield toe weary breath, 

From sin and suffering cease : 

Think of heaven's Miss, and give the sign 
To parting hiemls— such death he mine l 

[l*o: f V'‘i f>J a !i'-/.il PntJ< utiast .]) 

(From ;1 h* * W> iM Hef-n* the Flood.’] 

Restored to lif", one pledge of farmer joy, 

One source <«f I»H-to coin*-, remained—her hoy ! 
Sweet in her eve the ch< ri-hrd infant rose, 

At once the seal and -<>lace other woes ; 

When the pale widow damped him to her breast. 
Warm gushed tin* tear-, and would not be repressed ; 
In lonely angui-di, wlien the truant child 
Leaped o’er the threshold, all the mother smiled. 

In him, while fond imagination viewed 
Hu.*hand and parents, brethren, friends renewed, 

Each vanished lo.*k, each well-remembered grace 
Tliat pleased in them, she sought in .1 avail's face ; 

For quick his eye, and changeable its ray, 

As the sun dancing through a vernal day ; 

And like the lake, by storm or moonlight seen, 

With darkening furrow* or cerulean mien, 

His countenance, the mirror of his breast, 

The calm or trouble of hi* soul expressed. 

A* years enlarged his form, in moody hours 
Hi* mind betrayed its weakness with its powers; 
Alike his fairest hopes and strangest fears 
Were nursed in silence, or divulged with tears ; 

'I'hc fulness of his heart repressed his tongue, 

Though none might rival Javan when he sung. 

He loved, in lonely indolence reclined, 

To watch the clouds, and listen to the wind. 

But from the north when snow and tempest came, 

His nobler spirit mounted into flame ; 

With stern delight he roamed the howling woods, 
t >r hung in ecstaev over headlong flood*. 

Meanwhile, excursive fancy longed to view 
The world, which yet by fame alone he knew; 

The joys of freedom wore his daily theme, 

Glory the secret of his midnight <\ream ; 

That dream he told not; though his heart would ache. 
His home was precious for his mother’s sake. 

With her the lowly paths of peace he ran, 

Hi* guardian angel, till he verged to man ; 

But when her weary eye could watch no more, 

When to the grave her lifeless corse he bore. 

Not Enoch’s counsels Snuld his stepe restrain ; 

He fled, and sojourned ^ the land of C&in. 
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There, when he heard the voice of Jubal’s lyre, 
Instinctive genius caught the ethereal fire ; 

And soon, with sweetly-modulating skill, 
lie learned to wind the passions at his will ; 

To rule the chords with such mysterious art, 

They seemed the life-strings of the hearer’s heart ! 
Then glory’s opening field he proudly trod, 

Forsook the worship and the ways of God, 
found the vain world pursued the phantom Fame, 
And east away his birthright for a name. 

Yet no delight the minstrel's bosom knew. 

None save tffo tones that from his harp he drew, 

And the warm visions of a wayward mind, 

Whose transient splendour left a gloom behind, 

Frail as the clouds of sunset, and as fair, 

Pageants of light, resolving into air. 

The world, whose charms his young uiVections stole, 
He found too mean for an immortal soul; 

Wound with his life, through all his feedings wrought 
Heath and eternity possessed his thought : 

Remorse impelled him, unremitting care 
Harassed his path, and stung him to despair. 

Still was the secret of his griefs unknown ; 

Amidst the universe he sighed alone ; 

The fame he followed and the fame he found, 

Healed not his heart’s iumiedieaide wound ; 

Admired, applauded, crowned, where'er he roved, 

The hard was homeless, friendless, unbeloved. 

All else that breathed below the circling skv. 

Were linked to earth by some endearing tie 
He only, like the ocean-weed upturn. 

And loose along the world of water- borne, 

Was east, companionless, from wave to wave. 

On life’s rough sea—and there was none to save. 

[The PeU mn Jsi and.} 

Light as a flake of foam upon the wind, 

Keel-upward from the deep emerged a shell. 

Shaped like the moon ere half her horn i- filled ; 
Fraught with young lift*, it righted as it rose. 

And moved at will along the yielding water. 

The native pilot of this little bark 
Put out a tier of oars on either side. 

Spread to the wafting breeze a twofold sail, 

And mounted up and glided down the billow 
In happy freedom, pleased to feel the air, 

And wander in the luxury of light. 

Worth all the dead creation, in that hour. 

To me appeared this lonely Nautilus, 

My fellow-being, like myself alive. 

Entranced in contemplation, vague yet sweet, 

I watched its vagrant course and rippling wake, 

Till I forgot the sun amidst the heavens. 

It closed, sunk, dwindled to a point, then nothing; 
While the la-r, bubble crowned the dimpling eddy, 
Through which mine eyes still giddily pursued it, 

A joyous creature vaulted through the air—- 
The aspiring fish that fain would be a bird, 

On long, light wings, that flung a diamond-shower 
Of dewdropx round its evanescent form, * 

Sprang into light, and instantly descended. 

Ere I could greet the stranger as a friend, 

Or mourn his quick departure, on the surge 
A shoal of dolphins, tumbling in wild glee, 

Glowed with such orient tints, they might have been 
The rainbow’s offspring, when it met the ocean 
In that resplendent vision I had seen. 

While yet in ecstacy I hung o’er these, 

With every motion pouring out fresh beauties, 

As though the conscious colours came and went 
At pleasure, glorying in their subtle changes— 
Enormous o’er the flood, LeTiathan 
Looked forth, and from his roaring nostrils sent 
Two fountains to the sky, thei/plungcd amain 
In headlong pastime tlirougl/che closing gulf. 


The Red-use. 

A fountain issuing into light 
Before a marble palace, threw 
To heaven its column, pure and bright, 
Returning thence in showers of dew ; 

But soon a humbler course it took, 

And glid away a nameless brook. 

Flowers on its grassy margin sprang, 

Flies o’er its eddying surface played, 

Birds ’midst the alder-branches sang, 

Flocks through the verdant meadows strayed; 
The weary there lay down to rest, 

And there the halcyon built her nest. 

’Twas beautiful to stand and watch 
The fountain’s crystal turn to gems, , 

And from the sky such colours catch 
As if’twore raining diadems ; 

Yet all was cold and curious art, 

That charmed the eve, but inissccj^", ncart. 

Hearer to me the little strew*. 

Whose* unimprisoned waters run, 

Wild as the changes of a dream, 

Hv rock and glen, thiough«shade and sun; 

Its lovely links hud power to bind 
Hi welcome chains my wandering mind, 

S'» thought I when I saw the face 
By happy portraiture revealed, 

Of one adorned with every grace, 

Her name and date from me concealed, 

But not her story ; she hud tx»cn 
The pride of many a splendid scene. 

She ca*t her glory round a court, 

And frolicked in the gayest ring, 

Where fashion’s high-born minions sport 
Like sparkling fire-llics on the wing ; 

Bur thence when love had touched her foul, 

To nature and to truth she stole. 

From din, and pageantry, ami strife, 

'Midst woods and mountains, vales and plains, 
She tread- the paths of lowl\ life, 

Yet in a bosom-circle reigns, 

No fountain scattering diamond-shower*, 

But the sweet streamlet watering flower*. 

The tiravt. 

There is a calm for those who weep, 

A rest for weary pilgrim* found, 

They softly lie and sweetly sleep 

Low in the ground. 

The storm that wrecks the winter sky 
No more disturbs their deep repose, 

Than summer evening’s latest sigh 

That shuts the roue. 

I long to lav this painful head 
And aching heart beneath the foil, 

To slumber in that dreamless bed 

From all my toil. 

For misery stole me at my birth, 

And east me helpless on the wild: 

I perish ; O, my mother earth! 

Take home thy child ! 

On thy dear lap the#e limb* reclined. 

Shall gontly moulder into thee ; 

Nor leave one wretched trace behind 
Resembling me. 

Hark! a strange found affright* mine ear; 

My pulse, my brain ru«« wild — 1 rare* 

Ah 1 who art thou whoee voice I heart 
4 1 am the Grave 1 
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The Grave, that never spake before, 

Hath found at length a tongue to chide: 

O listen! I will speak no more : 

Be silent, pride! 

Art thou a wretch, of hope forlorn, 

The victim of consuming card 
Is thy distracted conscience torn 
By fell despair 1 

Do foul misdeeds of former times 
Wring with remorse thy guilty breast? • 

And ghosts of unforgiven crimes 

i\lurdcr thy rest 1 

I.ashed by the furies of the mind, 
from wrath and vengeance wouldsi thou flee ? 
Ah ! think not, hope not, fool! t-» find 
A friend in me. 

By all the terrors of the tomb, 

Beyond the power of tongue t*> tell ! 
Ji/-A“jlreud secrets ofmv womb! 

' ’"•x. By death and hell! 

I charge thee fi\c ! repent ami pray ; 

In dust thine infamy deplore: 

■JMieiv \et [< ii^'rcy ; g.. thy wj,\ , 

And sin no more. 

Art thou ;i ni'.iirti' r! Hast th<u l.movn 
The j-<y <.f ii.ji- r-.-nf i i r ‘ i /1 j t - ! 

I ’,nde.'ir:ri ,; da ’< s f ; . vei f wu. 

And ti-an.iu'd n'./hts ? 

t > live ! and deeply eh* rid. ;;! 

The "Will renn-mbrajc’e ; 1 -t ■. 

Bely on Heaven's um-liangin" v. d! 

1 ‘.-r p< ac- \ last. 

Art then a wanderer! I!a-t tL u <»*•?, 
Overwhelming tempests dr-.-un thy bulk! 

A shipwrecked sutb n-v, hu-t thmi been 
Misf.a t i:!i‘'s mark i 

Though b'Tig .,f wind- air I h.uo the "port, 
Condemned in wrenhodm •• r-am, 

Live! thou "halt reach a sin hiving p«*rt, 

A ‘pile? hi>me. 

T\» friendship didst th**u trust thy fame! 

And wiu» thy triend a deadly Me. 

Who stole into th\ breast, tn aim 
A surer bb*w ! 

Live! and repine not • >*< r his loss, 

A loss unworthy to be i**M : 

Th*>u hast mistaken sordid dr<>M 

F >r friendships g-dd. 

Go, seek that treasure, seldom tound, 

(if power the fiercest griefs to calm. 

And no<( the the bosom's deejlest w.ajnd 

W ith heavenly balm. 

Did woman's charms thy youth beguile, 

And ditl the fair one faithless prove? 

Hath she ladruyed thee with her smile, 

And sold thy love? 

Live! ’twas a false bewildering fire : 

Too often love's insidious dart 
Thrills the fond soul with wild desire, 

But kills the heart. 

Thou yet shall know how sweet, how dear, 

To gaze on listening beauty’s eye ! 

To ask— -and pause in hope and fear 
Till «ho reply 1 

A nobler flame, shall warm fchy breast, 

A brighter maiden faithful prove; 

Thy youth, thine age, shall yet be blest 
In woman's love. 


Whate’er thy lot, whoe’er thou be, 
Confess thy folly—kiss the rod, 

And in thy chastening sorrows see 
The hantl of God. 

A bruised reed lie will not break; 
Afflictions all his children feci ; 

He wounds them fur his mercy’s sake; 

He wounds to heal! 

Humbled beneath his mighty hand. 
Prostrate his Providence adore: . 

H is done!—Aris»»! He bids thee stand, 

• To fall no more. 

Now, traveller in the vale of Mars ! 

To realms of everlasting light, 

Through time’s dark wilderness of years, 
Pursue thy flight. 

There' is a calm for those who weep, 

A rest for weary pilgrims found ; 

And while the mouldering ashes sleep 
Low in tne ground ; 

The soul, of origin divine, 

God’s glorious image, freed from clay. 

In heaven’s eternal sphere shall shine 
A star of day! 

The sun is but a spark of fire, 

A transient meteor in the skv; 

Tim soul, immortal as its sire, 

shall never die.’ 


Th, Frit "fthr UV/df. 

Sow in the mom thy seed, 

At ere hold not thine hand ; 

To doubt and fear give thou no heed. 
Broad-rust it <<Yr the land. 

Bom dr all water* sow ; 

The highway furrows stock ; 

Drop it where thorn* and thistles grow; 
Scatter it on the rook. 

The good, tin fruitful ground, 

KXpert not here m»r there; 

O'er hill and dale, by plots, Tis found ; 
Go forth, then, everywhere. 

Thou know’st m»t which may thrive, 

The lute <>r early sown ; 

Grace keep* the precious germs alive. 
When and wherever strown. 

And duly shall appear, 

In verdure, beauty, strength. 

The tender Made, the stalk, the ear, 

And the full com at length. 

Thou oan*t not toil in vain : 

( old, heat, and moist, and dry. 

Shall foster and mature the grain, 

For gamers in the sky. 

Thence, when the glorious end, 

The day of God i< come, 

The angel-reapers shall descend, 

And heaven cry—‘ Harvest home.* 

cf Youth . 

Higher, higher, will we climb, 

Up to the mount of glory. 

That our names may live through time 
In our country's story; 

Happy, whenVor welfare calls, 

He who conqui^s, he who folia. 
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Deeper, deeper, Jet us toil 
In the mines of knowledge; 

Nature’s wealth ami learning’s spoil, 

Win from School and college; 

Delve we there for richer gems 
Than the stars of diadems. 

Onward, onward, may we press 
Through the path of duty ; 

Virtue is true happiness, 

Excellence true beauty. 

Minds pre of celestial birth, 

Make we then a heaven of earth. 

• 

Closer, closer, let us knit 
Hearts and hands together. 

Where our fireside comforts sit, 

In the wildest weather ; 

0 ! they wander wide who roam 
For the joys of life from home. 

The Common Lot. 

Once, in the flight of ages past, 

There lived a man: and who was he? 
Mortal! howe’er thy lot be cast, 

That man resembled thee. 

Unknown the region of his birth. 

The land in which he died unknown : 

His name has perished from the earth, 

This truth sun ives alone : 

That joy, and grief, and hope, and fear, 
Alternate triumphed in his bivu.-t; 

His bless and wo—a smile, a tear ! 

Oblivion hides the rest. 

The bounding pulse, the languid limb, 

The changing spirits* rise and fall ; 

We know that these were felt by him, 

For these are felt bv all. 

He suffered—but his pangs are o’er ; 

Enjoyed—but his delights are fled ; 

Had friends—his friends arc now no more ; 
And fuetj —his foes are dead. 

He loved—but whom he loved the gra\e 
Hath lost in its unconscious womb: 

0 she was fair! but nought could save 
Her beauty from the tomb. 

He saw whatever thou hast seen ; 

Encountered all that troubles thee : 

He was—whatever thou hast been ; 

He is—- what thou shalt be. 

The rolling seasons, day and night, 

Sun, moon, and stars, the earth and main, 
Erewhile his portion, life and light, 

To him exist in vain. 

The clot. inbeams, o’er his eye 

That oi .. ir shades and glory threw, 
Have left in yonder silent sky 
No vestige where they flew. 

The annals of the human race, 

Their ruins, since the world began, 

Of him afford no other trace 
Than this—them lived a man! 

Prayer. 

Prayer is the soul's sincere desire 
Uttered or unexpressed ; 

The motion of a hidden fire 
That trembles in the breast. 

Prayer is the burthen of a sigh, 

The falling of a tear; 

The upward glancing of arf eye, 

When none but God is/ucar. 


Prayer is the simplest form of speech 
That infant lips can try; 

Prayer the suhliincst strains that reach 
The Majesty on high. 

Prayer is the Christian’s vital breath, 
The Christian’s native air; 

His watchword at the gates of death : 
lie enters heaven by prayer. 

Prayer is the contrite sinner’s voice 
Returning from his ways ; 

While angels in their songs rejoice, 
And say, * llehold he prays ! * 

The saints in prayer appear as one, 

In word, and deed, and mind. 

When with the Father and his Son 
Their fellowship they find. 

Nor prayer is made on earth alone: 

The Holy Spirit plcuds ; 

And Jesus, on the eternal throyJNf*'* 

For sinners intercedes. k 

O Thou, by whom we come to God, 

Tin* Life, the Truth, the Way, 

The path of prayer thyself "hast trod : 
Lord, teach us how to pray ! 


There is a land, of every land the pride. 

Reloved by heaven o'er all the world beside ; 

Where brighter suns dispense seroner light, 
j And milder moons cmparadi>e the night ; 

! A land of beauty, virtue, valour, truth, 

1 Time-tutored age, and love-exalted youth : 

I The wandering mariner, whose eye explores 
j The wealthiest ides, the ukmi enchanting fdiorcs, 
j Views not a realm so bountiful and fair, 
j Nor breathes the spirit of a purer air; 

• hi every clime the magnet of hi" soul, 

Touched by remembrance, trembles to that jtfdc ; 
For in this land of heaven’s peculiar grace, 

The heritage of nature’s noblest race, 

There is a spot <>f earth supremely blest, 

A dearer, sweeter spot than all the rest, 

Where man, creation’s tyrant, easts aside 
His sword and -eeptre, pageantry and pride, 

While in his softened limits benignly blend 
The sire, the vn, the husband, brother, friend; 

Here woman migns ; the toother, daughter, wife, 
Strew* with fresh flowers the narrow way of life ! 

In the clear heaven of her delightful eye, 

An angel-guard of loves and graces lie ; 

Around her knees domestic duties meet, 

And fireside pleft.-urcH gambol at her fi rt. 

Where shall that bi!#l, that spot of earth lx* found f 
Art thou a man ?—n patriot f look around ; 

.G, thou shalt find, hmvcYr thy footsteps roam. 

That land thy country, and that spot thy home ! 


the IION. WILLIAM ROIIERT SPENCER. 

The Hon. Willi am Kohert Spencer ( 1770* 18.14) 
published occasional j»oems of that description named 
lvtai tie whose highest object is to gild the 

sociid hour. They were exaggerated in compliment 
and adulation, and wittily parodied in the 1 Rejected 
Addresses.’ As a companion, Mr Spencer was much 
Priced by the* brilliant circles of the metropolis; but 
falling into pecuniary difficulties, he removed to Farts, 
where he died. His poems were collected and pub* 
lished in 1835. Sir Walter Scott, who knew and 
esteemed Spencer, quotes the following ‘fine lines* 
from one of his poems, as expressive ofhis own feel* 
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ing* amidst the wreck and desolation of his fortunes 
at Abbotsford:— 

Til© shad© of youthful hope is there, 

1 That lingered long, and latest died; 

: Ambition all dissolved to air, 

) With phantom honours by his side. 

: What empty shadows glimmer nigh ? 

They once were Friendship, Truth, and Lo^ ! 
Oh ! die to thought, to memory die. 

Since lifeless to my heart ye prove ! 

Mr Spencer translated the Leonora of Hiirger with 
great success, and in a vein of similar excellence 
composed some original ballads, one of which, marked 
by simplicity and we subjoin : — 

Jicth <ii!i ft, or tin titan' (/the tin j/hound. 

* The spearmen heard the bugle H«»uml, 

A:;^l chetrly smiled the m*»rn ; 

And mu»:p *3 brueli, and many a hound, 

Obeyed l.lewielvn’s horn. 

And still he blew a louder bla*t, 

And gave a lustier cheer, 

’tunc, Of lertf come, wert never last 
I.leuchn’s horn t.*> hear. 

Oh where docs faithful (i. lert r»*am, 

'Die flower of all his race ; 

So true, no brave a lamb at home, 

A lion in the chase !’ 

’Twa* only at I.bovelvnN hoard 
'1 he faithful Melert fed ; 
lie watched, he served, he cheered his hud, 

And sentineled his bed. * 

In sooth he wa« a peerless hound, 

The gift of royal John ; 

Hut now no < odert cmild W found, 

And all the chase rode on. 

And now, as o’er the rooks and dells 
The gallant chiding* >i»e. 

All Snowden’s craggy chaos yells 
The many-mingled cries! 

That day lJewelyn little h*ved 
Tlie chase of hart and hare ; 

And scant and small the L»oty proved, 

Kortiehrt was not there. 

l*npleased Llewelyn homeward hied, 

When, near the portal seat, 

His truant td lert he espied. 

Hounding hi* lord to greet. 

Hut, when he gained his castle-door, 

Aghast the chieftain stood ; 

The hound all o’er was >imtre<l with gore; 

His lip**, his fangs, ran blood. 

Llewelyn gazed with fierce surprise; 

Unused such looks to meet. 

His favourite checked his joyful guise. 

And crouched, and licked his feet. 

Onward, in haste, Llewelyn passed, 

And on went Gclert too ; 

And still, where’er his eyes he cast, 

Fresh blood-gouts shocked his view. 

OVirtumed h»«t infant’s bed be found, 

With blood-stained covert rent ; 

And all around the walls and ground 
With recent blood besprent. 

II© called his child—no voice replied— 

He searched with terror wild ; 

Blood, blood he found on every side, 

But nowhere found his child. 


* Hell-hound! my child’s by thee devoured,’ 

The frantic father cried ; 

And to the hilt his vengeful sword 
lie plunged in Gelert’s side. 

Ilin suppliant looks, as prone he fell, 

No pity could impart; 

Hut still his Gelert’s dyingyell 
Passed heavy o*br his heart. 

Aroused by Gflcrt’s dying yell. 

Some sliimborer wakened nigh: 

M hat words the parent’s joy could tell 
To hear his infant’s cry ! 

Concealed beneath a tumbled heap 
His hurried search had linked, 

All glowing from hi* rosy sleep, 

The cherub boy he kissed. 

Nor scathe had he, m*r harm, nor dread, 

Hut, the same couch beneath, 

Lay a gaunt wolf, all ton; and dead. 

Tremendous still in death. 

Ah, what was then I.lcwel n’s pain! 

For now the truth was clear; 

His gallant hound the wolf had slain 
To save I.lewclvn’s heir: 

Vain, vain was all Llewelyn’s wo ; 

‘ Be**t of thy kind adieu ! 

The frantic blew which laid thee low 
Thin heart "hull ever iu©,* 

And now a gallant tomb they raise, 

•With costly sculpture decked; 

And marbles storied with his praise 
IN or (u lert’.H bone* protect. 

There, never could the spearman pa**, 

< >r forester unmoved ; 

There, oft the tear-besprinkled grass 
Llewelyn’* s itow proved. 

And there he hung hi* horn and spear, 

And there, a* evening fell, 

In fancy’s ear he ott wmild hear 
Poor (alert’* dying yell. 

And, till great Snowden’s rocks grow old, 

And cease the storm to brave. 

The consecrated s]*ot shall hold 
The name of * Gclert’s Grave.’ 

HVs Chihini i, ami Fraud?. 

When the hlack-lett- ied INt to the gods was presented 
(The list t-f what fan Lt each mortal intends). 

At the long string of ills a kind goddess relented. 
And slipped in three blessings—wife, children, and 
; friends. 

In vain surly Pluto maintained he was cheated, 

Por justice divine could not compass its ends ; 

The scheme of man’s penance he swore was defeated. 
For earth becomes heaven with—wife, children, and 
friends. 

, If the stock of our bliss is in stranger hands vested, 

I The fund iil secured, oft in bankruptcy ends ; 

Hut the heart issues bills which are never protested, 
When drawn on the firm of—wife, children, and 
friends. 

Though valour still glows in his life’s dying embers, 
The death-wounded tar, who his colours defends, 

Drops a tear of regret aa he dying remembers 

How blessed was his home with—wile, children, and 
friends. 

The soldier, whose deeds live immortal in story, 
Whom duty to far distant latitudes sends, 

With transport woitld barter old age* of glory 
For one happy dawrith—wife, children, and friends. 
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Though spice-breathing gales on his caravan hover, 
Though for him Arabia’s fragrance ascends, 

The merchant still thinks of the woodbines that cover 
The bower where ho sat with—wife, children, and 
friends. 

The day-spring of youth still unclouded by sorrow, 

! Alone on itself for enjoyment depends; 
i But drear is the twilight of age, if it borrow 
j No warmth from tlio smile of—wife, children, and 
' friends. 

Let the breath 'of renown ever freshen and nourish 
The laurel which o’er the dead favourite bends; 
O’er me wave the willow, and long may it flourish. 
Bedewed with the tears of—wife, children, and 
friends. 

Let us drink, for my song, growing graver and graver, 
To subjects too solemn insensibly tends ; 

Let us drink, pledge me high, love and virtue shall 
flavour 

The glass which I fill to—wife, children, and friends. 
To -. 

Too late I stayed—forgive the crime ; 

Unheeded flew the hours; 

How noiseless falls the foot of Time ! 

That only treads on flowers ! 

What eye with clear account remark> 

The ebbing of the glass, 

When all its samU are diamond sparks, 

That dazzle as they pass ! 

Oh! who to sober measurement 
Time’s happy swiftnev- brings, 

When birds of Paradise have lent 
Their plumage for his wing-! 


Epitaph upon the Year IHoti. 

’Tis gone, with its thorns and its roses! 
With the dust of dead ages to mix ! 

Time’s charnel for ever encloses 

The year Eighteen Hundred and Six ! 

Though many may question thy merit, 

I duly thy dirge will perform, 

Content if thy lieir but inherit 

Thy portion of sunshine and storm. 

My blame and my blessing thou sharest. 
For black were thy moment.*, in part; 

But oh ! thy fair days were the fairest 
That ever have shone on my heart! 

If thine w: Uom the eompletcst 

That d< .kost cypress could throw, 

Thine, too, v L garland the sweetest 
That life in full blossom could show! 

One hand gave the balmy corrector 
Of ills which the other had brewed— 

One draught from thy chalice of nectar 
All taste of thy bitter subdued. 

*Tis gone, with its thorns and its roses! 
With mine, tear- more precious may mix 

To hallow this midnight which closes 
The year Eighteen Hundred and Six ! 


When midnight o’er the moonless skies 
Her pall of transient death has spread, 
When mortals sleep, when spectJes rise, 
And nought is wakeful hut tjfc dead ; 


No bloodless shape my way pursues, 

No sheeted ghost my couch annoys; 

Visions more sad my fancy views, 

Visions of long departed joys I 

The shade of youthful hope is there, 

That lingered long, and latest died ; 

Ambition all dissolved to air, 

With phantom honours bv his side. 

• 

What empty shadows glimmer nigli t 

They once were Friendship, Truth, and Love! 

Oh! die to thought, to memory die, 

Since lifeless to my heart ye prove! 

LKU.1I IIFN'T. 

Leigh Hint, a poet and essayist of the lively 
ami descriptive, not (he ivtmm acLotri, wo*.born at 
Southgate, in Middlesex, October 10, 1784. His 
father was a West Indian, hut being in Pennsylvania' 



at the time of the American war, lie espoused the 
British interest with so much warmth, that he had 
to leave the new world and seek a subsistence in the 
old. He took orders in the church of England, and 
was sometime tutor to the nephew of U>rd ( handos, 
near Southgate, llis son (who was named after his 
father’s pupil, Mr laugh) was educated at Christ’# 
Hospital, where he continued till his fifteenth year. 
* l was then,' he says, ‘first deputy (ireeian ; and 
had the honour of going out of the school in the 
same rank, at the same age. and for the same reason 
as my friend (diaries Lam lx The reason was, that 
I hesitated in my sjtocch. It was understood that a 
Grecian was Ivound to deliver a public speech Udbre 
he left school, and to go into the church afterwards ; 
and as I could do neither of these things, a Grecian 
I could not Ik*.’ Ia*igh was then a jxx*t, find hi* 
father collected his verses, and published them with 
a large list of subscribers. He has himself described 
this volume as a heap of imitations, some of them 
clever enough for n youth of sixteen, but absolutely 
worthless in every other respect In 1805, Mr 
Hunt's brother set up a paper called the News, and 
the poet went to live with him, and write the thea¬ 
trical criticisms in it Three years afterwards, they 
established, in joint partnership, the Examiner, a 
weekly journal still conducted with distinguished 

422 




PORT*. 


ENGLISH LITERATURE. 


LEIGH HUNT. 


ability. The poet was mp£tt.iiterary than politi- 
cal in hi* tastes and lucubration*; but unTdrtu- 
irat&Jy lie ventured some slricfures on the prince 
regent, which were construed into a libel, and lie 
was sentenced to two years’ imprisonment. The 
poet’s captivity was not without its bright side, 
lie had much of the public sympathy, and his 
friends (Byron and Moore being of the number) 
were attentive in their visits. One of his two rooms [ 
on the ‘ ground-floor* he converted into a picturesque I 
and poetical study :—‘ 1 papered the walls w ith a 
trellis of roses ; I had the ceiling coloured with 
clouds and sky ; the barred windows were screened 
with Venetian blinds; and when my bookcases were 
set up, with their busts and flowers, and a piano¬ 
forte made its appearance, jierhaps there was not 
a handsomer room on that side the water. I took a 
pleasure, wvhen a stranger knocked at the door, to 
see him come in and stare about him. The surprise 
oir issuing from the borough, and passing through 
the avemz^ of u jail, was dramatic. Charles Lamb [ 
declared there’ * 'is no other such room except in a | 
fairy tale. But I'h:*! another surprise, which was | 
a garden. There was a little yard outside, railed | 
off from another belonging to the neighbouring ward. 
This ylnl 1 shut iiswith green palmgs, adorned it 
with Ji trellis, tendered it w ith a thick bed of earth 
from a nursery, and even contrived to have a grass j 
plot. The earth I filled with flowers and young ! 
trees. Then* was an apple-tree from which we ; 
managed to get a pudding the second year. As to ; 
my flowers, they wen* allowed to l>c |**rfcot. A pin t 
from Derbyshire (Mr Moore) told me lie had seen 
no such heart's-case. 1 teuight the ** I’urnaso 
Ituliano” while in prison, and used often to think of . 
u passage in it, w hile looking at this miniature piece j 
of horticulture : - 

Mte picciol orto, 

A me »«*i vigua, e c&inpo, e silva, c prate.— Luldi. 

My little garden, 

Tonic thou’rt vineyard, field, and wood, and meadow. 

Here I wrote and read in fine weather, sometimes 
under an awning. In autumn, my trellises were 
hung with scarlet runners, which added to the 
flowery investment.. I used to shut my eyes in my 
arm-chair, and u fleet to think myself hundreds of 
miles off. But my triumph was in issuing forth of 
a morning. A wicket out of the garden led into the j 
large one Indonging to the prison. The latter was j 
only for vegetables, hut it contained a cherry-tree, ; 
which I twice saw in blossom/* 

This is so interesting a little picture, and so fine : 
an example of making the most of adverse circuni- j 
stand**, that it should not te‘ omitted in any life of ■ 
Hunt. The poet, however, was not so well fitted to , 
battle with the world, and apph* himself steadily to j 
worldly business, as he was to dress his garden and 
nurse his poetical fancies, lie fell into difficulties, 
and bus beeu contending with them ever since. < hi 
leaving prison he published his Story of Bimini , an 
Italian tale in verse, containing some exquisite lines 
and passages. He set up also a small weekly paper 
called the Indicator, on the plan of the periodical 
essayists, which was well received, lie also gave to 
the world two small volumes of poetry, Foliaye, and 
The Feast of the Poets. In 1822 Mr Hunt went to 
Italy to reside with Lord Byron, and to establish the 
Liberal, a amdejuid^J^ t melange ofpoetryjmd 
dRic 4 bOtfa/tn ^the ex treme oniBeraCim. Tins con¬ 
nexion was prcidTfEflTve "oT mjjtufi disappointment 
and disgust The^Xaberal’ did not sell ; Byron’s 
We3and~iristocratic friends cried out against so 

* Lord Byron and Some of his Contemporaries, voL li. p, 258. 


plebeian a partnership; and Hunt found that the 
noble poet, to whom he was indebted in a pecuniary 
sense, was cold, sarcastic, and worldly-minded. Still 
more unfortunate was it that Hunt should after¬ 
wards have written the work, Lord Byron ami Some 
of his Contemporaries , in which his disappointed feel¬ 
ings found vent, and their expression was construed 
into ingratitude. Ilis life has been spent in struggling 
with influences contrary to his nature and poetical 
temperament. The spirit of the poet, however, is 
still active and cheerful, as may be readily con¬ 
ceived from perusing the following %*t of blithe 
image's in a poem w ritten in December 1840, on the 
birth of the i’rinccss Royal. 

ltehold where thou dost lie, 

Heeding naught, remote on high ! 

Naught of all the news we sing 
Dost tlrnu know, sweet ignorant thing; 

Naught of planet’* love nor people’s ; 

Nor dost hear the giddy sta ples 
Carolling of thee and thine, 

As if heaven had rained the: wine; 

Nor cliM fare fir all tin* pains 
(>f usher- and of chamberlains, 

Nor the doctor's learned looks, 

Nor the very bishop’* books, 

Nor the hire tb.*t wrap- thy chin, 

No, nor for thy rank a pin. 

1/en thy father’s loving hand 
Nowise do>t thou understand, 

When he make-, thrr feebly grasp 
Hi--linger with a tiny rla-p ; 

Nor d<"t thou know thv very mother’s 
Balmy bosom from another’s. 

Though thy -mall blind eye* pursue it ; 

Nor the arms that draw thee to it ; 

Nor the eves that, white they fold thee, 

Never can enough behold thee ! 

In 1840 Mr Hunt brought out a drama entitled 
A Ltfjmd of Florence, and in i s *g a narrative poem, 
The Ca/frey. His pen-try, generally, is tucked by a 
profusion of imagery, of sprightly foucy. jtfid ani¬ 
mated description. Some and affectation 

in his style and manner fixed upon him"flic name of 
a Cockney >c*t: but his studies have lain chiefly in 
the elder writers, and he has imitated with success 
the lighter and more picturesque parts of Chaucer 
and £|H*nser. Boocaecio. and the gay Italian authors, 
up] mar also to have tern among his favourites. His 
prose essays have tern collected and published under 
the title of The Induator owl the Companion, a 3/h»- 
celltiny for the Field* and the I'irrside. They are 
deservedly popular—full of literary anecdote, poe¬ 
tical feeling, ami fine £Lhfclies butli of towii 4u»d 
couutry life. The egotism of the author is undis¬ 
guised ; but in all Hunt’s writings, his peculiar 
tastes and romantic’ fancy, his talk of books and 
flowers, ami his love of the domestic virtues and 
charities (though he has too much imagination for 
his judgment in the serious matters of life), impart a 
particular interest and pleasure to his personal dis¬ 
closures. 

[J /ay Morning at Lamina.'} 

[From ‘ Rimini.’] 

The sun is up, and *tis a mom of May 

Hound old Ravenna’s clear-shown towers ami bay. 

A mom, the loveliest which the year has seen, 

Last of the spring, yet fresh w ith all its green ; 

For a warm eve, and gentle rains at night 
Have left a sparkling welcome for the light. 

And there’s a crystal clearness all about; 

The leaves are sharp\thc distant hills look out; 
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A balmy briskness comes upon the breeze ; 

The smoke goes dancing from the cottage trees ; 

And when you listen, you may hear a coil 
Of bubbling springs about the grassy soil ; 

And all the scene, in short—sky, earth, and sea, 
Breathes like a bright-eyed face, that laughs out 
openly. 

*Tis nature, full of spirits, waked and springing : 
j The birds to the delicious time are singing, 

! Darting with freaks and snatches up and down, 

1 Where the light woods go seaward from the town ; 
j While happy faces, striking through the green 
Of leafy road’s, at ever)'turn arc seen ; 

And the far ships, lifting their sails of white 
Like joyful hands, come up with seattery light, 

Come gleaming up, true to the wished-for day. 

And chase the whistling brine, and swirl into the bay. 
Already in the streets the stir grows loud, 

Of expectation and a bustling crowd. 

With feet and voice the gathering hum contend*. 

The deep talk heaves, the ready laugh ascends; 
Callings, and clapping doors, and cur* unite, 

And shouts from mere exuberance of delight; 

And armed bands, making important way, 

Gallant and grave, tlie lords of holiday, 

And nodding neighbours, greeting as they run, 

And pilgrims, chanting in the morning sun. 

[Funeral of the Loren in ‘ Iti mini.'} 

The days were then at close of autumn still, 

A little rainy, and, towards nightfall, chill; 

There was a fitful moaning air abroad ; 

And ever and anon, over the road, 

The last few leaves came fluttering from the trees, 
Whose trunks now thronged to sight, in dark varieties. 
The people, who from reverence kept at home, 
Listened till afternoon to hear them come; 

And hour on hour went by, and nought was heard 
But some chance horseman or the wind that stirred, 
Till towards the vesper hour; and then ’rwas said 
Some heard a voice, which seemed as if it read ; 

And others said that they could hear a sound 
Of many horses trampling the moi«t ground. 

Still, nothing came—till on a sudden, just 
As the wind opened in a rising gust, 

A voice of chanting rose, and as it spread, 

They plainly heard the anthem for the dead. 

It was the choristers who went to meet 

The train, and now were entering the first street.* 

Then turned aside that city, young and old, 

And in their lifted hands the gushing sorrow rolled. 
But of the older people, few could bear 
To keep the window, when the train drew near; 

And all felt double tenderness to see 
The bier approaching slow and steadily, 

On which tin*-'* two in senseless coldness lay, 

Who but a fe*.. . -i t months — it seemed a day — 

Had left their walls, lovely in form and mind, 

In sunny manhood he—she first of womankind. 

They say that when Duke Guido saw them come, 

He clasped his hands, and looking round the room, 
Lost his old wits for ever. From the morrow 
None saw him after. But no more of sorrow. 

On that same night those lovers silently 
Were buried in one grave under a tree ; 

There, side by side, and hand in hand, they lay 
In the green ground : and on fine nights in May 
Young hearts betrothed used to go there to pray. 

To T. L. H, % Six Yean Old , During a Sickness. 

Sleep breathes at last from out thee, 

My little patient boy; 

And balmy rest about thee 
Smooths off the day's ann^jy. 


I sit me down, and think 
Of all thy winning ways : 

Yet almost wish, with sudden shrink, 

That I had less to praise. 

Thy sidelong pillowed meekness. 

Thy thanks to nil that aid, 

Thy heart in pain and weakness, 

Of fancied faults afraid ; 

The little trembling hand 
That wipes thy quiet tears, 

These, these art* things that may demand 
Dread memories for years. 

Sorrows I’ve had severe ones, 

I will not think of now ; 

An«l calmly ’midst my dear ones, 

Have wasted with dry brow ; 

But -when thy fingers press 
And pat my stooping head, 

I cannot hour the gomlenes* -. 

The tears arc in their bed. 

Ah ! first-born of thy mother, 

When life mid hope were now, 

Kind playmate of thy brother, 

Thy sister, father, too ; 

My light, where’er 1 go. 

My bird, when prison bound, 

My hand in hand companion- no, 

My pruyeis shall hold thee round. 

To say ‘ He ha** departed'— 

4 liis voice’—‘ his face'—‘ is gone ;* 

To feel impatient-hearted, 

Vet fet 1 we must bear on ; 

Ah, 1 could not endure 
To whisper of such wo, 

I’liless I felt this sleep in-ure 
That it will lira be so. 

Yes, still he’s fixed, and sleeping! 

This silence too the while— 

Its very hush and creeping 
Seem whispering as a smile: 

Something divine and dim 
Seems going by one’s car, 

Like parting wings of cherubim, 

Who say, 4 We’ve finished here.* 

Dirge. 

Blessed is the turf, serenely blessed, 

Where throbbing hearts may sink to rest, 
Where life’s long journey turns to sleep, 

Nor ever pilgrim wakes to weep. 

A little sod, a few sad flowers, 

A tear for long-departed hours, 

Is all that feeling hearts request 
To hush their vv^ury thoughts to rest. 

There shall no vain ambition come 
To lure them from their quiet home; 

Nor sorrow lift, with heart-strings riven. 

The meek imploring eye to heaven ; 

Nor sad remembrance stoop to shed 
His wrinkle* on the slumberer’s head ; 

And never, never love repair 
To breathe his idle whispers there! 

To the (trasuhffpjitr and the Cricket. 

Green little vaulter in the sunny gnu**, 

Latching your heart un at the feel of June, 

Sole voice that’s heard amidst the la*T noon, 
When even the bee* lag at the summoning brass ; 
And you, warm little housekeeper, who class 
With those who think the candies come too soon, 
Loving the fire, and with your tricksome tune 
Nick the glad silent moments os they pass; 
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Oh, sweet and tiny cousins, that belong, 

One to the fields, the other to the hearth, 

Both have your sunshine; both, though small, are 
strong 

At your clear hearts; and both were sent on earth 
To sing in thoughtful ears this natural song— 
In-doors and out, summer and winter, mirth. 

The Celebrated Canzone of Petrarch —* Chiare, fretche, c 
dot re acque? 

Clear, fresh, and dulcet streams. 

Which the fair shape, who seems 

To me sole woman, haunted at noontide ; 

Bough, gently interknit 
(I sigh to think of it), 

Which formed a rustic chair for her sweet side ; 

And turf, and flowers bright-eyed, 

O’er which her folded gown 
1J' ed like an angel’s down ; 

And you, O holy air and hushed, 

Where first my heart at her sweet glances gushed ; 
Give ear, give eu % with <>ne consenting. 

To my hist words, uA last and my lamenting. 

If ’tin my fate below, 

And leaven will hive it s<», 

That love must close these dying eyes in tears, 

May mv poor dust be laid 
In middle of your shade, 

While mv «<*ul, naked, mounts t-» its own spheres. 
The thought would calm my fear-, 

When taking, out of breath, 

The doubtful step of death ; 

Fur never could mv spirit find 
A stiller port after the stormy wind: 

Nor in m >re calm abstracted bourne, 

Slip from my travailed flesh, and from my lx»nes out¬ 
worn. 

Perhaps, some future hour, 

'J o her accustomed bower 

Might come the untamed, and yet the gentle she ; 
And where she saw me fir**t, 

Might turn^vith eyes athirst. 

And kinder joy to look again for me ; 

Then, < > the charity ! 

Seeing betwixt the stones 
The earth that held mv bones, 

A sigh for very love at last 

Might ask of Heaven to pardon me the past ; 

And Heaven itself could not say nay, 

As with her gentle \eil she wijied the tear- away. 

How well I call to mind 

When from those bowers the wind 

SluMik down upon her bosom fiower on flower ; 

Ami there she sat, meek-eyed, 

la midst of ail that pride, t 

Sprinkled and blushing through an amorous showar. 

Some to her hair paid dower, 

And seemed to dress the curls, 

Queen-like, with gold and pearls ; 

Some, snowing, on her drapery stopped; 

Some on the earth, sonic on the water dropped ; 
While others, fluttering from above, 

Seemed wheeling round in pomp, and saying * Here 
reigns Love.* 

How often then I said, 

Inward, and filled with dread, 

‘Doubtless this creature came from Paradise!* 

For at her look the while, 

Her voice, ami her sweet smile, 

And heavenly air, truth parted from mine eyes: 

So that, with long-drawn sighs, 

I said, as far from men, 

* How came I here—and when! 9 


I had forgotten ; and, alas! 

Fancied myself in heaven, not where I was; 

And from that time till this, I bear 

Such love for the green bower, I cannot rest elsewhere. 

JOHN CLARE. 

John Clare, one of the most truly uneducated of 
English poets, and one of the best of our rural de¬ 
scribe™, was born at Ilelpstonc, a village near 
Peterborough, in 1793. II is parents were peasants 
—his father a helpless cripple and a fKiuper. John 
obtained some education by bis own extra work os 
a ploughboy: from the labour of eight weeks he 
generally acquired as many pence as paid for a 
month’s schooling. At thirteen years of age he 
met with Thomson’s Seasons, and hoarded up a 
shilling to purchase a copy. At daybreak on a 
spring morning, he walked to the town of Stam¬ 
ford—six or seven miles off—to make the pur¬ 
chase, and had to wait some time till the shops were 
opened. This is a fine trait of )x>yish enthusiasm, 
and of the struggles of youthful genius. Returning 
to his natne village with the precious purchase, 
as he walked through the beautiful scenery of 
Burghlov Park, he composed his first piece of 
ixx'try, which he called the Murninq Walk. This 
was soon followed by the Evening \Vulk, and some 
other pieces. A benevolent exciseman instructed 
the young pun.*! in writing and arithmetic, and he 
continued his obscure hut ardent devotions to his 
rural npuse. 1 Most of his poems,’ says the writer 
of a memoir prefixed to his first volume, ‘were 
composed under the immediate impression of his 
feelings in the fields or on the road sides. He could 
not trust his memory, and therefore he wrote them 
down with a pencil on the spot, his hat serving him 
for a desk; and if it happened that he had no op¬ 
portunity soon after of transcribing these imperfect 
memorials, he could seldom decipher them or re¬ 
cover his first thoughts. From this cause several 
of his poems are quite lost, and others exist only in 
fragments. (>f those which he had committed to 
writing, especially his earlier pieces, many were 
destroyed from another circumstance, which shows 
how little lie expected to please others with them: 
from a hole in the wall of his room where he stuffed 
his manuscripts, a piece of paper was often taken 
to hold the kettle with, or light the fire.’ In 1817, 
C'larc, while working at Bridge Castcrton, in Rut¬ 
landshire, resolved on risking the publication of a 
volume. By hard working day and night, he got 
a pound saved, that he might have a prospectus 
printed. This was accordingly done, and a Collec¬ 
tion of ( >riquud Trifles was announced to subscribers, 
the price not to exceed 3s. Gd. ‘ I distributed my 
papers.’ he says; 4 but as I could get at no way of 
pushing them into higher circles than those with 
whom I was acquainted, they consequently passed 
off as quietly as if they had been still in mj r posses¬ 
sion, imprinted and unseen.’ Only seven subscribers 
came forward! One of these prospectuses, however, 
led to an acquaintance with Mr Edward Drury, 
bookseller, Stamford, and through this gentleman 
the poems were published by Messrs Taylor and 
Hessey, London, who purchased them from Clare 
for £20. The volume was brought out in January 
1820, with an interesting well- written introduc¬ 
tion, and bearing the title. Poems Descriptive of 
Itural Life and Scenery, by John Clare, a Northamp¬ 
tonshire peasant The attention of the public was 
instantly awakened to the circumstances and the 
merits of Clare. The magazines and reviews were 
unanimous in his favour. 4 This interesting little 
volume,' said the Quarterly Review,«bears indubit- 
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able evidence of being composed altogether from is now, we believe, in a private asylum—hopeless, 
the impulses of the writer’s mind, as excited by ex- but not dead to passing events. This sad termina- 
ternal objects and internal sensations. Here are no tion of so bright a morning it is painful to content - 
tawdry and feeble paraphrases of former poets, no plate. Amidst the native wild flowers of his song 
attempts at describing what the author might have we looked not for the ‘deadly nightshade*—and, 
become acquainted with in his limited reading. The though the example of Burns, of Chatterton, and 
woods, the vales, the brooks, 44 the crimson spots Bloomfield, was letter fitted to inspire fear thau 
i’ the bottom of a cowslip,” or the loftier phenomena hope, there was in Clare a naturally lively and choer- 
of the heavens, contemplated through the alterna- ful temj>erunient, and an apparent absence of strong 
tions of hope and despondency, are the principal and dangerous passions, that promised, as in the case 
sources whence the youth, whose adverse circum- of Allan Kamsay, a life of humble yet prosperous 
stances and resignation under them extort our sym- contentment and happiness. Poor ('hire’s muse was 
pathy, drew the faithful and vivid pictures Indore the trim offspring of English country life, lie was 
us. Examples of minds highly gifted by nature, a faithful painter of rustic scenes and occupations, 
struggling with, and breaking through the bondage and he noted every light and shade of Ins brooks, 
of adversity, are not rare in this country: but pri- meadows, and green lanes. His fancy was buoyant 
vation is not destitution; and the instance before in the midst of labour and hardship; and his imagery, 


us is, perhaps, one of the most striking of patient 
and persevering talent existing and enduring in the 
most forlorn, and seemingly hopeless condition, that 
literature has at any time exhibited.’ 

In a short time Clare was in possession of a little 
fortune. The present Earl Fitzwilliam sent £ 100 
: to his publishers, which, witli the like sum ad- 
j vanced by them, was laid out in the purchase of 
stock; the Marquis of Exeter allowed him an an- 
| nuity of fifteen guineas for life ; the Earl of Sjienwr 
a further annuity of £10, and various contributions 
were received from other noblemen and gentlemen, 
i so that the poet had a permanent allowance of £<H> 
per annum. He married his ‘ Patty of the Vale,' 

; ‘the rosebud in humble life,' the daughter of a 
neighbouring farmer; and in his native cottage at 
i Helpstone, with his aged and infirm parents and his 
| young wife by his side—all proud of his now re- 
| warded and successful genius —Clare basked in the 
’ sunshine of a poetical felicity. The writer of this 
recollects, with melancholy pleasure, paying a visit 
, to the poet at this genial season in company with 
1 one of his publishers. The humble dwelling wore 
an air of comfort and contented happiness. Shelves 
were fitted up, filled with hooks, most of which had 
been sent as presents. Clare read and liked them 
all! lie took us to see his favourite scene, the j 
haunt of his inspiration. It was a low fall of swampy 
ground, used as a pasture, and bounded by a dull 
rushy brook, overhung with willows. Yet here 
Clare strayed and mused delighted. 

Flow on, thou gently-plashing stream, 

O’er weed-beds wild and rank ; 

Delighted I’ve enjoyed my dream 
Upon thy mossy bank: 

Bemoistening many a weedy stem, 

I’ve watched thee wind so clearly, 

And on thy bank I found the gem 
Thro ' • me love thee dearly. 

In 1821 Clar. forward again as a jkxE His 

second publication was entitled The Village Minstrel 
and other Poems, in two volumes. The first of these 
pieces is in the Spenserian stanza, and descrilics the 
scenes, sports, and feedings of rural life—the author 
himself sitting for the portrait of Lubin, the humble 
rustic who ‘ hummed his lowly dreams * 

Far in the shade where poverty retires. 

The descriptions of scenery, as well as the expres¬ 
sion of natural emotion and generous sentiment in 
this poem, exalted the reputation of Clare as a true 
poet He afterwards contributed short pieces to the 
annuals and other periodicals, marked by a more 
choice and refined diction. The poet’s prosperity 
was, alas l soon over. His discretion was not equal 
to his fortitude: he speculated in farming, wasted 
his little hoard, and amidst accnmuiating difficul¬ 
ties sank into nervous desponded and despair, lie 


drawn directly from nature, is various ami* original. ; 
Careful finishing could not be eNjaeted from the 
rustic poet, yet there is often a fine delicacy and 
Ixuiutv in his pieces, and his moral reflections and 
pathos win their way to the heartIt is seldom,’ 
as one of his critics remarked, ‘that the public have 
an opportunity of learning the* unmixed and un¬ 
adulterated impression of the loveliness ot nature on 
a man of vivid perception and strong feeling, equally 
unacquainted with the art and reserve of the world, 
and with the riches, rules, and prejudices of litera¬ 
ture.' Clare was strictly sm h a man. His reading 
before bis first publication had )>eon extremely 
limited, and did not either form his taste or bias 
the direction of his powers. He wrote out of the 
fulness of his heart; and his love of nature was so 
universal, that lie included all, weeds as well as 
flowers, in his picturesque catalogues of her charms. 
In grouping and forming his pictures, he has re¬ 
course to new and original expressions—as, for ex¬ 
ample— 

Brhk wind,- tie lightened branches shake 
Bv paltering, pla-hing dr<<ps confessed ; 

And, where <<aks dripping shade the lake, 

Paint < r 'ittijnnj tluMfiit's on its breast. 

A sonm t to the glow-worm is singularly^ieh in thin 
vivid word-painting:— 

Tasteful illumination of the night, 

Bright scattered, twinkling star of spangled earth ! 
Hail t<* the nnmclc-- n.loured dark and light, 

The w itching iiur-e of thy illumined birth. 

In thy still hour how clearly I delight 
To rest my weary b*»nes, from labour free ; 

In lone spots, out of hearing, out of sight* 

To Mgli day*- smothered pains ; and pause on thee, 
Bedecking dangling brier and ivied tree, 
t >r diamonds tipping on the grassy spear ; 

Thy pale-faced glimmering light \ love to see, 

Gilding and glistei^ng in the dewdrop near; 

O still-hour's mate! my easing heart sobs free, 

While tiny bents low bend with many an added 
tear. 

In these happy microscopic views of nature, (irahamc, 
the author of the Sabbath, is the onlv poet who can . 
lx* put in competition with ('hire. *Vh« delicacy of j 
some of his sentimental verses, mixed uj> in c&ndeM ! 
profusion with others less correct or pleasing, may !| 
in' seen from the following part of a ballad, The Pate j 
of Amy :— j 

The flowers the sultry summer kills i) 

Spring’s milder suns restore; 

But innocence, that fickle charm, 

Blooms cure, and bloom* no more. 

The swains who loved m mom admire. 

Their heart# no beauty worm* ? 

And maidens triumph in her fall 
That envied once aer charm*. 
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Lost was that sweet simplicity ; 

Ifcr eye’s bright lustre fled ; 

And o’er her cheeks, where roses bloomed, 

A sickly paleness spread. 

So fades the flower before its time, 

Where ainkcrworms assail; 

So droops the bud upon its stem 
Beneath the sickly gale. 

117 tat h Lift ? 

| And what is Life ? An hour-glass on the run, 

\ A mist retreating from the morning sun, 

| A busy, bustling, still-repeated dream, 
i Its length i A minute** puuse, a moment’s thought. 
: And Happiness? A bubble on the stream, 

That in the act of seizing dirinks to nought. 

And what if Hope ? The putting gab* of morn, 

That robs each flownt of its gem and dies; 

A olTbweb, hiding disappointment's thorn, 

Which stings more keenly through the thin disguise. 

And what is Iteatn \ Is still the cause unfound f 

That dark mysterious tiame of horrid -ound ( 

A long and lingering deep the weary o niVl *. 

And Pea'^’ ? Where aii it- hnppine* abound { 

No where at nil, snvt- heaven and tin* grate. 

Then what ii Life ! When stripped of it- disguise, 

A thing to be desired it ran hot be ; 

Since eten thing that meet- our lb«d;sh eye- 

flives proof‘•ulVudfiit of it- vanity. 

’Ti* but a trial all imet undergo. 

To teach unthankful mortal le w t > pri/o 

That happiness \nin iti.tn'** denud t ■ know. 

Until he's called to 'daim it in the -kn -. 

Sian mi r 

*Tis *wr« t to i ;..• < t t])» JU'-riiing bp-ivo, 

Ur IT*. the giggling ; f tie* bn*-' 1 , ; 

< »r, stfeg },* d belooith t'o -had'' < f tree-, 

PeruM* and ]';rh" on nut ■■ip-**' !■ > k. 

When nature mr\ *wr*-t prvp.in- 
To entertain our wi.tlud delay 
The image- which m>-m;ng wears, 

The wakening 'harms of early day ! 

Now let lac tnad the meadow paths. 

Where glittering dew the ground illume-, 

As sprinkled o'er the withering swath* 

Their mm-iurr shrink in sweet perfume.-. 
And hear the beetle sound his horn, 

And hear the skylark whistling! nigh, 

Sprung from hi* bed of tufted corn, 

A hailing minstrel in the sky. 

First sunbeam, calling night away 

To Bee how sweet thy summons seems; 

Split by the willowV wavy fray, 

And sweetly dune.Mg <-n the streams. 

How fine the spider'* web is spun, 

Unnoticed to vulgar eyes; 

Its ailk thread glittering in the sun 
Arts bungling vanity defies. 

Roaming while the dewy fields 

’Neath their morning burthen lean, 

While its crop inv searchra shields, 

Sweet I scent the blossomed bean. 

Making oft remarking atop* ; 

Watching tiny nameless thing* 

Climb the grow*’* spiry tops 
Em they try their gauzy wings. 

So emerging into light, 

From the ignorant and vain 
Fearful genius takes her flight. 

Skimming o’er the lowly plain. 


The Primrose—A Sonnet . 

Welcome, pale primrose ! starting up between 
Head matted leaves of ash and oak that strew 
The every lawn, the wood, and spinney through, 
’Mid creeping moss and ivy’s darker green ; 

How much thy presence beautifies the ground . f 
How sweet thy modest unaffected pride 
Clow's on the sunny bank and wood’s warm side! 

And where* thy fairy flowers in groups are found, 
The schoolboy roams eucbantcdly along, 

Blocking the fairest with a rude delight: 

While the meek shepherd stops his simple song, 

To gaze a moment on the pleasing sight; 
f ferjoyed to see the flowers that truly bring 
The welcome news of sweet returning spring. 

The Tit rush'* A hut—A Sonnet. 

Within a thick and spreading hawthorn bush 
That overhung a molehill large and round, 

I heard from morn to morn a merry thrush 

Sing hymns of rapture, while I d .ank the sound 
W i!h joy-— and oft an unintruding guest, 

I watched her secret toils from day ta day ; 

How true she warped the moss to form her nest, 

And modelled it within with wood and clay. 

And by and by, like oeath-bt-lls gilt with dew, 

Th. re lay her shining egg* a> bright as flowers, 
Ink-spotted "ver, shell- of green and blue : 

And there I witnessed, in the summer hours, 

A brood nature’s min*ttvls chirp and fly, 

(Had a- the sun-hinc and the laughing sky.* 

FI-at -7 }l> '''Ptrti'. iii, 

Fiist-l ite will with the heart remain 
When it- h"pr< arc all gone by ; 

A* frail ro-e-bb..s-<,m» still retain 
Their fragrance when thev die: 

And joy's fir-t dream* will haunt the mind 
With the shade- ’mid which they sprung, 

As summer leaves the stems Ixdiiiiu 
'■ hi which spring’s blossoms hung. 

Marv, 1 dare not call thee dear, 

I've lost that riL'ht so lung ; 

Yet once again I vex thine ear 
With memory's idle song. 

I felt a pride to name thy name, 

But lew that pride hath flown, 

And burning Mu*hc* speak my shame. 

That thus I love thee on. 

How hath to part, how fluid to meet, 

Hail vvi two u-ed to be ; 

At sunset, with what eager feet 
I hastened unto thee! 

Scarce nine days passed us ere we met 
In spring, nav, wintrv weather; 

Now nine year*' suns have risen and set, 

Nor found us once together. 

Thy face was so familiar grown. 

Thyself so often nigh, 

A moment's memory when alone, 

Would bring thee in mine eye ; 

* Montgomery sav« quaintly but truly of this sonnet, * Hero 
wo have in miniature the history ant! geography of a thrunh*t» 
mist, so simply and naturally set forth, that one might think 
such strains 

No more difluilo 

Than for a blackbird ‘tis to whistle. 

But let the hearth*** critic who despises them try his own 
hand either at a bird's nmt or a sonnet like this; and when 
ho has succeeded in making the one, ho may have some Imps 
of being able to make tbemhor.* 
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But now my very dreams forget 
That witching look to trace ; 

Though there thy beauty lingers yet, 

It wears a stranger’s face. 

When last that gentle cheek I prost. 

Ami heard thee feign adieu, 

I little thought that seeming jest 
J Would prove a word so true 1 

I A fate like this hath oft befell 
| Even loftier hopes than ours ; 

Spring bids full many buds to swell, 

Tkatf'ne'cr can grow to flowers. 

Darnings of (7mlus. 

In those low paths which poverty surrounds, 

The rough rude ploughman, oft* his fallow grounds 
(That necessary tool of wealth and pride), 

While moiled and sweating, by some pasture's side. 
Will often stoop, inquisitive to trace 
The opening beauties of a daisy’s face ; 

Oft will he witness, with admiring eyes, 

The brook's sweet dimples e’er the pebbles rise; 

And often bent, as o’er some magic spell, 

He’ll pause aifd pick his shaped *t<*ne and shell : 
Raptures the while his inward powers inflame, 

And joys delight him which lie cannot name; 

Ideas picture pleasing views to mind, 

For which his language can no utterance find ; 
Increasing beauties, freshening on his sight, 

Unfold new charms, and witness more delight ; 

So while the present pleuse, the past decay, 

And in each other, losing, melt away. 

Thus pausing wild on all he saunters by, 

lie feels enraptured, though he knows not why; 

And hums and mutters o’er hi-, joys in vain. 

And dwells on something which he can't explain. 

The bursts of thought with which his soul’.*. p< rplexed, 
Are bred one moment, and are gone the next; 

Yet still the heart will kindling sparks retain, 

And thoughts will rise, and Fancy strive again. 

So have I marked the dying ember’s light. 

When on the hearth it fainted from inv >ieht, 

With glimmering glow r.fi redden up again, 

And sparks crack brightening into liie in vain ; 

Still lingering out its kindling Impe to rise. 

Till faint, and fainting, the last twinkle dies. 

Dim bums the soul, and throbs the fluttering heart, 
Its painful pleasing fadings to impart; 

Till by successless sallies wearied quite, 

The memory fails, and Fancy takes her flight: 

The wick, confined within its pocket, dies, 

Bbme down and smothered in a thousand sighs. 

[Scenes and J [usings of die PncxnU Port ] 

[From the ‘ Village Minstrel.’] 

Each opening season, and each opening scene, 

On his wild view still teemed with fresh delight; 
E’en winter’s storms to him have welcome been, 
That brought him comfort in its long dark night, 
As joyful listening, while the fire burnt bright, 
Some neighbouring labourer’s superstitious tale. 
How ‘ Jack-a-lantcrn,* with his wisp alight, 

To drown a ’nighted traveller once did fail, 

He knowing well the brook that whimpered down the 
vale. 

And tales of fairyland lie loved to hear, 

Those mites of human forms, like skimming bees, 
That fly and flirt about but everywhere; 

The mystic tribes of night’s unnerving breeze, 

That through a lock -hole even creep with ease : 

The freaks and stories of this elfin crew, 

Ah I Lubin gloried in such thing* as these; 

How they rewarded industry lje knew, 

And how the restless slut was packed black and blue. 


How ancient dames a fairy’s anger feared, 

From gossip’s stories Lubin often heard ; 

How they on every night the hearthstone cleared, 
And, ’gainst their visits, all things neat prepared, 
As lays nought more than cleanliness regard; 

When in the morn they never failed to share 
Or gold or silver as their meet reward, 

I>ropt in the water superstition’s care, 

To make the charm succeed, lmd cautious placed 
t here. 

And thousands such the village keeps alive; I 

Beings that people superstitious earth, 

That e'er in rural manners will survive, 
j As long ns wild rusticity has birth 
| To spread their wonders round the cottage-hearth, 
j On Luhiu’s mind these deeply wore improved ; 

1 Oft fear forbade t<> Amro hi* nciehbour^ mirth : 

I And long each tale, by fancy m \\I\ dr< -mmI, 

Brought fairies in his dreams, and broke hi.* infant pest. 

lie had his dread* and fear?, and scarce could pass 
A churchyard’:- dreary mmu*d*j***\*ilent night, 

! But lbot*tep* trampled thrmyn the rustling grass, 
Ami uho-ts ’him! grave-stones stood in sheets of * 

, while ; 

j Dread nmn-tor** fancy lm-uldod on hi* sigltt ; 
j Soft Wwuld he -up lest they h> tread Amuld hear, 
And ctc p ;i mi creep till pn*t hi* wild affright; 

Then on wind's wings would rail), a* it were, 
swift the wild retreat of childhood's fancied fear. 

And when fear left him, on hi* e rncr-seat 
Much would lvc ehatur o'er each dreadful tale ; 

’fell how he heard the ‘-ouml of ’pi- aching feet, 

And warrior* jiiorlin.r in their coats of mail ; 

And lumping knock* a* one would thump a flail; 

Of spirits conjured in the charnel floor; 

And many a mournful shriek and lmple-s wail, 

"Where maid*, sell-murdered, their tal.se Ions dtv 
,| ploro; 

j And from that riim-wmild vovv to tramp on nights no 
more. 

O! who can speak his j<ys when spring’* young I 
morn, , 

I loin wood and pasture, opened on his view ! | 

M hen tender green bud* blndi upon the thorn, 

And the limtj<rimr*>-e dips it-- leaves in dew: 

Eaeh varied charm lo.w joyed would he pursue, 

I empted to truce tlr-ir btaut:c* through the duv ; 
(Imy-girdicd eve ami"morn of »•<»-, y hue 
Have both beheld him on hi* lonely way, 

Far, far remote from buy*, and their unpleasing plnv. ; 

Sequestered nature was his heart’* delight ; 

Him would she lead thiough wood ami lonely plain, ! 
Searching the pooty from the rushy dike ; ; 

And while the thrush sang her long-silenced strain, . j 
He thought it sweet, and mocked it o’er again ; [ 

And while he plucked the primrose in its pride, *| 

He pondered o’er its bloom ’tween joy and pain ; ! j 

And a rude sonnet in its praise lie tried, j 

Where nature’s simple way the aid of art supplied. 

The freshened landscapes round his routes unfurled, 
The fine-tinged clouds above, the woods below, 

Each met his eye a new-revealing world, 

Delighting more as more he learned to know ; 

Each journey sweeter, musing to and fro. 

Surrounded thus, not Paradise more sweet ; 

Enthusiasm made his soul to glow; 

His heart with wild sensations used to heat; 

As nature seemly sang, his muttering* would repeat. 

Upon a molehill oft he dropt him down, 
r I o take a prospect of the circling scene. 

Marking how much th*cottage roofs thatch brown 
Did add its beauty to the budding green 
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Of sheltering trees it humbly peeped between; 

The stone-rocked wagon with its rumbling sound ; 
The windmill's sweeping sails at distance seen ; 
And every form that crowds the circling round, 
Where the sky, stooping, seems to kiss the meeting 
ground. 

And dear to him the rural sports of May, 

When each cot-threshold mounts its hailing bough, 
And ruddy milkmaids weave their garlands gav, 
Fjkui the green to crown the earliest cow ; 

\\ hen mirth and pleasure wear a joyful brow ; 

And join the tumult with uidmundcd glee. 

The humble tenants of the pail and plough : 
lie loved ‘ <*ld sp«'rt**/ by them re\ 'm d,to -ce, 

Hut never cared t»» j*>in in their rude revelry. 

0>r bro*Jc-banks >*tlet<*hir.ir, on the pu-turr ear l 
He gazed, far distant from the jocund <t*v. ; 
r iwas but their feats that claimed a slight regard ; 
Twas his his pastimes lonely to pursue 
Wild blos.oms creeping in the gru ' to view, 

Scarce peeping UjJMjie tinv bent as high, 

Ik'tinged with glossy yellow, red or blue, 

I nnamed, unnoticed but by Lubin’- *yc, 

That likl low g-onus syrang. to bloom their day and d o . 

<M who can tell the .sweets <>f May day’- morn, 

To waken rapture in a feeling mind ; 

When the gilt cast unveils h«T dappled dawn, 

And the gay woodlark has it- nr-t n -rg.'d, 

As slow th** Min cnejo* up the hill behind ; 

Morn reddening round, and daylight’s >p**tle«», b- ■ , 
As seemingly with r<ee and lily lined ; 

While all the prospect round beam- fair to view, 
Like a sweet opening tbover with its unsullied dev.. 

Ah ! often brushing through the dripping grass, 
Ha* he been seen to eateh lhi» early * barm. 
Listening the ‘ love song’ of il<?> healthy las. 
Passing with milk-pail on her vell-tuim-d arm; 

Or meeting objects from the rousing larm - 
Tlte jinglitig plough-teams driving down the steep, 
W agon and cart ; and shepht id-dog-.* alarm, 
liaising the bleating'* of unfolding sheep. 

As o’er the mountain top the red sun ’gins to peep. 

Nor could the dfiv*s decline escap* his gaze ; 

He loved the closing as the rising day, 

And oft would stand t^ea^h the setting rnvq 
Whose last beams stole not unperceived away ; 
When, lu-sitati*»g like a stag at bav. 

The bright unwearied mu seemed loath to drop, 
Till ehnod night-hounds hurried him away, 

And drove him headlong from the mountain top. 
And shut the lovely scene, and bade all nature stop. 

With contemplation*** stores hi*mind to till, 

0 doubly happy would he roam as then. 

When the blue eve crept deeper round the hill, 
While the coy rabbit ventured from his den, 

And weary labour sought his rest again; 

Lone wanderings led him haplv by the stream, 
Where unperceived he ’joyed his hours at will, 
Musing the cricket twittering o’er its dream. 

Or watching o’er the brook the moonlight’s dancing 
beam. 

And here the rural muse might aptly say, 

As sober evening sweetly wiles along, 

How she has chased black ignorance away, 

And warmed his artless soul with feelings strong, 
To teach his reed to warble forth a song; 

And how it echoed on the even-gale, 

All by the brook the pasture-flowers among: 

But ah! such trifles are of no avail— 

Thm’s few to notice him, or hear his simple tale. 


0 Poverty ! thy frowns were early dealt 
O’er him who mourned thee, not by fancy led 
To whine and wail o’er woes he never felt, 

Staining his rhymes with tears he never shed, 

And heaving sighs a mock song only bred: 

Alas ! he knew too much of every pain 

That showered full thick on his unsheltered head; 

And as his tears and sighs did erst complain, 

His numbers took it up, and wept it o’er again. 

JAMEK AM) HOIIACF SMITH. 

Ja mk.h S v itj! (177o 1 h 30 ) w as a livefy and amus¬ 
ing author both in prose and verse. His father, 
Mr ltotort Smith, was an eminent legal practitioner 
in I/ondon, and solicitor to the Hoard of Ordnance-— 
a gentleman of learning and aecoim iiduneuts, whose 



latter years were gratified, bv the talents and repu¬ 
tation of his two sons, dames and Horace. James, 

! the eldest, was educated at a school at Chigwell, in 
! 1‘Nsex, and was usually at tlie bead of his class. For 
i this retired ‘schoolboy spot’ be ever retained a 
strong alVeetioii. rarely * uttering, as bis brother re¬ 
lates, a long interval to elapse without paying it* 
i visit, and wandering over the scenes that recalled 
! the truant excursions of himself ami chosen play¬ 
mates, or the solitary rambles and inusings of bis 
youth. 'IVo of bis latest poems are devoted to his 
reminiscences of Cliigwel!. After the completion of 
his education, dames Smith was articled to his 
father, was taken into partnership in due time, and 
eventually succeeded to the business, as well as to 
the appointment of solicitor to the (Irdnance. With 
a quick sense of the ridiculous, a strong passion for 
the stage and the drama, and a love of .London 
society and manners. Smith became a town wit and 
humorist—delighting in parodies, theatrical collo¬ 
quies, and fashionable criticism, llis first pieces 
upiK*ar to have been contributed to the Pie-Nic news¬ 
paper established by Colonel Ilenry Greville, which 
afterwards merged into The Cahimt , both being solely 
calculated for the topics and feedings of the day. A 
selection from the Fie-Nic papers, in two small 
volumes, was published in 18iw. lie next joined 
the writers for the London Review— a journal esta¬ 
blished by Cumberland the dramatist, on the novel 
principle of affixing ,he writer’s name to his critique* 
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The Eeview proved a complete failure. The system 
of publishing- names was an unwise innovation, de¬ 
stroying equally the harmless curiosity of the reader, 
and the critical independence of the author; and 
Cumberland, besides, was too vain, too irritable and 
poor, to secure a good list of contributors. Smith 
then became a constant writer in the Monthly 
Mirror (wherein Henry Kirkc White first attracted 
the notice of what may be termed the literary world), 
j and in this work appeared a series of poetical imita- 
| tions, entitled Horace in London , the joint production 
of Janies a*d Horace Smith. These parodies were 
subsequently collected and published in one* volume 
in 1813, -after the success of the Rejected Addresses 
had rendered the authors famous. Some of the 
pieces display a lively vein of town levity and 
humour, but many of them also are very trifling 
and tedious. In one stanza, James Smith has given 
a true sketch of his own tastes and character :— 

Me toil and ease alternate share, 

Books, and the converse of the fair, 

(To see is to adore 'em) ; 

With these, and London for iny home, 

I envy not the joys of Home, 

The Circus or the Forum ! 

To London he seems to have been ns strongly at¬ 
tached as I)r Johnson himself. 4 A confirmed me- ; 
tropolitan in all his tastes and habits, he would often ' 
quaintly observe, that London was the U*st place in ' 
summer, and the only place in winter ; or quote 1 >r 
Johnson’s dogma—“Sir, the man that is tired of 
London is tired of existence.” At other times lie 
would express hi* perfect concurrence with Dr 
Mosley’s assertion, that in the country one is always 
maddened with the noble of nothing: or laughingly ; 
quote the Duke of Queensberry’s rejoinder on lning j 
told one sultry day in September that London was 
exceedingly empty—“Yes, but it’s fuller than tin- 
country.” He would not, perhaps, have gone quite 
so far as his old friend Jckyll, who used to say. that 
“if compelled to live in the country, be would have 
the approach to his bouse paved like the streets of 
London, and hire a hackney-coach to drive up and 
down the street all day long;” but be would relate, 
with great glee, a story showing the general con¬ 
viction of his dislike to ruralitics. Ho was sitting 
in the library at a country house, when a gentleman, 
informing him that the family were all out, proposed 
a quiet stroll into the pleasure-grounds. “ Stroll! 
why, don’t you see my gouty shoe ?” “ Yes, but 

wnat then ? you don’t really mean to say that you 
have got the gout? I thought you had only put on 
that shoe to avoid being shown over the improve¬ 
ments.*”* There i.s some good-humoured banter and 
exaggeration in this dislike of ruralitic s; and accord¬ 
ingly we find that, as Johnson found his way to the 
remote Hebrides, Smith occasionally transported 
himself to Yorkshire and other places, the country 
seats of friends and noblemen. The ‘ Bejected Ad¬ 
dresses’ appeared in 1812, having engaged Janies 
and Horace Smith six weeks, and proving ‘one of 
the luckiest hits in literature.’ The directors of 
Drury Lane theatre had offered a premium for the 
best poetical address to he spoken on opening the 
new edifice; and a casual hint from Mr Ward, secre¬ 
tary to the theatre, suggested to the witty brothers 
the composition of a series of humorous addresses, 
professedly composed by the principal authors of the 
day. The work was ready by the opening of the 
theatre, and its success was almost unexampled. 
Eighteen editions have been sold; and the copy- 

♦ Memoir prefixed to Smith’s Comic Misccllrmles, i vols. 
1S41. } 


right, which had been originally offered to Mr Mur¬ 
ray for L.20, was purchased by that gentleman, in 
1819, after the sixteenth edition, for L.13L The 
articles written by James Smith consisted of imita¬ 
tions of Wordsworth, Gobbet fc, Southey, Coleridge, 
Crahbe, and a few travesties. Some of them are 
inimitable, particularly the parodies on Cobbott and 
Orahl>e, which were also among the most popular, 
Horace Smith contributed imitations of Walter 
Scott, Moore, Monk Lewis, Lord Byron, W. T. 
Fitzgerald (whose 4 Loyal ICfUision* is irresistibly 
ludicrous for its extravagant adulation and fustian), 
Dr Johnson, &c. The amount of talent displayed 
by the two brothers was pretty equal; for-none of 
James Smith’s parodies arc more felicitous than that 
of Scott by Horace. The popularity of the * Rejected 
Addresses’ seems to have satisfied the ambition of 
the elder poet. He afterwards confined himself to 
short anonymous pieces in the New Monthly Maga¬ 
zine and other periodicals, ami to the contribution 
of some humorous sketches and anecdotes toward* 
Mr Mathews’s theatrical ontcrt;y*fhents, the author¬ 
ship of which was known efidy to a few. The 
Cuuntrif (\iu>nis, Trijt tv ]■ ranct , and V nji to America, 
stly written by Smith, and brought* out by 
Matlicws at the English Optra House, not only 
filled the theatre, and replenished the treasury, hut 
brought the witty writer a thousand ixmnds -a sum 
to which, we are told, the receiver seldom made 
allusion without shrugging up his shoulders, and 
•jaeulating, *A thousand pounds for nonsense!’ 
Mr Smith was still better paid for si trifling exer¬ 
tion of his muse ; for, having met at a dinner party 
the late Mr Strahan, the king’s printer, then suffer¬ 
ing from gout, and old age, though Ids faculties re¬ 
mained unimpaired, he sent him m xt morning the 
following jeu <{'• sprit :— 

Your lower limb-, seemed far from stout 
When laM 1 miw y.iu walk ; 

The enu-c 1 present ly found out 
When you began to talk. 

The power that props the body’s length, 

In due proportion spread, 

Hi you mount* upward*, and the strength 
All settles in the head. 

Mr Strahan was so oyuch gratified bv the compli¬ 
ment, that he made \*n * immediate codicil to his 
will, hv which he liequeathed to the writer the sum 
of L.300U! Horace Smith, howefer, mentions that 
Mr Strahan had other motives for his generosity, 
for he respected and loved the man quite as much 
as he admired the |»oet. James made a happier, 
though, in a pecuniary sense, less lucky epigram 
on Miss Edgeworth-:— 

We rvery-day hard* may ‘anonymous* sign— 

That refuge, Mis* Fdgeworth, can never lx- thine. 

Thy writings, where satire and moral unite, 

Must bring forth the name of their author to light, 
Jb>od and had join in telling the source of their birth; 
The Wl own their Eiwc, and the good own their 
Worth. 

The easy social bachelor-life of James Smith was 
much impaired by hereditary gout. Ho lived tem¬ 
perately, and at his club-dinner restricted himself to 
his half-pint of sherry; but a* a professed joker and 
‘ diner <>ut,’ he must often have been tempted to 
ver-indulgence and irregular hour*. Attacks of 
gout began to assail him in middle life* and he gra¬ 
dually lost the use and the very form of his limbs, 
bearing all hi* sufferings, as his brother states, with 
4 an undeviating and unexampled patience.* One of 
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the stanzas in his poem on Chigwell displays his 
philosophic composure at this j>eriod of his life 

World, in thy ever busy mart 
* I’ve acted no unnoticed part— 

Would I resume it? oh no! 

Four acts are done, the jest grows stale ; 

The waning lamps bum dim and pale, 

And reason ask**— Cui tx/iw ? 

lie held it a humiliation to lx? ill, and never com¬ 
plained or alluded to his own sufferings. He died 
on the 24th December lR.'W, aged <;r». Lady Ules- 
sington said, * If James Smith had not- been a with/ 
man , he must have lx*en a tjreut man* II is extensive 
information and refined manners, joined to an in¬ 
exhaustible fund of liveliness and humour, and a 
happy uniform temper, rendered him a fascinating 
companion, The writings of such n man give but 
r.4aint idea of the original; yet in his own walk of 
literature Janies Smith has few superiors. Anstcy 
comes most directly into competition with him ; yet 
it may be safely «m;d that the 4 Rejected Addresses’ 
will live as long as the * New Hath <Hiide/ 

The surviving partner of this litoi.ixy duumvirate 
—theNuost eonstayt and interesting, jHTlmps, since 
that of Beaumont and Fletcher, and more affec¬ 
tionate from the relationship of the parties—has 
distinguished hinwelf by hi* novels and historical 
romances, and by hi< generosity to various literary 
men. Mr Horace Smith has also written some 
copies of verses, otic of wlm-h, the Address to the 
Mummy, is a felicitous compound of fact, humour, 
and sentiment, forcibly and originally expressed. 


Ths Thcnttr .— lilj (Ilf /o ’. <t. (’. [ t .] 

H’i* sweet t«> \icw, fr*»m h;i!f-p.i>t flv to m\, 

( )ur long wax candle.-, with short cotton wick-', 
Tomdied by the lamplighter’s Promethean an, 

Start into light, and make tic lighter -tart : 

To see red Plnrhus through the galierv pane 
Tinge with his beam the beams of Drury Lane, 

While gradual parties fill our widened pit, 

And gape, and gaze, and wonder, ere they sit. * * 

What various swain- our motley wall- eoiitain ! 
Fashion from M«*orfu lds, honour from rhiek Lane ; 
Hankers from Paper Bui Mina* here resort, 

Bankrupts from HMdeit^fjWtre and Riche- Court ; 
From the Hay market canting rogues in grain, 

Hulls from the Poultry, sots from Water Lane ; 

The lottery rormorant, the aurtion shark, 

The full-priee master, and the half prior elerk ; 

Hoys who long linger at the gallery door. 

With pence twice live, they want but twopence more. 
Till some Samaritan the twope^e span**, 

And sends them jumping up the gallery stairs. 

Critics we boast who ne’er their malice baulk, 

Hut talk their minds, we wish they’d mind their talk 
Big worded bullies, who by quarrel* live. 

Who give the lie, and tell the lie they give ; 

Jews from St Mary' Axe, for jobs so warv, 

That for obi clothes they’d even axe St Marv ; 

Am! bucks with pockets empty as their pate, 

Lax in their gaiters, laxci in their gait ; 

Who ofy, when we our house lock up, carouse 
With tippling tipstaves in a loek-up house. 

Yet hen*, as elsewhere, chance can joy bestow, 

* Where scowling fortune seemed to threaten wo. 
j John Richard William Alexander Dwyer 
J Wan footinun to Justinian Stubbs, Esquire; 

| Hut when John Dwyer listed in the Blues, 

1 Emanuel Dennings polished Stubbs’s shoes. 

Emanuel Jennings brought hi* youngest boy 
Up as a corn cutter—a safe employ; 


In Holywell Street, St Pan eras, he was bred 
(At number twenty-seven, it is said), 

Facing the pump, and near the Granby’s head. 

He would have bound him to some shop in town, 

Hut with a premium he could not come down : 

Pat w um the urchin’s name, a red-haired youth, 
Fonder of purl and skittle-grounds than truth. 

Silence, ye god* ! to keep your tongues in awe, 

The muse hhall tell an accident she saw. 

Pat Jennings in the upper gallery sat; 

Hut, leaning forward, Jennings lost hi« hat; 

Down from the* gallery the beaver flew^ 

And spurned the one. to settle in the two. 

How shall he act ? Hay at the gallery door 
Two shilling* for what cost when new but four? 

< >r till half price, to save hi* shilling, wait, 

And gain hi* hat again at half-past eight? 

Now, while hi* learn anticipate a thief, 

John Mullins whimpers, Take my handkerchief. 

Thank you, cries Hat. but one won’t make a line; 
’fake mine, cried Wilson ; and,cried Stokes, take mine. 
A motley cable ho on Hitt Jennings tics, 

Whore Snitalficlds with real India vie*. 

Like Iris bow, down dart* the painted hue, 

Starred, striped, and spotted, yellow', red, and blue, 
old calico, torn silk, and muslin new. 

Hcorge Ureen below, with palpitating hand, 

Loops the last ’kerchief to the beaver** band ; 

1 'psoars the prize ; the youth, with joy unfeigned, 
Regained tin. felt, and felt what he regained, 

While to tlie* applauding galleries grateful Hat 
Made a low bow, and touched the ransomed hat. * * 

Thf Mt,\< lhhnf.-By H'. IF. [Wordsicwlh.’) 

'Spoken in the < haraeter of Nancy Lake, a girl eight years of 
nja , who is drawn uj*o» the static in a child's chaise by 
Ramuel Huirhe*, her uncle’s jw>rt4*r.] 

My brother Jack wa* nine in May, 

And 1 was eight on New Year’s Day; 

N* in Kate Wilson’s .shop 
Hapa (heV my papa and Jack’s) 

Bought me, last week, a doll of wax, 

And brother Jack a top. 

Jack's in the pouts, and this it is, 

He think- mine came to more than his. 

So to mv drawer he goes, 

’J akes out the doll, and, oh my star* ! 

He poke- her head lx>tween the bars, 

And melts otf half her nose! 

Quite cross, a bit of string I beg, 

And tie it to his peg top’s peg, * 

And bang, with might and main, 

Its head against the parlour door: 

(iff flies the head, and hits the floor, 

And breaks a window-pane. 

This made him cry with rage and spite; 

Well, let him cry, it serves him right. 

A pretty thing, forsooth ! 

If he’s to melt, all scalding hot. 

Half my doll’s nose, and 1 am not 
To draw his peg top’s tooth! 

Aunt Hannah heard the window break, 

And cried, ’ 0 naughty Nancy Lake, 

Thus to distress your aunt: 

No Drurv Lane for you to-day!’ 

And while papa said, ‘ Pooh, she may!’ 

Mamma said, ‘ No, she shan’t H 

Well, after many a sad reproach, 

They got into a hackney coach, 

And trotted down the street. 

I saw them go : one horse was blind ; 

The tails of both hung down behind ; 

Their shoes were on their feet. 
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:i The chaise in which poor brother Bill 
Used to be drawn to Pentonville, 

Stood in the lumber room : 

I wiped the dust from off the top, 

While Molly mopped it with a mop, 

And brushed it with a broom. 

My uncle’s porter, Samuel Hughes, 

Came in at six to black the shoes 
(1 always talk to Sam) : 

So what does he, but takes and drags 
Me in the chaise along the flags, 

And leaves me where I am. 

My father’s walls arc made of brick, 

But not bo tail, and not so thick 
As these ; and, goodness me ! 

My father’s beams arc made of wood, 

But never, never half so good 
As these that now 1 see. 

What a large floor! ’tis like a town ! 

The carpet, when they lay it down. 

Won’t hide it, I’ll he bound : 

And there’s a row of lamps ; my eye ! 

How they do blaze! 1 wonder why 
They keep them on the ground. 

At first I caught hold of the wing, 

And kept away ; but Mr Thing-* 

Umbob, the prompter man, 

Gave with his hand my chaise a shove, 

And said, ‘ Go on, my pretty love; 

Speak to ’em, little Nan. 

You’ve only got to curtsey, whisp¬ 
er, hold your chin up, laugh and lisp, 

And then you’re sure to take : 

I’ve known the day when brats not quite 
Thirteen got fifty pounds a-night, 

Then why not Nancy Lake?’ 

But while I’m speaking, where’s papa? 

And where’s my aunt ? and where’s mamma ? 

Where’s Jack ? < >h, there they sit ? 

They smile, they nod ; I’ll go my ways, 

And order round poor Billy's chaise, 

To join them in the jut. 

And now, good gentlefolks, I go 
To join mamma, and see the show ; 

So, bidding you adieu, 

I curtsey, like a pretty miss, 

And if you’ll blow to me a kiss, 

I’ll blow a kiss to you. 

[Blows kiss, and ( 

A Talc of Bmry Lancj—By JF. S. [Scott.] 

* * * 

As chaos ui heavenly doom, 

Had slept in < \ masting gloom, 

Started with terror and surprise, 

When light first flashed upon her eyes: 

So London’s sons in nightcap woke, 

In bedgown woke her dames, 

For shouts were heard mid fire and smoke, 
And twice ten hundred voices spoke, 

* The playhouse is in flames.’ 

And lo J where Catherine Street extends, 

A fiery tail its lustre lends 
To every window-pane: 

Blushes each Bpout in Martlet Court, 

And Barbican, moth-eaten fort, 

And Covent Garden kennels sport, 

A bright ensanguined drain ; 

Mcux’s new b re who use shows the light, 
Rowland Hill’s chapel, and the height 
Where patent shot they sell: 


The Tennis Court, so fair and tall, 

Partakes the ray, with Surgeons’ Hall, 

The Ticket Porters* house of call, 

Old Bedlam, close by London Wall, 
Wright’s shrimp ami oyster shop withal, 
And Richardson’s hotel. 

Nor these alone, but far and wide 
Across the Thames’s gleaming tide, 

To distant fields the blaze was borne; 

And daisy white and hoary thorn, 

In borrowed lustre seemed to slmm 
The rose or red sweet Wil-li-aiu. 

To those who on the hills around 
Beheld the flames from Drury’s mound, 
As from a lofty altar rise; 

It seemed that nations did conspire, 

To offer to the god of fire 
Some vast stupendous sacrifice! 

The summoned firemen woke at call, 

And hied them t" their stations all. 

Starting from short ami broken snouse, 

Kach sought his ponderous hoHtailed shoes ; 
But fir"t his worsted liosen plied, 

Plush breeches next in crimson dyed, 

His nether bulk embraced ; * 

•Then jacket thick of red or blue. 

Win >se massy shoulder ga\e to \ iew 
The badge of each respect i\e crew, 

In tin or copper traced. 

The engines thundered through the -tuet, 
Fire-hook, pipe, bucket, all complete, 

And torches glared, and clattering bet 
A loin.' the pawuient paced. * * 

E’en Higginbottom now was posed. 

For sadder scene was ne'er disclosed ; 
Without, within, in hideous show, 

Devouring flames resistless glow, 

And blazing rafters downward go. 

And nfUT halloo 4 Heads below 
Nor notice gne at all : 

The firemen, terrified, are slow 
To bid the pumping ten cut flow, 

For fear the roof should fall. 

Back, Robins, back ! (Tump, stand al > f! 

Wliitford, keep near the walls ! 

Huggins, regard your own behoof. 

For, lo! the blazing reeking roof 
Down, down in tlK^nd^r falls i 

An awful pause succeeds the stroke, 

And o'er the ruins volumed smoke, 

Bolling around its pitchy shroud, 

(’oncoaled them from the astonished crowd. 
At length the mist awhile cleared, 

When lo! amid the wreck upreared, 

Gradual a inowt^ head appeared, 

And Eagle firemen knew 
*Twas Joseph Muggins, name revered, 

The foreman of their crew. 

Loud shouted all in signs of wo, 

‘A Muggins to the rescue, ho!’ 

And poured the hissing tide: 

.Meanwhile the Muggins fought amain. 

And strove and struggled all in vain, 

For rallying but to fall again, 
lie tottered, sunk, and died! 

Did none attempt, before he fell. 

To succour one they loved so well! 

Yes, Higginbottom did aspire 
(His fireman’s soul was all on fire) 

His brother chief to ware ; 

But ah ! his reckless generous ire 

Served but to share his grave! * 

LMid blazing beam# and scalding siren ms, 
Through fire and smoke lie dauntless Woke, 
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Where Muggins broke before. 

But sulphury stench and boiling drench 
Destroying sight, o’erwhehued him quite ; 
t He sunk to rise no more. 

Still o’er his head, while Fate he braved, 

IIis whizzing water-pipe he waved ; 

* Whitford and Mitford ply your pumps; 

You, (Tuttcrbuck, come, stir your stumps ; 

Why are you in such doleful dumps? 

A fireman, and afraid of bumps'. 

What are they feared on ? fools—’od rot ’em !’ 
Were the last words of Higginbottom. * * 

The in MmyboM Lane. 

[By jA.vii.h .Sain ii.j 

A tree grew in Java, whose pestilent rind 
A venom distilled of the deadliest kind ; 

TldT Dutch sent th«*ir febuis its juices to draw, 

And who returned safe, pleaded pardon by law. 

Face-mu tfh:d, the rOlurits crept into the vale, 
Advancing !r»»m windward to Veapc tin- death-gale ; 
How few the reward of their victory earned ! 

For ninth,v-nine penned for one who returned. 

Britannia this I’pas-tree bought of Mynheer, 

Removed it through Holland, and planted it here; 
'Tin now a stock-plant of the genu* wolt s-bane, 

And one of them blossoms in Marvbone Lane. 

The house that surrounds it stands Jirst in the row, 
Two door* at right angles swing open below ; 

And the children of misery daily steal m. 

And tiie poison they draw they denominate (/in. 

There enter the prude, and the reprobate boy, 

The mother of gt ief, and the daughter of joy, 

The sen jug-maid slim, and the .serving-man stout, 
They quickly steal in, and they slowly reel out. 

Surcharged with tie* venom, some walk forth oreet, 
Apparently balding its deadly etlect ; 

But, sooner or later, the reckoning arritc*, 

And ninety-nine perish for one who survives. 

They cautious advance with slouched bonnet and hat 
They enter at this door, they go nut. at that ; 

Some bear oil their burden with riotous glee. 

But most sink in sleep a^lvR^'ot of the tree. 

Tax, Chancellor Van, tin* But at inn to thwart. 

Thin compound of crime at a sovereign a quart ; 

Let gm fetch per bottle the price of champagne, 

And hew down the l pa* in Mary bone Lane. 

A<tilrr*s to the Miumnu in /Aujfm’j Inhibition. 
flly HoftAcr: Nmith 

And thou hast walke<l about (how strange a story !) 

In Thebes’s streets three thousand years ago, 

When the Memnonium was in ail its glory, 

And time had not begun to overthrow 
Those temples, palace*, and piles *tti]H.»iidou«, 

Of which the very ruin* arc tremendous ! 

Speak! for thou long enough hast acted dumhv ; 

Thou hast n tongue, come, let us hear it* tune ; 
Thou’rt standing on thy leg* above ground, mummy ! 

Revisiting the glimpses of the moon. 

Not like thin ghouls or disembodied creatures. 

But with thy bones and flesh, and limbs and features. 

Tell us—for,doubtlcss thou canst recollect— 

To whom should we assign the Sphinx’s fame 1 
Was Cheop# or Cenhnsnes architect 
Of cither pyramid that bears his name! 


Is Pornpey’s pillar really a misnomer? 

Had Thebes a hundred gates, a* sung by Homer? 

Perhaps thou wert a mason, and forbidden 
By oath to tell the secrets of thy trade— 

Then say, what secret melody was hidden 

In Memnon’s statue, which at sunrise played? 
Perhaps thou wert a priest—if so, my struggles 
Are vain, for priestcraft never owns its juggles. 

Perchance that very hand, now’ pinioned flat, 

Ho* hob-a-nobWd with Pharaoh, gla^s to glass; 

I Or dropped a halfpenny in Homer’s bat, 
j Or doffed thine own to let Queen Dido pass, 

; Or held, by Solomon’s own invitation, 

1 A torch at the great Temple’s dedication. 

I need not ask thee if that hand, when armed, 

Has any Roman soldier mauled and knuckled, 
i For thou wert dead, and buried, and embalmed, 

) Kre Romulus and Remus had Ihmju suckled : 

! Antiquity apiKoirs to have begun 
Long after thv primeval race was run. 

Thou couldst devclopc, if that withered tongue 
Alight tell us what those sightless orbs have seen, 
How the world looked when it was fresh and young, 
And the great deluge still had left it green ; 

< »r was it then so old, that history’s pages 
Contained no record of its early ages? 

Still silent, incommunicative elf! 

An sworn to M-crccy ? then keep thy vows; 

; But prithee tell u* something of thyself; 

Reveal the secret', of thy prison-house ; 

I Since in the world of spirits thou hast slumbered. 
What hast thou seen—wlmt strange adventures num- 
j be rod ? 

j 

Since first thy form was in this box extended, 

We have, above ground, seen some strange muta¬ 
tions ; 

, The Roman empire has Wgun and ended, 
j New worlds have risen—-we have lost old nations, 
j And countless kings have into dust been humbled, 
i Whilst not a fragment of thy fle^h has crumbled. 

Didst thou not hear the pother o’er thy head, 
j When the great Persian conqueror, Cambyses, 
Marched armies o'er thy tomb with thundering tread, 
uYrthrew Osiris, Orus, Apis, Isis, 

And shook the pyramids with fear and wonder, 

When the gigantic Mcmnon fell asunder! 

If the tomb’s secret* may not be confessed, 

The nature of thv private life unfold : 

A heart has throbbM l*eneath that leathern breast, 
And tear* adown that dusky check have rolled ; 
Have children climbed those knee*, and kissed that 
face l 

What was thy name and station, age and race ? 

Statue of flesh—immortal of the dead ! 

Imperishable type of evanescence ! 

Posthumous man, who quit’st thy narrow bed, 

And standout undeoaved within our presence, 

Thou wilt hear nothing till the judgment morning, 
When the great trump shall thrill thee with its 
warning. 

Whv should this worthless tegument endure, 

1^ its undying guest be lost for ever ? 

Oh, let uh keep the soul embalmed and pure 
In living virtue, that, when both must sever, 
Although corruption may our frame consume, 

The immortal spirit in the skies may bloom.* 

♦ Originally published In the New Monthly Magazine. 
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Professor Wilson, the distinguished occupant of 
the chair of moral philosophy in the university of 
Edinburgh, earned his first laurels by his poetry. 



He was born in the year 17S8, in the town of Paisley, 
where his father had carried on business, and at¬ 
tained to opulence as a manufacturer. At the age 
of thirteen, the poet was entered of Glasgow univer¬ 
sity, whence in due time he was transferred to 
Magdalene college, Oxford. Here he carried off the 
Newdigate prize from avast number of competitors j 
for the best English poem of fifty lines, Mr Wilson 
was distinguished in these youthful years by his j 
fine athletic frame, and a face at once handsome ; 
and expressive of genius. A noted capacity for ; 
knowledge and remarkable literary powers were j 
at the same time united to a singular taste for j 
gymnastic exercises and rural sports. After four j 
years’ residence at Oxford, the poet purchased a 1 
small but beautiful estate, named Elieray, on the 
banks of the lake Windermere, where he went to 
reside. He married—built a house and a yacht— 
enjoyed himself among the magnificent scenery of 
the lakes—wrote poetry—and cultivated the society 
of Wordsworth. These must have been happy days. 
With youth, .robust health, fortune, and an exhaust- 
less imagination, Wilson must, in such a spot, have 
been J>lest even up to the dreams of a poet. Some 
reverses however came, and, after entering himself 
of the Scottish bar, lie sought and obtained his 
moral philosophy chair. lie connected himself also 
with Blackwood’s Magazine, and in this miscel¬ 
lany poured forth the riches of his fancy, learning, 
and taste—displaying also the peculfftTities of his 
^anguine and impetuous tejnperament. Tiie most 
valuable of these contributions have been collected 
and published (1842) in three volumes, under the title 
of The Recreations of Christopher North. The criti¬ 
cisms on poetry understood to he from the pen of 
Wilson, are often highly eloquent, and conceived 
in a truly kindred spirit. A series of papers on 
{Spenser and Homer are equally remarkable for 
their discrimination and imaginative luxuriance. 
In reference to these * golden spoils’ of criticism, Mr 
Hallam has characterised the professor as ‘ a living I 
writer of the most ardqnt and enthusiastic genius, 1 


Whose eloquence ia as the rush of mighty waters/ 
The poetical works of Wilson have been collected 
in two volumes. They consist of the Isle of Palms 
(1812), the City of %e Plague (1816), and several 
smaller pieces. The broad humour and satire of 
some of his prose papers form a contrast to the deli¬ 
cacy and tenderness of his acknowledged writings— 
particularly his poetry. He hus an outer and an 
inner man—one shrewd, bitter, observant, and full 
of untamed energy; the other calm, graceful, and 
meditative— 4 all conscience and tender heart/ He 
deals generally in extremes, and the prevailing de¬ 
fect of his poetry is its uniform swee tness and femi¬ 
nine softness of character. 1 Almost the only pas¬ 
sions/ says Jeffrey, 4 with which his poetry is con¬ 
versant, are the gentler sympathies of our nature— 
tender compassion, confiding ufTbrtfrm, and guilt lefts 
sorrow. From all these there* results, nK>ng with a 
most touching ami tranquillising sweetness, a cer¬ 
tain monotony ajjidlanguor, which, to those who f$ad 
poetry for amusement inert ly, will Ik* apt to appear 
like* dulncss and must 1 h* felt asg defect by all who 
have been used to the variety, 'Tapidity, and energy 
of the popular poetry of the fifty/ Some of the scenes 
in the City of the Blague arc. however, exquisitely 
drawn, ami his descriptions of lake and mountain 
sc enery, though idealised by hi* iuugmatirHr, arc not 
unworthy of W<fMsWorth. The prow descriptions 
of Wilson have obscured Ids jtortical, because in the 
former he gives the reins to his fancy, and, while 
preserving the general outline and distinctive fea¬ 
tures of the landscape, adds a number of subsidiary 
charms and attractions. 

( A lhmc among the Mountm'it.<. | 

[From J Ik* 4 Citv of the 

JUAOI>At KNK nml IHAIIKX,. 

Magdalene, linw bright and fair that afternoon 
returns 

When last we parted! Even now I feel 

Jti dewy freshness in my soul J Sweet breeze! 

That hymning like a spirit up the lake, 
t ame through the tali Junes on you little isle 
Across to us upon the \emal Here 
With a kind friendly greeting. Frankfort Mot 
The unseen musician floating through the air, 

And smiling, said, * Wild harper of the hill! 

So nmyst thou play tlyditty when once more 
This lake I do revisit.*' 4 * AIKic spoke, 

Away died the music in the firmament, 

And unto silence left our parting hour. 

No breeze will ever steal from nature’s heart * 

So sweet again to me. 

WhateYr my doom, 

It cannot be unhappy. God hath given me 
'The boon of resignation : 1 could die, 

Though doubtless human fears would cross my soul, 
Calmly even now ; yet if it be ordained 
That I return unto my native valley, 

And live with Frankfort there, why should I fear 
To say I might be lmj»py—happier far 
Than I deserve to be. Sweet Kydal lake ! 

Am 1 again to visit thee? to hear 

Thy glad wares murmuring all around my soul f 

JnaM. Alethinks 1 see us in a cheerful group 
Walking along the margin of the bay, 

Where our lone summer-house-- 

Magd. Sweet mossy cell! 

So cool —ho shady—silent and composed! 

A constant evening full of gentle dreams ! 

Where joy was felt like sadness, and our grief 
A melancholy pleasant to be borne. 

Hath the green linnet built her nest thia spring 
Tn her own rose-bush near the quiet door I 
Bright solitary bird ! she oft will mis* 
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Her human friend*: our orchard now must be 
A wildernen of aweets, by none beloved. 

Isabel. One blessed week would sooji restore its beauty, 
Were we at home. Nature can work no wrong. 

The veiy weed* how lovely ! the confusion 
Poth speak of breezes, sunshine, ami the dew. 

Magd. I hear tho murmuring of-n thousand bees 
In tliat bright odorous honeysuckle wall 
That once enclosed the happiest family 
That ever lived beneath the blessed skies. 

Where is that fiunilv now l O Isabel, 

I feci my soul descending to the grave, 

And all these loveliest rural images 

Fade, lik«' wav<- i breaking on n dreary shore ! 

hnh»l. liven now I see a stream of -unshine bathing 
The bright moss-roses round our parlour window! 

Oh ! were wo sitting in that room once more ! 

Alayd. M’wftuld seem inhuman to be happy there, 
And both my parents dead. How could i walk 
OiYAvhnt I used to call my father's walk, 
lie in his grave! or look upon that tree, 

Kach year so full of blossoms or of fruit, 

Planted by my motlfvr, and her holy name 
Graven on its stem by mine own infant hands! 

' A <y.;o. 

Art thou a thing of mortal birth, 

Who-e happy home K on our earth ? 

]>ne* human b!oud with lib* imbue 
Tho<r vatubwing veins of heavenly blue 
That M,rav abm.. t’.v fojrload fair, 
l.o.t Mud a Lba.m dfg..ld<n h.dv! 

(»ii! ran that light and airy breath 
St*al a being doomed t.. d«aih ; 

Those matures to the grave be «ent 
Iu sleep thus mutely eloquent ! 

(»r art thou, what thy form Mould see::.. 

The phantom of a blessed dream? 

oh! that my spirit** eve could sec 
Whence burst those gleams of tvstaev I 
That light of dreaming ro*ul appears 
To play from thoughts above thy year*. 

. Tlmu stnil'-t as if thy soul were soaring 
To heaven, and heaven’s (led adoring! 

And who can tell what visions high 
May bless an infant’s sleeping eye! 

What brighter throne can brightness find 
To coign on than auj£it>*t , H mind, 

Kre sin destroy or error dim 
The glory of the seraphim ? 

Oh! vision fair! that I could be 
Again as \ouug, ns pure r thee ! 

Vain wish! the rainbow’s radiant form 
May view, but cannot brave the storm : 

Years can bedim the gorgeoi^ ilus 
That paint the bird of Paradise, 

And years, ho fate hath ordered, roll 
Clouds o’er the summer of the soul. 

Fair was that face as break of dawn, 

When o'er its beauty sleep was drawn 
Kike a thin veil that half-concealed 
The light of soul, and lialf-revealed. 

While thy hushed heart with visions wrought, 
Kach trembling eyelash moved with thought, 

Ami things we dream, but ne’er can speak, 

Like clouds came floating o’er thy cheek, 

Such summer-clouds os travel light, 

When the soul's heaven lies calm and bright; 
Till thou awok'st*—then to thine evo 
Thy whole heart leapt in ccstacy! 

And lovely is that heart of thine, 

Or sure these eyes could never shine 
With such a wild, yet bashful glee, 

Gay, half-oVrcome timidity! 


Address to a WUd Deer. 

Magnificent creature! so stately and bright! 

In the pride of thy spirit pursuing thy flight; 

For what hath the child of the desert to dread, 
Wafting up his own mountains that far beaming head ; 
Or borne like a whirlwind down on the vale I 
Hail! king of the wild and the beautiful!—hail! 

Hail ! idol divine !—whom nature hath borne 
O’er a hundred hill tops since the mists of the morn, 
Whom the pilgrim bine wandering on mountain and 
moor, 

A - the vision glides by him, may blameless adore: 

For tbe joy of tin* happy, the strength oi the free, 

Are pread in a garment of glory o’er thee, 
l *p ! up to yon cliff! like a king to his throne? 

()Yr the black silent forest piled lofty and lone— 

A throne which the eagle is gln<! to resign 
IT.to footstep-; fleet am! so i^avb'— as thine. 

There the luichr heather springs up in love of thy 
breast, 

r...! the clouds in the depths of the sky arc at rest ; 
And the race f the wild winds is o’er on the hill I 
In tin* hush of the mountain*, ye antlers lie still!— 

T hough y*>ur branches now toss in the storm of delight, 
Liki the arms of the nine on you shelterless height, 
f>ne moment—thou bright apparition—delay ! 

Tie n melt o’er the crags, like the sun from the day. 

His v oyage i- <v t y — a* if struck bv a spell, 
lb* i:i«*tionl#-*- -lands in the hush of the dell ; 

T Mjtiy and slowly sinks down on his breast, 

In tin* mid-t «-t hri pa-time enamoured of rot. 

A stream iu a char p'<«>l that endeth its race— 

A dancing ray chained t*» one sunshiny place— 

A «doud by the winds to calm solitude driven— 

A hurricane dead in the silence «f heaven. 

Fit couch of repose for a pilgrim like thee: 
Magnificent prison enclosing the free; 

With reck wall-encircled—with precipice crowned— 
Which, awoke by the *un, thou canst clear at a bound. 
’Mid the fern and the heather kind nature doth keep 
On«* bright spot of green for her favourite’s sleep ; 

And close to that covert, as clear to the skies 
When their blue depths are cloudless, a little lake lie*, 
Where the creature at rest can his image behold. 
Looking' up through the radiance as bright and as bold. 

Yes: fierce looks thy nature e’en hushed in repose— 
In the depths of thy desert regardless of foes, 

Thv bold antlers call on the hunter afar, 

W ith a haughty defiance to come to the war. 

No outrage is war to a creature like thee ; 

The btiglehorn fills thy wild spirit with glee, 

As thou ben rent thy neck on the wings of the wind, 
And the laggardly gaze-hound is toiling behind. 

In the beams of thy forehead, that glitter with death, 
In feet that draw power from tlie touch of the heath— 
In the wide raging torrent that lends thee i 18 roar— 
In the eiiff that once trod, must be trodden no more— 
Thv trust—Tuid the dangers that threaten thy reign: 
—But what if the stag on the mountain be slain? 

On the brink of the rock—lo ! he standeth at bay, 
Like a victor that falls at the close of the day— 
While the hunter and hound in their terror retreat 
From the death that is spurned from his furious feet; 
And his last cry of anger comes back from the skies, 
As nature’s fierce son in the wilderness dies. 

Lines nritten in a Lonely Burial Ground in the 
Highlands. 

How mournfully this burial ground 
Sleeps ’mid old Ocean’s solemn sound, 

Who rolls his bright and sunny waves 
m All round these deaf and silent graves! 
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The cold wan light that glimmers here, 

The sickly wild dowers may not cheer; 

If here, with solitary hum, 

The wandering mountain-bee doth come, 
’Mid the pale blossoms short his stay, 

To brighter leaves he booms away. 

The sea-bird, with a wailing sound, 
Alighteth softly on a mound, 

And, like an image, sitting there 
For hours amid the doleful air, 

Seemeth to tell of some dim union, 

Some wilU and mystical communion, 
Connecting with his parent sea 
This lonesome stoneless cemetery. 

This may not he the burial-place 
Of some extinguished kingly race. 

Whose name on earth no longer known, 
Hath mouldered with the mouldering stone. 
That nearest grave, yet brown with mould, 
Seems but one summer-twilight old ; 

Both late and frequent hath the bier 
Been on its mournful visit here ; 

And yon green spot of sunny rest 
Is waiting fur its destined guest. 

I see no little kirk—no bell 
On Sabbath tinkleth through this dell; 

How beautiful those graves and fair, 

That, lying round the house of prayer, 

Sleep in the shadow of its grace ! 

But death hath chosen this rueful place 
For his own undivided reign ! 

And nothing tells that e’er again 
The sleepers will forsake their bed— 

Now, and for eveilasting dead, 

For Hope with Memory seems lied ! 
Wild-screaming bird! unto the via 
Winging thy flight reluctantly, 

Slow floating o’er these gra.-sy tombs 
So ghost-like, with thy smut-white plunu >, 
At once from thy wild shriek I know 
What means this place so stopped in \\o| 
Here, they who perished on the deep 
Enjoy at last unrocking -Jeep : 

For ocean, from His wrathful breast, 

Flung them into this haven ofre-t. 

Where shroudless, eoAinlos^, they lie— 

’Tis the shipwrecked seaman’s cemetery. 

Here seamen old, with grizzled locks, 
Shipwrecked before on desert rocks, 

And by some wandering vessel taken 
From sorrows that seem ( Sod-forsaken, 

Home bound, here have met the blast 
That wrecked them on death’s shore at last I 
Old friendless men, who had no tears 
To shed, im»- ••vv place for fears 
In hearts i , fortified. 

And, without o n or, sternly died. 

Here many a creature moving bright 
And glorious in full manhood’s might, 

Who dared with an untroubled eye 
The tempest brooding in the sky, 

And loved to hear that music rave. 

And danced above the mountain-wave, 

Hath quaked on this terrific strand, 

All flung like sea-weeds to the land ; 

A whole crew lying side by side, 

Death-dashed at once in all their pride. 

And here the bright-haired fair-faced boy, 
Who took with him all earthly joy, 

From one who weeps both night and day 
For her sweet son borne far away, 

Escaped at last the cruel deep, 

In all his beauty lies asleep ; 

While she would yield all hopes of grace 
For one kiss of his pale cold lace! 


Oh! 1 could wail in lonely fear, 

For many a woful ghost sits here, 

All weeping with their fixed eyes! 

And what a dismal sound of sighs 
Is mingling with the gentle roar 
Of small waves breaking on the shore ; 
While ocean seems to sport and play 
In mockery of its wretched prey ! 

And lo ! a white-winged vessel sails 
In sunshine, gathering all the gales 
Fast freshening from yon isle of pines 
That o’er the clear sea waves and shine-'. 

1 turn me to the ghostly crowd, 

All mi. eared with dust, without a shroud, 
And silent c\< ry bhu-swollen lip! 

Then gazing on the sunny ship, 

And listening to the gludsome cheers * 

Of all her thought les'* mar iners, 

1 seem to hear in every breath 
The hollow under-tones of death. 

Who, all unheard by those who ring. 
Keep- tune with low wild n^tmuring, 
And points with his lean bonv hand 
To the pale ghosts sitting on this strand. 
Then dives beneath the rud^iur prow, • 
Till on some moonless night of v.o 
He drives her shivering from the steep, 
Down -- down a thousand fathoms deep. 
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But li-t ! a low and moaning sound 
At distance heard, like a .spirit’s song, 

And now it reigns above, around, 

As if it called the .ship along. 

The moon is sunk ; and a clouded gray 
Declares that her course is run. 

And like a god who brings the day, 

Ip mounts the glorious sun. 

Soon as Ids light has warmed the seas, 

From the parting cloud fresh blows the breeze ; 

And that is the spirit whose well-known song 
Makes the tcssel to sail in joy along. 

No fears hath she ; her giant form 

O’er wrathful surge, through blackening storm, 

Majestically calm would go 

’Mid the deep darkness white as snow! 

But gently now the smA^w^es glide 
Like playful lambs o’er a mountain’ll side. 

S<> stately her bearing, so proud her array, 

The main she will travel m* for ever and aye. 

Many ports will exult at the gleam of her mast • 
Hush! hush ! thou vain dreamer I this hour is her last 
Five hundred souls in one instant of dread 
I Are hurried o’er the deck ; 

, And fast the miseraWe ship 
! Becomes a lifeless wreck. 

Her keel hath struck on a hidden rock, 

Her planks are torn asunder, 

And down come her masts with n reeling shock, 

! AikI a hideous crash like thunder, 
j Her .sails are draggled in the brine, 

I That gladdened late the ^kies, 

; ^ J ‘d her pendant, that kissed the fair moonshine, 

I Down many a fathom lies. 

| Her beauteous sides, whose rainbow hue* 
j f(learned softly from below, 
j And flung a warm and sunny flush 
f >’er the wreaths of murmuring snow, 

To the coral-rock* are hurrying down, 

To sleep amid colours as bright a* their own. 

<>h ! many a dream was in the ship 
An hour Wfore her death ; 

And sights of borne with *igh* disturbed 
The sleeper’s long-drawn breath. 
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Instead of the murmur of the sea, 

The sailor heard the humming tree 
Alive through all itn leave*, 

Tho hum of the spreading sycamore 
That grown before his cottage-door, 

Ami the swallow’s song in the eaves. 

His arniH enclosed a blooming boy, 

Who listened with tears of sorrow and joy 
To the dangers his father had passed ; 

And his wife —by turns she wept and smiled. 

As she looked on the father of her child, 

Returned to her heart at last. 

He wake* at the vessel’s sudden roll, 

And the rush of waters is in his soul. 

Astounded, the reeling deck he paces, 

’Mid hurrying forms and ghastly fact's; 

The whole ship’s crew are there! 

Wailings around and overhead, 
llr c, ye spirits stupified or dead, 

And madness and despair. 

Now is tic ocean’s bosom hare, 

I’nhroken as the floating air; 

The ship hath melted quite away. 

Like a ‘Unigglinc dream at break of Uuy. 

No image meets my wandering eye. 

Hut the new-iisen sun and the «unnv sky. 

Though the night-shades are gone, yet a vapour dull 
Hedims the waves beautiful : 

While a low and melancholy moan 
Mourns for tlo i glory that hath :Uovn. 

Mils 11 KM A NS. 

Mtts I1kmav*( I-’, lieia Dorothea Browne) was born 
nt Liverpool <m th<* 2.*«th Sopfcml* r 171)3. Her 



j7/< eta- 


acquiring several languages, and still cultivating 
jKietry. In 1818 Captain Hematis removed to Italy 
for the benefit of bis health. His accomplished wife 
remained in England, and they never met again. In 



-tic tkc of Mr^ L'cmnns in W:i|(s. 

IM0 she obtained a pri/»* of X.'iO ofiered hv some 
patriotic Scotsman fm- tl.»* \h st poem on the subject 
of Sir William Wall.we. N< \t year sljo published 
The Styptic. In .Line 1 - 1*1 ‘•lie obtained the prize 
awardi l by tin- L’ >ynl > . i« iy uf Literature for the 
lu st poem on the subject of Dartmoor. Her next 
1 efihrt was a tragedy, the Li. /io.s of Palermo, w hich 
' was produced al t’ownt (lardm. December 12, 1823; 
hut though support!d by the admirable acting of 
Kemble mid Young, it was not successful. In 1826 
i appeared her In^t poem, the Forest Sanctuary, and 
j i: 1 M'S, lteronl* of 11 'union . She afterwards pro- 
| d ic< (1 Lous of Lnsutr Hours. National Lyrics, &c. 

\ 1 182!* she paid a visit to Scotland, and was rc- 

j e ived with great kindness by Sir Walter Scott, 

■ .1 .-firry, ami others of tin* Scottish literati. In 1830 
appeared her Sonys of the A factions. The same year 
she visited Wordsworth, and appears to have been 
much struck with the secluded beauty of Rydal 
i Lake and Grasmere— 

: O vale and lake, within your mountain urn 

! Smiling so tranquilly, and set so deep! 

’ Oft doth vour dreamy loveliness return, 

1 Colouring the tender shadows of my sleep 
| With light Ely si an ; for the hues that steep 

’ Your shores in melting lustre, seem to float 

(*n golden clouds from spirit lands remote—* 

Isles of the blest—and in our memory keep 
Their place with holiest harmonies. 


father was a merchant; but, experiencing some re¬ 
verses, he removed with his family to Wales, and 
there the young poetess imbibed that love of nature 
which is displayed in all her works. In her fifteenth 
year she ventured on publication. Her first volume 
was far from successful; but she persevered, and in 
1812 published another, entitled The Domestic Affec¬ 
tion », ami other Poems. The same year she was mar¬ 
ried to Captain Memans; but the union doe* not seem 
to have been a happy one. She continued her studies, 


Wordsworth said to her one day, 1 1 would not give 
up the mists that spiritualise our mountains for all 
the blue skies of Italy’—an original and poetical 
expression. On her return from the lakes, Mrs 
llemans went to reside in Dublin, where her brother. 
Major Browne, was settled. The education of her 
family (five bovs) occupied much of her timfe and 
attention. Ilf health, however, pressed heavily on 
her, and she soon experienced a premature decay 
of the springs of life. In 1814 appeared her little 
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volume of Hymns for Childhood, nnd ft collection of 
Scenes and Hignns o f Life. She also published some 
sonnets, under the*title of Thoughts during Sickness. 
Her last strain, produced only about three weeks 
before her death, was the following fine sonnet die- 
I tated to her brother on Sunday the 26th of April:— 

! How many blessed groups this hour are bending, 

! Through England’s primrose meadow-paths, their way 
| Toward spire and tower, ’midst shadowy elms as- 
! ceuding, 

! Whence the i^veet chimes proclaim the hallowed day! 
The halls, from old heroic ages gray, 

Pour their fair children forth ; and hamlets low, 

With whose thick orchard blooms the soft winds play, 
Send out their inmates in a happy flow, 

Like a freed vernal stream. 1 may not tread 
With them those pathway*—to tho feverish bed 
I Of sickness bound ; yet, 0 my God! 1 Mess 
Thy mercy that with Sabbath peace hath filled 
My chastened heart, and ail its throbbing* stilled 
To one deep calm of lowliest thankfulness. 

Thii admirable woman and sweet poetess died on 
the 16th May 1635, aged forty-one. She was in¬ 
terred in St Anne’s church, Dublin, and over her 
grave was inscribed some lines from one of her own 
dirges— 

Calm on the bosom of thy God, 

Fair spirit ! rest thee now* ! 

Even while with us thy footsteps trode, 

His seal was on thy brow. 

Dust to its narrow house beneath ! 

| Soul to its place on high ! 

| They that have seen thy look in death, 

! No mere may fear to die. 

A complete collection of the works of Mrs 
Hemans, with a memoir by her sister, lias been 
published in six volumes. Though highly popular, 
and in many'respects excellent, we do not think that 
much of the poetry of Mrs Hemans will descend t«» 
posterity. There is, as Scott hinted, * too many 
flowers for the fruit;’ more for the ear ami fancy, 
than for the heart and intellect. Some t f her shorter 
pieces and her lyrical productions are touching and 
beautiful lx>th in sentiment and expression. Her 
versification is always melodious; but there is an 
oppressive sameness in her longer poems which 
fatigues the reader; and when the volume is closer], 
the effect is only that of a mass of glittering images 
and polished words, a graceful melancholy and femi¬ 
nine tenderness, but no strong or permanent irn- j 
pression. The passions are seldom stirred, however | 
the fancy may be soothed or gratified. In description, j 
Mrs Hemans 1 -iderabie powtr; she was both ; 

copious and • d often, as Jeffrey has <>b- : 

served, ‘#lov* . t lire serves ns a frffeground to! 
some deep or lolly emotion.' Her imagination was 
chivalrous and romantic, and delighted in picturing 
the woods and halls of England, and the ancient 
martial glory of the land. The purity of Iter mind 
is seen in all her works; and her love of nature, like 
Wordsworth’s, was a delicate blending of our deep 
inward emotions with their splendid symbols and 
emblems without. 

The Voice of Spring. 

I come, I come! ye have called me long, 

I comp o’er the mountains with light and song; 

Ye may trace my step o’er the wakening earth, 
by the winds which tell of the violet’s birth, 

% the primrose *tars in the shadowy grass, 

% the green leaven opening as I pass. 


I have breathed on the South, and tho chestnut- 

dowers 

By thousands have burst from the forest-bowers; 

And the ancient graves, and the fallen fanes, 

Are veiled with wreaths on Italian plains. 

But it is not for me, in my hour of bloom, 

To speak of the ruin or the tomb ! 

1 have passed o’er the hills of the stormy North, 

And the larch lias hung all his tassels forth, 

The fisher is out on the sunny sea, 

And the reindeer hounds through the pasture free, 
And t ho pine has a fringe of softer green, 

And the moss looks bright where my step has been. 

1 have sent through the wood-paths a gentle sigh, 

And called out each voice of tin* deep-blue sky. 

From the night bird’s lay through the starry time, 

In the gn»\e> of the soft Hesperian clime, 

To the swan’s wild u<>te bv the Iceland lakes, *” 
When the dark lir-bmigh into verdure breaks. 

From the streams and founts I hyo loosed the chain ; 
They are sweeping on tv the si 1 \Vry main, 

They are Hashing dmvn from the mountain-brows. 
They are flinging spray on the forest.boughs, , 

Thev are burning fresh from their sparry 
Ami the earth resounds with the joy of waves. 

Come forth, O ye children of gladness, eome ! 

Where the violets lie may now be vmr home. 

Ye of the rose-cheek and dew-bright eye, 

And the hounding footstep, to meet me fly : 

With the lvre, and the wreath, and tin joyuis lay, 
Conie forth to tiic sunshine, 1 may m>t May. 

Away from the dwellings of carewmn men, 

The waters are sparkling in wood and glen ; 

Away from the chamber and dusky hearth, 

I The young leave** are dancing in breezy mirth ; 

Their light sterns thrill to tlie' wild-wood -train -, 

| And Youth N abroad iu m\ green domain-. 

The summer is hastening, on .-oft wind- home, 

Ye may press the grape, \c may bind the com ; 

For me I depart to a brighter ahore*— 

Ye are marked by care, )e are mine no marc. 

I go where the loved who have left you dwell. 

And the flowers are n *t Jkath'*—fare ye well, fore 
well! 

The Jl' mei ’England. 

The itotely Homes of England, 

How beautiful they stand ! 

Amidst their tall ancestral trees, 

O'er all the pleasant land. 

The deer across their green-ward bound 
Through shade and Mutiny gleam. 

And the swan glides past them with tho sound 
< ft' some rejoicing stream. 

The merry Home* of England l 
Around their hearths by night, 

What gladsome looks of household Mvo 
Meet in the ruddy light ! 

There woman's voice flows forth in song, 

Or chi Id hood’s tale h told, 

Or lips move tunefully along 
Some glorious page of old. 

The bloused Hornes of England I 
How softly on their bower* 

Is laid the holy quietness 
That breathes from Sabbath-hour* 1 
Solemn, yet sweet, the church-bell** chime 
Floats through their wood* at mom ; 

All other sound*, in that Hill time, 

Of breeae and loaf are bom* 
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The cottage Hornes of England! 

By thousands on her plains, 

They are smiling o’er the silvery brooks, 

And round the hamlet-fanes. 

Through glowing orchard* forth they peep, 

Each from its nook of leaves, 

And fearless there the lowly sleep, 

Ah the bird beneath their eaves. 

The free, fair Homes of England ! 

Long, long, in hut and ball, 

May hearts of native proof be reared 
To guard each hallowed wall! 

And green for ever be the groves, 

And bright the flowery sod. 

Where fir*t the child’* glad spirit loves 
Its muiitry and its God ! 

•t 

* The Graves if a Household. 

They grew in beauty, side by side, 

They filled t ^> home with glee : 

Their graves are severed, fur and wide, 

By mount, and stream, and sea. 

• 

The same fond mother bent at night 
(>Yr each fair sleeping brow ; 

She had each folded flower in sight — 

Where are tho*-r* dreamers now f 

One, ’midst the forests of the west, 

By a dark stream is hud 
The Indian ktuws his place of rent, 

Far in the cedar shade. 

The «< a, the bine lone sea, hath one. 

He lies where pearls lie deep; 

He was the lo\ed of all, yet n* no 
O'er his h»\v bed may weep. 

One sleeps where southern vines are dressed 
Above the noble slain : 

He wrapt his colours round his breast, 

On a bloed-ml held of Spain. 

And one—o’er her the mvrtle ‘•bowers 
Its leaves, by soft winds fanned ; 

She faded ’midst Italian flowers — 

The last of that briglPjpband. 

And parted thus they rest, win* played 
Beneath the same green tree ; 

Wlneo vdees mingled as they prayed 
Around one parent knee! 

They that with smiles lit up tin hall. 

And cheered w ith »ong hearth-- 
Alas ! for love, if f/n u vert all, 

Ami nought beyond, on earth ! 

The Treasure* of the Deep. 

What hidest thou in thy treasure-caves and cells, 
Thou hollow-sounding and mysterious main ! 

Palo glistening pearls, and rainbow-coloured shells, 
Bright things which gleam unrcckcd of and in vain 

Keep, keep thy riches, melancholy sea! 

Wo ask not such from thee. 

Yet more, the depths have more! What wealth un¬ 
told, 

Far down, and shining through their stillness, lies 

Thou hast the starry gems, the burning gold, 

Won from ten thousand royal Argosies. 

Sweep o’er thy spoils, thou Wild and wrathful main ! 

Earth claims not these again I 


Yet more, the depths have more I Thy waves have 
rolled 

Above the cities of a world gone byl 
Sand hath filled up the palaces of old, 

Sea-weed o’ergTown the balls of revelry! 

Dash o’er them, Ocean ! in thy scornful play, 

Man yields them to decay! 

Yet more ! the billows and the depths have more! 

High hearts and brave are gathered to thy breast! 
They hear not now the booming waters roar— 

Tbe battle-thunders will not break tlg?ir rest, 
t Keep thy red gold and gems, thou stormy grave ! 

Give hack the true and brave' 

Give back the lo«t and lovely ! Those for whom 

The pliwe wa« kept at hoard and hearth so long ; 
The prayer went up through midnight’s breathless 
gloom, 

And the vain yearning woke ’midst festal song’ 
Hold fast thy buried isle% thy towers o’erthrown—- 
But all is not thine own ! 

; To thee tie love of woman hath gone down ; 

Dark flow thv tides o’er manhood's noble head, 

O’er youth’s bright looks,and beauty’s flowery crown! 
j Vet must thou hear a voice—Restore the Dead ! 

1 Earth shall reclaim her precious tilings from thee !— 
Ib>t<-r<‘ the Dead, thou Sea ! 

lirKNARP BARTOS. 

Br.KNUVh Barton, one of the Society of Friends, 
published in l- ji* a volume of miscellaneous poems, 

! whn h attracted notice- both for their elegant sim¬ 
plicity, and purity of style and feeling, and because 
» they were written by a Quaker. * The staple of tbe 
win do ]MK*ms f ' says a critic in tbe Edinburgh Re- 

• view. 4 is description and meditation—description of 
quiet home scenery, sweetly and feelingly wrought 
out—and meditatmn, overshaded with tenderness, 
and exalted by devotion—but all terminating in 
soothing and even cheerful views of the condition 
ami prospects of mortality.’ Mr Barton was em¬ 
ployed in a banking establishment at Wcwxlbridge, 
in Suffolk, and he seems to have contemplated 
abandoning his profession for a literary life. On 

• this point (diaries Lamb wrote to him as follows : 
j * Throw yourself on the world, without any rational 

! plan of support Inyond what the chance employ of 
i book sellers would afl'ord you! Throw yourself 
! rather, my dear sir, from the steep Tarpeian rock 
slap-dash headlong upon iron spikes. If you have 
but live consolatory minutes between the desk and 
i the tad, make much of them, and live a century in 
them, rather than turn slave to the booksellers. 
They are Turks and Tartars when they have poor 
authors at their K*ek. Hitherto .you have been at 
arm’s length from them—come not Wthm their 
grasp. I have known many authors want for bread— 
some repining, others enjoying the blessed security 
of a counting-house—all agreeing they bad rather 
have lieen tailors, weavers—-whatnot?—rather than 
the things they were. I have known some starved, 
some go mad, one dear friend literally dying in a 
workhouse. Oh, you know not—may you never 
know r —the miseries of subsisting bv authorship!* 
There is some exaggeration here. We have known 
authors by profession who lived cheerfully and 
. comfortably, labouring at the stated sum per 
sheet as regularly as the weaver at hi* loom, or 
! the tailor on his board; but dignified with the 
consciousness of following a high and ennobling 
occupation, with all the mighty minds of past ages 
as their daily friends and companions. The bane 
of such a life, when actual genius is involved, is 
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its uncertainty and its temptations, and the almost 
invariable incompatibility of the poetical tempe¬ 
rament with habits of business and steady ap¬ 
plication. Yet let us remember the examples of 
Shakspeare, Pryden, and Pope—all regular and 
constant labourers—and, in our own day, of Scott, 
Southey, Moore, and many others. The fault is 
more generally with the author than with the book¬ 
seller. In the particular case of Bernard Barton, 
however, Lamb counselled wisely. He has not the 
vigour and popular talents requisite for marketable 
literature; and of this he would seem to have been 
conscious, for he abandoned his dream of exclusive 
authorship. Mr Barton has since appeared before 
the public as author of several volumes of miscella¬ 
neous poetry, but without adding much to his repu¬ 
tation. He is still what Jeffrey pronounced him— 

‘ a man of a fine and cultivated, rather than of a hold 
and original mind.’ His poetry is highly honourable 
to his taste and feelings as a man. 

To the Evening Primrose. 

Fair flower, that shunn'st the glare of day. 

Yet lov’st to open, meekly bold, 

To evening’s hues of sober gray, 

Thy cup of paly gold ; 

Be thine the offering owing long 
To thee, and to this pensive hour, 

Of one brief tributary song, 

Though transient as thy flower. 

I love to watch, at silent eve. 

Thy scattered blossoms’ lonely light, 

And have my inmost heart receive 
The influence of that sight. 

I love at such an hour to mark 

Their beauty greet the night-breeze chill, 

And shine, ’mid shadows gathering dark, 

The garden’s glory still. 

For such, ’tis sweet to think the while, 

When cares and griefs the breast invade, 

Is friendship’s animating smile 
In sorrow’s dark’ning shade. 

Thus it bursts forth, like thy pale cup, 

Glist’ning amid its dewy tears, 

And bears the sinking spirit up 
Amid its chilling fears. 

But still more animating far, 

If meek Religion’s eye may trace, 

Even in thy glimmering earth-born star, 

The holier hope of Grace. 

The hope, that as thy beauteous bloom 
Expands to glad the close of day, 

So thrfagh the shadows of the torab 
May break forth Mercy’s ray. 


Stanzas on the Sea. 

I Oh! I shall not forget, until memory depart, 

When first I beheld it, the glow of my heart; 

The wonder, the awe, the delight that stole o’er me, 
When its billowy boundlessness opened before me. 

As I stood on its margin, or roamed on its strand, 

I felt new ideas within me expand, 

Of glory and grandeur, unknown till that hour, 

And my spirit was mute in the presence of power! 

In the auif-beaten sands that encircled it round, 

In the billow’s retreat, and the breaker’s rebound, 

In its white-drifted foam, and its dark-heaving green, 
Each moment I gazed, some fresh beauty was seen. 


And thus, while I wandered on ocean’s bleak shore, 
And surveyed its vast surface, and heard its waves roar, 
1 seemed wrapt in a dream of romantic delight, 

And haunted by majesty, glory, and might! 


Power and Gentleness , or the Catamct and the 
Streamlet . 

Noble the mountain stream, 

Bursting in grandeur from its vantage-ground ; 

Glory is in its gleam 

Of brightness—thunder in its deafening sound ! 

Mark, how its foamy spray, 

Tinged by the sunbeams with reflected dyes, 

Mimics the bow of day 
Arching in majesty the vaulted skies ; r 

Thence, in a summer-shower, 

Stooping the rocks around—<>! tell me where 
Gould majesty and power 
Be clothed in forms more beautifully fair I 

Yet lovelier, in my view, 

The streamlet flowing silently serene ; 

Traced by the brighter hue, * 

And livelier growth it gives— itself unseen! 

It flows through flowery meads, 

Gladdening the herds which on its margin browse; 
Its quiet beauty feeds 

The alders that o'ershade it with their boughs. 
Gently it murmurs by 

The village churchyard : its low, plaintive tone, 

A dirge-like melody, 

For worth and beauty modest as its own. 

More gaily now it sweeps 
By the small school-house in the sunshine bright ; 

And o’er the pebbles leaps, 

Like happy hearts by holiday made 1 i^rht. 

May not its course express, 

In characters which they who run may read, 

The charms of gentleness, 

Were but its still small voice allowed to plead ! 

What are the trophies pained 
By power, alone, with all its n«*ise and strife, 

To that meek wreath, unstained, 

Won by the charities that Jttlddcn life* 

Niagara's streams might fail, 

And human happiness be undisturbed : 

But Egypt would turn pale, 

Were her still Nile’s o’erflowing bounty curbed ! 

The* Solitary Tomb. 

Not a leaf of the tree which stood near me was stirred, 
Though a breath might have moved it so lightly ; 
Not a farewell note from a sweet singing bird 
Bade adieu to the sun setting brightly. 

The sky was cloudless and calm, except 
In the west, where the sun was descending; 

And there the rich tints of the rainbow slept, 

As his beams with their beauty were blending. 

And the evening star, with its ray so clear, 

So tremulous, soft, and tender. 

Had lit up its lamp, and shot down from its sphere 
Its dewy delightful splendour. 

And 1 stood ail alone on that gentle hill, 

With a landscape so lovely before me ; 

And its spirit and tone, no'serene and still, 

Seemed silently gathering o’er mo. 
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Far off was the Deben, whose briny Hood 
By its winding banks was sweeping ; 

And just at the foot of the hill where I stood, 

The dead in their damp graves were sleeping. 

How lonely and lovely their resting-place seemed! 

An enclosure which care could not enter; 

And how sweetly the gray lights of evening gleamed 
On the solitary tomb in its centre! 

When at morn or at eve I have wandered near, 

And in various lights have viewed it, 

With what differing forms, unto friendship dear, 

Has the magic of fancy endued it! 

Sometimes it has seemed like a lonely sail, 

A white spot on the emerald billow ; 

Sometimes like a lamb, in a low grassy vale, 
Stretclu^l in peace on its verdant pillow. 

But' no image of gloom, or of care, or strife, 
lias it ever given birth to one minute ; 

For lamented in death, as beloved in life, 

Was he who now slumbers within it. 

He was one who in youth on the stormy seas 
Was a far ami a fearless ranger; 

Who, U>rne on tin* pillow, an 1 Mown by the breeze, 
Counted lightly of death or of danger. 

Vet in this rude school had his heart still kept 
All the freshness of gentle feeling; 

Nor in Roman's warm eye lnm a tear ever slept 
More of softness and kindm*** revealing. 

And here, when the hustle of \o\ith was pa*t. 

He lived, and he lo\ed. ami he died t< ; 

<>h! whv atfecti«*n, which death could outlast. 

A more lengthened enjoyment denied to ! 

But here he slumber*! and many there are 
Who love that lone tomb and revere it ; 

And one far olf who, like eve’s dewy star, 

Though at distance, in fancy dwell* near it. 

IJUY W WALTER PROCTER. 

Dili an Walter Rikhter. Mtcr known by his 
assumed name of Barry Torn wall, published, in 181 r>, 
a small volume of dramatic scenes of a domestic 
character. ‘ in order,’ he says, ‘ to try the effect of a 
more natural style than that which had for a long 
time prevailed in our tue literature.’ The ex¬ 
periment was successful; chiefly on account of the 
pathetic and tender scenes in Mr Pnx'ter’s sketches. 
He has since published Marrian (''ohm tut , The F/>hhI 
of' Thessaly, and other poems: also a tragedy, Miron- 
(lofa , which was brought out with sucres* at Covent 
Garden theatre. Mr Procter’s later productions have 
not realised the promise of his e,\rly effort*. His pro¬ 
fessional avocations (for the p<x‘t is a barrister) may 
have withdrawn him from poetry, <>r at least pre¬ 
vented his studying it with that earnestness and 
devotion which can alone insure success. Still, Mr 
Proctor is a graceful and accomplished writer. His 
poetical style seems formed on that of the Elizabe¬ 
than dramatists, and some of his lyrical pieces arc 
exquisite in sentiment and diction. 

Address to the Ocean. 

0 thou vast Ocean ! ever sounding sea ! 

Thou symbol of a drear immensity! 

Thou thing that windcst round the solid world 
Like a huge animal, which, downward hurled 
From the black clouds, lies weltering and alone, 
Lashing and writhing till its strength be gone. 

Thy voice is like the thunder, and thy sleep 
Is as a giant’s slumber, loud and deep. 


Thou speakest in the east and in the west 
At once, and on thy heavily laden breast 
Fleets come and go, and shapes that have no life 
Or motion, yet are moved and meet in strife. 

The earth hath nought of this : no chance or change 
ltuffles its surface, and no spirits dare 
Give answer to the tempest-wakened air; 

Rut o’er its wastes the weakly tenants range 
At will, and wound its bosom as they go: 

Ever the same, it hath no ebb, no flow: 

Rut in their stated rounds the seasons come, 

And pass like visions to their wonted brae; 

And come again, and vanish ; the young Spring 
Looks ever bright with leaves and blossoming ; 

And Winter always winds bis sullen horn. 

When the wild Autumn, with tv look forlorn, 

Dies in his stormy manhood ; and the skies 
Weep, and flowers sicken, when the summer flies. 

< >h ! wonderful thou art, great element: 

And fearful in thy splceny humours bent. 

And lovely in repose; thy summer form 
Is ltcautiful, and when thy silver waves 
Make music in earth’s dark and winding caves, 

1 love to wander on thy pebbled beach, 

Marking the vinlight at the evening hour, 

And hearken to the thoughts thy waters teach— 
F.temity—Eternity- and Power. 


Marcella. 

It was a dreary place. The shallow brook 
That ran throughout the wood, there took a turn 
And widened : all its mu*ic died away, 

And in the place a silent edd> told 

That there the stream grew dei-fx-r. There dark trees 

Funereal (cypress, yew, and shadowy June, 

And *q*icy cedar) clustered, and at night 
Sh«n*k from their melancholy branches sounds 
And sighs like death : ’tw.us strange, for through the 
day 

They stood quite motionless, and looked, methought, 
Like monumental things, which the sad earth 
From its green bosom had cast out in pity, 

T«> mark a young girl’s grave. The very leave*? 
Disowned their natural green, and took black 
And mournful hue ; and the rough brier, stretching 
His straggling anus across the rivulet. 

Lav like an armed sentinel there, catching 
With his tenacious leaf straws, withered boughs, 

M oss that the banks had lost, coarse grasses which 
Swam with the current, and with these it hid 
The j»oor Marcelia’s deathbed. Never may net 
Of venturous fisher be cast in with hope, 

For not a fish abide** there. The slim deer 
Snorts as he ruffles with his shortened breath 
The brook, and panting flies the unholy place, 

And the white heifer lows, and passes on ; 

The foaming hound laps not, and winter birds 
j <;o higher up the stream. And yet I love 
To loiter there : and when the rising moon 
Flames down the nu nuo of pines, and looks 
Red and dilated through the evening mists, 

And chequered as the heavy branches sway 
To and fro with the wind, I stay to listen, 

And fancy to myself that a sad voice, 

Praying, comes moaning through the leaves, as twere 
For some misdeed. The story goes—that some 
Neglected girl (an orphan whom the world 
Frowned upon) once strayed thither, and ’twos thought 
Cast herself in the stream : you may have heard 
Of one Marcelia, poor Nolina’s daughter, who 
Fell ill and came to want ? No! Oh, she loved 
A wealthy man, who marked her not. He wed, 

And then the girl grew sick, and pined away, 

Aiid drowned herself for love. 
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Night . 

Now to thy silent presence, Night! 

Is this rny first song ottered : oh ! to thee 
That lookest with thy thousand eyes of light— 

To thee, and thy starry nobility 
That float with a delicious murmuring 

(Though unheard here) about thy forehead blue; 
And as they ride along in order due, 

Circling the round globe in their wandering. 

To thee their ancient queen and mother sing. 
Mother of beatity I veiled queen ! 

Feared and sought, and never seen 
Without a heart-imposing feeling, 

Whither art thou gently stealing ! 

In thy smiling presence, I 
Kneel in star-struck idolatry, 

And turn me to thine eye (the moon), 

Fretting that it must change so soon : 

Toying with this idle rhyme, 

I scorn that bearded villain Time, 

Thy old remorseless enemy, 

And build my linked verse to thee. 

Not dull and cold and dark art thou : 

Who that beholds thy clearer brow, 

Kndiademcd with gentlest streaks 
Of fleecy-silvered cloud, adorning 
Thee, fair as when the young sun ’wakes 
And from liis cloudy bondage breaks, 

And lights upon the breast of morning 
But must feel thy powers ; 

Mightier than the storm that lours, 

Fairer than the virgin hours 

That smile when the young Aurora scatters 
Her rose-leaves on the valleys low, 

And bids her servant breezes blow. 

Not Apollo, when he dies, 

In the wild October skies, 

Red and stormy ; or when he 
In his meridian beauty rides 
Over the bosom of the waters, 

And turns the blue and burning tides 
To silver, is a peer for thee, 

In thy full regality. 

The Sla/nng Figure of Modena. 

Upon a couch of silk and gold 
A pale enchanted lady lies, 

And o’er her many a frowning fold 
Of crimson shades her closed eyes ; 

And shadowy creatures round her rise; 

And ghosts of women masqued in wo ; 

And many a phantom pleasure flies; 

And lovers slain—ah, long ago ! 

The lady, pale as now she sleeps, 

An age upon that couch hath lain, 

Yet in one spot a spirit keeps 
His mansion 1 * d-rose stain ; 

And, when complain, 

Blushes liki . u flower. 

Or as some h. a cam of pain 
Dawneth througu the darkest hour. 

Once—but many a thought hath fled, 

Since the time whereof 1 speak— 

One© the sleeping lady bred 
Beauty in her burning cheek, 

And the lovely morn did break 
Through the azure of her eyes, 

And her heart was warm and meek, 

And her hope was in the skies. 

But the lady loved at last. 

And the passion pained her soul, 

And her nope away was cast. 

Far beyond her own control; 


And the clouded thoughts that roll 
Through the midnight of the mind, 

O’er her eyes of azure stole, 

Till they grew deject and blind. 

He to whom her heart was given, 

When May music was in tunc, 

Dared forsake that amorous heaven, 

Changed and careless soon! 

<), what is all beneath the moon 
When his heart will answer not! 

What are all the dreams of noon 
With our love forgot ! 

Heedless of the world she went, 

Sorrow’s daughter, meek and lone, 

Till some spirit downwards bent 
And struck her t<< this sleep of stone. 

Look! Did old 1’ygamalion * 

Sculpture thus, or more prevail. 

When he drew the living tone m 

| From the marble pale I 

! Am Invocation to fiirdj. 

i 

Come, all >e leathery people of mid air, 

Wln> sleep ’midst rocks, or on thomountain summit* 
Lie down with the wild winds ; and ve who build 
Your homes amidst green leaves by grottos cool ; 

: And ye who on the flat sands hoard your eggs 
For suns to ripen, come ! O phenix rare 1 
If death hath tqiurcd, or philosophic search 
Permit thee still to own thy haunt' d nest. 

Perfect Arabian- buicU nightingale ! 

Dusk creature, who art silent all day long. 

But when pale eve unseals thy dear thr* at, loosed 
j Thy twilight music on the dreaming boughs 
; Until they waken;- and thou, cuckoo bi d, 

' Who art the ghost of sound, having no shape 
! Material, but do-t wander far and near, 
j Like untouched t cho whom the woo ls deny 
Sight of her b*i e conn all t" my -I w charm ! 

! Come thou, sky-climbing bird, waken* r of m-un, 

, Who springest like a thought unto the sun, 

I And from his golden floods d<»sl gather wraith 
j (Lpithalamiuin and Pmdariqur .vug), 
j And with it enrich our ears ; come rtli to me, 

| Beneath the chamber where my lady lies, 
j And, in your several musics, whisper — Love ! 

A uu lia li tut north. 

Scenic I. A Room. \Vis ntwo ivrii—Aw»: lia. 

Amelia. You have determined, then, on sending 
(iharles 
To India? 

Wmticorth. Yes, 

A met. Poor boy ! fre looks so sad and pale, 

He’ll never live there. ’Tin a cruel lot 
At best to leave the land that gave us birth. 

And sheltered us for many a pleasant year; 

The friends that loved us, and the spot* we loved. 

For such a distant country. Ho will die. 

Remember—’ths Amelia’s prophecy. 

Oh ! do not bo so harsh to the poor youth. 

Do not desert your better nature. Nay— 
k on will not send him, Wentworth ! 

Wait. He will sail 
In twenty days. 

Amd. How can you be so cruel f 
He shall not go. 

Went. Madam, you interest 
Yourself too much, methinkfl, for this young man. 

His doom is settled ; that bo sure of. 

Amd. Sir! 

!** fray your iendeme**, your—folly for 
"his boy becomes you not. 
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Aind. Away, away. 

Went, Madam, while you are Godfrey Wentworth’s 
wife, 

These tender—friendships must he laid aside. 

Oh! you can smile. II)- 

Avid. Mr Wentworth, you 
(1 must believe it) jest; you jest with me. 

HY/if. Go on, go on: you think me quite a fool. 
Woman, my eyes are open ; wide awake 
To you and all in}' infamy. Bv heaven 
I will not be a by-word and a mock 

In all the mouths of men for any-Pshaw! 

I still respect your ears, you see ; I -- 

Avid. You 
Insult me, sir. 

Hruf. Forgive me : I indeed 
Am somewhat of a prude ; you’ll scorn me for it. 

I still think women modest—in the mass. 

md. Sir—Mr Wentworth—you hare used me ill. 
Yourself vou have used ill. You have forgot 
All—what is due to me—what to your wife. 

You have forgot - forgot—can / forget 
All that 1 sacrifices for you?—my youth, 

My home, my heart - (you know, you knew it then) 

In Kitdfnbedi once to mv father’s word • 

You promised t<> Unit father (how y< i kept. 

That promise, now remember) you would save 
Hi f age from poverty: )>»■ had been bred 
Li splendour, and be c<uld not bow him down, 

Like men who never f• 11 the warmth of fortune. 

He gave me tip, a victim ; and I mw 
Myself (alt! h<>w I shuddered) borne away 
Hv \on, the e\i! angel of my life, 

To a portentous ‘•pb-ud >ur. I became 
A pining bride, a wretch a slave f all 
Y"tir host of pa« , hut I svoTe (may God 
Forgive me !') to b*\. yon - \ >u, when I loved 
Another, and you ki ew it : Ye«, y*u knew 
My heart was git on iwa\, and yet you wed me. 

Leave me, sir ! 

IFrab IImc you done! Woman, d«> you thi;.k 
This mummerv is t » work me from my purpose— 

Mv settled will ? Mistress, I leave you now: 

Hut this remember, that your minion- <>h, 

I do not heed your frowning—your hoy-love 
Will visit India shortly, or, it may he, 

(You are his guide) a prison here, in England. 
Farewell. 

Amd. Yet stay— a %t^jJ*tnore ere we quit. 

I do beseech }mi (though mv wrongs art* great. 

And mv proud spiiit ill ran **t«mp to this). 

You talke your malediction fr<«m this youth. 

He is as innocent — I think he’s innocent 
Of the least ill toward you. l’or me, 1 am 
Too innocent to «om ; yet let me say, 

Since the sad hour 1 wed you, 1 him* hx-u 

A* faithful to our cold common.mi 

A.** though my Imart had from the first Ihcii your*. 

Or you been generous after, t hire more, sir, 

I would implore you- for your comfort—for 
Your honour and mv name, to spare this hov. 

In the cairn tone of one w ho has not erred 
I do require this of you. 

HVkL You hut steel 

My heart against him. Woman, is your pleading 
Always as warm as now! Ily earth and heaven, 

Had I but wavered in his destiny 
This would have fixed me. Seek your chamber now, 
And in your meditations think how well 
Your name may sound (my name!) held up to 
scorn. 

It may be worth your care. Thus long I’ve hid 
My wrath, and let you wander at your will. 

You have grown Iwdd in guilt; be prudent now: 

Save a fair name, or I must tell the world 

How ill you keep your secrets. [Exit Went. 


Amd. lie is gone ; 

And I am here—oh! such a weary wretch. 

Oh! father, father, what a heart had you 
To cast me on the wide and bitter world 
With such a friend as this! I would have toiled 
From the pale morning ’till the dusk of night, 

And lived a-; poorly, and smiled cheerfully, 

Keeping out sorrow from our cottage home. 

And there was one who would have loved you too, 
j And aided with his all our wreck of fortune, 
j You would not hear him ; and—and did / hear 
1 His passionate petitioning, and see * 

His scalding tears, and fling myself away 
Upon a wintry bosom, that held years 
Doubling my own. What matters it ?—’tis past, 
i; I will be ntill myself: who’s there I 

j [C»i aivl r.n enter*!.] 

; Ch. Tin I. 

You are in tears? 

Amd. Away. Draw down the blinds; 

The summer evening.* now come warmly on us. 

J Go, pluck me yonder flower. 

( n. This io.se—mean you i 
, It fills the room with perfume: ’tis as red, 
i And rich, and almost, too, as beautiful, 

Amd. A> Aurora'.* blushes, or my own. 

I m*e y<m want a simile. 

('A. You are gay. 

Too gay f«>r earnest talk. Who has been here? 

Amd. No <*iu> ; I will not tell ; I’ve made a vow, 
And wiil not break it, 'till—until I’m pressed. 
i'h. Then let me press you. 

Amd. Silly boy, away ; 

Go gather me mole flowers, violet*. 

i'h. Here let me place them in vour hair. 

Amd . No, no; 

The *i"lct N fbr poets: they are yours. 

G rare! I like to *oe you bosom them. 

Had they been gulden, such an poets earned, 

You might have treasured them. 

( 'h . They are far more 
To me—ll.r they wore yours, Amelia, 

A tad. < live me the rose. 

Ch. But where shall it be placed l 
Antd. Why, in my hand—my hair. Look how it 
bUidies! 

To see us both su idle. Give it me. 

Where! where do ladies hide their favourite flowers 
But in their bourns, foolish youth. Away—* 

Ti- I must do it. I’shaw! how gad you look, 

And how you tremble. 

Ch. Dear Amelia. 

Amd. ('all me your mother, Charles. 

Ch. Mv guardian— 

.L/oL Ah! name him not to me. Charles, I have 
been 

desting awhile; but my dark husband’s frown 
Comes like a cloud upon me. Y’ou must go 
Far, my dear Charles, from the one friend who loves 
you ; 

To Hindustan. 

Ch. I know it. 

A nui. For myself, 

1 shall think ot x you often, my dear Charles. 

Think of me sometimes. When your trumpet sounds, 
You’ll recollect the coward you knew once, 

Over the seas in England ? 

Ch. Spare my heart. 

A md. I do not think you have a heart : His buried. 
Ch. Amelia, oh 1 Amelia, will you never 
Know the poor heart that breaks and burst* fur 
you! 

Oh 1 do not take it ill; but now believe 
How fond, and true, and faithful- 
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Amd. Is this jest? 

You act well, sir; or—but if it be true, 

Then what am I ? 

Ch. Oh ! by these burning tears, 

By all my haunted days and wakeful nights, 

Oh! by yourself I swear, dearest of all, 

I lore—love you, my own Amelia! 

Once I will call you so. Do—do not scorn me 
And blight my youth—I do not ask for love; 

I dare not. Trample not upon my heart, 

My untouched heart—I gave it all to you, 

Without a spet of care or sorrow on it. 

My spirit became yours—I worshipped you, 

And for your sake in silence. Say but once 
You hate me not, for thus—Speak, speak ! 

Amd . Alas! 

Ch. Weep not for me, my gentle love. You said 
Your husband threatened you. Come, then, to me; 
I have a shelter and a heart for you, 

Where, ever and for ever you shall reign. 

Amelia, dear Amelia! speak a word 
Of kindness and consenting to me—Speak ! 

If but a word, or though it be not kindness: 

Speak hope, doubt, fear—but not despair ; or sav 
That some day you may love, or that if ever 
Your cruel husband dies, you'll think of me ; 

Or that you wish me happy—or that perhaps 
Your heart—nay, speak to me, Amelia. 

Amd. Is, then, your love so deep ? 

Ch. So deep ? It is 

Twined with my life : it h my life—my food— 

The natural element wherein 1 breathe — 

My madness—my heart's madness—it is ail 
—Oh! what a picture have I raised upon 
My sandy wishes. I have thought at times 
That you and 1 in some far distant country 
Might live together, blessing and beloved ; 

And I have shaped such plans of happiness, 

For us and all around u> (you, indeed, 

Ever the sweet superior spirit there), 

That were you always—fair Amelia, 

You listen with a melancholy smile? 

Amd. Let me hear all : ’tis fit 1 should hear all. 
Alas, alas ! 

Ch. Weep not for me, my love. 

I—1 am nought: not worth a single tear: 

I M ill depart—or may I kiss away 

Those drops of rain ? Well, well, 1 will not pain you. 

And yet—oh! what a paradise is love ; 

Secure, requited love. I will not go : 

Or we will go together. There are haunts 
For young and happy spirits : you and 1 
Will thither fly, and dwell beside some si ream 
That runs in music ’neath the Indian sun- ; 

Ay, some sweet island still shall he our heme, 

Where fruits and flowers arc born through all the 
year, 

And Summer, Autumn, Spring, are ever young, 
Where Winter comes not, and where nought abides 
But Nature in her beauty revelling. 

You shall be happy, sweet Amelia, 

At last; and I—it is too much to think of. 

Forgive me while 1 look upon thee now, 

And swear to thee by Love, and Night, and nil 
The gliding hours of soft and starry night, 

How much—how absolutely I am thine. 

My pale and gentle beauty—what a heart 
Had he to wrong thee or upbraid thee ! He 
Was guilty—nay, nay : look not so. 

Amd. I have 

Been guilty of a cruel act toward you. 

Charles, I indeed am guilty. When to-day 
My husband menaced me, and told me of 
Public and broad disgrace, it met my scorn : 

But have I, my poor youth, been so unkind 
To you as not to see this—love before! 


Charles, I have driven you from your early homo; 

I see it now : 1 only—hate inc for it. 

Ch. I’ll love you, like bright heaven. The fixed 
stars 

Shall never be so constant. I am all 

Your own. Not sin, nor sorrow, nor the grave, 

Not the cold hollow grave shall chill my love. 

It will survive beyond the bounds of death, 

The spirit of the shadow which may there 
Perhaps do penance for my deeds of ill. 

Amd. Stay this wild talk. 

Ch. Men have been known to love 
Through years of absence, ay, in pain and peril ; 

And one did cast life and a world away 

For a loose woman’s smile: nay, love has dwelt, 

A sweet inhabitant in a demon's breast, 

Lonely, amidst bad passions ; burning there. 

Like a most holv and sepulchral light, 

And almost hallowing its dark tenement. ^ 

Why may not 1- 

Amd. 1 thought 1 heard a step. 

How sfrangelv ymi speak now—again, again. 

Leave me ; quick, leave me. * 

Ch. *Tis your tyrant coming: 

Fly rather you. 

Amd. If you have pity, go. 

Ch. Farewell, then : yet, should ho repulse you— 
Amd. Then 

1 will— hut go : \oil torture me. 

Ch. I am gone. \ Exit. 

Amd. Farewell, farcwvll, poor youth ; so desolate 
That even I can .-pare a tear fir you. 

My husband comes nut: 1 will meet him, then, 
Armed in my innocence and wrong-. Ala 1 
Tis hard to sutler whore we ought to judge, 

And pray to those who Humid petition us. 

’Tis a bnne world, T see. Power and wr« :\:/ 
fio hand in hand re-istic-- and aldcried, 

And patient virtue and pale modesty. 

Like the sad flower- of tin* too early spiing, 

Are cropped beime they blossom—or trod down, 

Or by tin* fierce winds withered. 1- it -u i — 

But / have flaunted in the sun, ami east 
My smiles in prodigality away : 

And now , and now - no matter. 1 have done. 
Whether 1 live* scorned or beloved--• Beloved ! 

Better be hated, could my pride abate 
And I consent t<» tlv. it mav be thus. 

V 

Fck.vk II. A CfL*!*Ver — 

A considerable |* riod of time is supposed to have elapsed 
between this and the pteerding scone. 

A M K L I A — M A K J A N. 

Afar. Are you awake, dear lady ? 

Amd. Wide awake. 

There are the stars abroad, I so c. I feel 
As though I had boon sleeping many a day. 

What time o’ the night is it ? 

Mar. About the ,-troke 
Of midnight. 

Amd. Let it come. The skies are calm 
j And bright ; and so, at last, my spirit is. 

Whether the heavens have influence on the mind 
Through life, or only in our days of death, 

I know not; yet, before, ne’er did my soul 
Book upwards with such hope of joy, or pine 
For that hope’s deep completion. Marian ! 

Let me see more of heaven. There—enough. 

Are you not well, sweet girl! 

Mar. Oh! yes : but you 
Speak now ho strangely : you were wont to talk 
Of plain familiar things, and cheer me: now 
You set my spirit drooping. 

A wd. I have spoke 

Nothing but cheerful words, thou idle girl. 
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Look, look ! above : the canopy of the sky, 

Spotted with stars, whines like a bridal dress: 

A queen might envy that ho regal blue 
Which wraps the world o’ nights. Alas, alas! 

I do remember in my follying days 
What wild and wanton wishes once were mine, 
Slaves—radiant gems and beauty with no peer, 
And friends (a ready host)—but I forget. 

I shall be dreaming soon, as once I dreamt, 

When I had hope to light me. Have you no song, 
My gentle girl, fur a sick woman’s ear f 
There’s one I’ve heard you sing : 4 They said his cyc’- 
No, that’s not it : the words are hard to hit. 

‘His eye like the mid-day sun was bright’— 

Mar. ’Tis so. 

You’ve a good memory. Well, listen to me. 

1 must not trip, 1 see. 

A mcl. I •hearken. Now. 


His eye like the mid-day huh was bright, 

Ilers had a proud but a mi bier light, 

(,’iear and sweets!ike the cloudless moon : 

Alas ! and must it fade as soon ! 

Hi* voice was ljke the breath of var, 

Hut hers was fainter softer far , 

And yet, when he of his lung love sighed, 

She laughed in scorn: he tied and died. 

Mar. There is another ver>e, of a different air, 

But indistinct- like tin* low moaning 
Of summer winds in the evening : thus it rum - 

They said he died upon the wave. 

And his bed was the wild and bounding billo 
Her bed shall be a dry earth grave: 

Prepare it quid for she wants her pilbnv. 

A mcl. How slowly and how silently doth time 
Float on his starry journey. Still he goes, 

And goes, and goes, and doth not pass away. 

He rises with the gulden morning, calmly. 

And with the moon at night. Mrthinks I see 
Him stretching wide abroad his mighty wings, 
Floating for ever o’er the crowds of men, 

Like a huge vulture with its prey beneath. 

Lo ! I am here, and time seems passing on: 
To-morrow 1 shall Ik* a breathless thing • 

Yet he will still be here ; and the blue hours 
Will laugh as ga'fly world 

As though 1 were alive to welcome them. 

There’s one will shed some tears. Poor Charles! 

[( maiii.ks enters.] 

(Vi. 1 am here. 

Hid you not call ! 

A met. You come in time. M^ thoughts 
Were full of you, dear Charles. Your mother (now 
l take that title), in her dying hour 
Has privilege to apeak unto your youth. 

There’s one thing pains me, ami I would be calm. 
My husband has been harsh unto me—vet 
fie u my husband ; and you’ll think of this 
If any sterner feeling move your heart? 

Sock no revenge for me. You will not l— Xav, 

Is it so hard to grant my last request ? 

He is my husband: he was father, too, 

Of the blue-eyed boy you were so fond of once. 

IJo you remember how his eyelids closed 
When the first summer rose was opening ! 

Tin now two years ago—more, more : and I— 

I now am hastening to him. Pretty boy! 

He was my only child. How fair he looked 
In the white garment that encircled him— 

*Twaa like a marble plumber; and when we 
Laid him beneath the green earth in his bed, 


I thought my heart was breaking—yet I lived : 

But I am weary now. 

Mar. You must not talk, 

Indeed, dear lady ; nay— 

Ch. Indeed you must not. 

Anal. Well, then, 1 will be silent; yet not so. 

For ere wc journey, ever should we take 
A sweet leave of our friends, and wish them well, 

And tell them to take heed, and bear in mind 
Our blessings. So, in your breast, dear Charles, 

Wear the remembrance of Amelia. 

She ever loved you ever; wo as might % 

Become a mother’s tender love-—no more. 

Charles, I have lived in this too bitter world 
Now almost thirty seasons: you have been 
A child to me for one-third of that time. 

I took you to mv bosom, when a boy, 

Who scarce had seen eight springs come forth and 
vanish. 

You have a warm heart, Charles, and the base crowd 
Will feed upon it, if—but you must make 
'That heart a grave, and in it bury deep 
Its young and beautiful feelings. 

C'It. I will do 

All that you wish—all; but you cannot die 
And leave me ? 

A mcl. You shall see how calmly Death 
Will come and press his finger, cold and pale, 

< Mi mv m»w smiling lip : these eves men swore 
Were brighter than the stars that fill the sky, 

And vet they must grow dim : an hour— 

(Vb. Oh! no. 

No, nor oh! sav not so, I cannot bear 

To hear you talk thus. Will you break my heart! 

Auul. So: I would caution it against a change, 
That soon mint hapjan. Calmly let us talk. 

Wlirn I am dead — 

(’/<. Ala*', ala>! 

A tin!. 'This D 

Not as I wish : you had a braver spirit. 

Bid it come forth. Why, I have heard you talk 
Of war and danger—Ah!- 

[WisMTWOftTH enters.] 

Mar. >heN pale—“peak, speak. 

(7i. oh! my lost mother. How! You here! 

IIV nf. I am cmne 

To pray her pardon. Let me touch her hand. 

; Amelia! she faints : Amelia! [57 k? dies. 

. Poor faded girl I 1 was too harsh—unjust, 
i Ch. Look ! 
j Mar. She has left us. 

I Ch. It is false. Revive! 

Mother, revive, revive! 

Mar. It i* in vain. 

(7b Is it then so! My soul is sick and faint. 

Oh! mother, mother. I—I cannot weep. 

, Oh for some blinding tears to dim my eves, 

\ So I might not gaze on her. And has death 
Indeed, indeed struck her —so beautiful ? 

So wronged, and never erring ; so Moved 
By one—who now has nothing left to love. 

Oh ! thou bright heaven, if thou art calling now 
Thy brighter angels to thy bosom— rest, 

For lo! the brightest of thy host is gone— 

Departed— and the earth is dark below. 

And now—I'll wander far and far away, 

Like one that hath no country. I shall find 
A sullen pleasure in that life, and when 
1 say 4 I have no friend in all the world,’ 

My heart will swell with pride, and make a show 
Unto itself of happiness ; and in truth 
There is, in that same solitude, a taste 
Of pleasure which the social never know. 

From land to land I’ll roam, in all a stranger, 

And, an the body gains a braver look. 
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By staring in the face of all the winds, 

So from the sad aspects of different things 
My soul shall pluck a courage, and bear up 
Against the past. And now—for liindostan.* 


The embattled armies wait thy sign to slay, 
Nor springs tho beast of havock on his prey, 
Nor withering Famine walks his blasted way, 
Till thou the guilty land hast sealed for wo. 


HENRY HART MILMAN. 

The Rev. Henry Hart Milman, vicar of St 
Mary, in the town of Reading, is author of several 
poems and'dramas, recently collected and published 
in three volumes. He first appeared as an author 
in 1817, when his tragedy of Fazio w as published. 
It was afterwards acted with success at Drury Lane 
theatre. In 1820 Mr Milman published a dramatic' 
poem, the Fall of Jerusalem , and to this succeeded 
three other dramas, Belshazzar , the Martyr of An - 
tiochy and Anne Boleyn , but none of these were de¬ 
signed for the stage. He has also written a narra¬ 
tive poem, Samor , Lord of the Bright City , and 
several smaller pieces. To our prose literature Mr 
Milman has contributed a History of the Jews , in j 
three volumes, and an edition of Gibbon’s Rome, 
with notes and corrections. Mr Milman is a native 
of London, son of an eminent physician, Sir Francis 
Milman, and was born in the year 171*1. He dis¬ 
tinguished himself as a classical scholar, and in 1817) 
was made a fellow of Brazen-nose college, Oxford. 
He also held (1821) the office of professor of poetry 
in the university. The taste and attainments of , 
Mr Milman are seen in his poetical works; but he 1 
wants the dramatic spirit, and also that warmth of { 
passion and imagination which is necessary to vivify 
his sacred learning and his classical creation*. 

[Jerusalem, before the &ie<j<\~] 

Titus. It must be— 

And yet it moves me, Roman-! It confounds 
The counsel of my firm philosophy, 

That Ruin’s merciless ploughshare must pas> o'er, 

And barreu salt be sown on yon proud city. 

As on our olive-crowned hill we stand, 

Where Kedron at our foot its scanty water- 
Distils from stone to stone with gentle motion, 

As through a valley sacred to sweet peace, 

How boldly doth it front us ! how majestically ! 

Like a luxurious vineyard, the hill-side 
Is hung with marble fabrics, line o’er line, 

Terrace o’er terrace, nearer still, and nearer 

To the blue heavens. There bright and sumptuous 

palaces, 


God of tho rainbow ! at whoso gracious sign 
The billows of the proud their rage suppress ; 
Father of mercies ! at one word of thine 
An Eden blooms in the waste wilderness! 

And fountains sparkle in tho arid sands, 

And timbrels ring in maidens’ glancing hands, 

And marble cities crown the laughing lunds, 

And pillared temples rise thy name to bless. 

O’er Judah’s land thy thunders broke, () Lord ! 

I The chariots rattled o'er her sunken gate, 

! Her sons were wasted by the Assyrian sword, 

; Even her foes wept to sec her fallen state; 

And heaps her ivory palaces became 

Her princes wore the capt ive*- garb of shame, 

Her temple sank amid the smouldering flame, 

For thou didst ride the tempest-cloud of fate. 

O’er Judah's land thv rainbow, Ford, shall ben ill, 
And tin* sad city lift her crown loss head ; 

And songs shall wake, and dancing footstep* gleam, 
W here broods o’er fallen streets the silenc' of the 
dead. 

1 he sun shall shine on Salem's gilded tower-', 

( >n Carmel's side our maiden's cull the dowers, 

Jo deck, at blushing eve, their bridal bower-, 

And angel-feet the glittering Sion tread. 

Thv vengeance gave ns to the stranger’s hand, 

And Abraham's children weiv led forth for slaves ; 
With fettered step* we left our pleasant land. 
Envying our lathers in their peaceful grave*. 

The stranger’s bread with bitter tears we steep, 

And when our weary eyes should sink to sleep, 

’Neath the mute midnight we steal forth t > weep, 
here the pale willows shade Euphrute •' waves. 

The born in sorrow shall bring forth in jov ; 

Thy mercy. Lord, shall lead thy children home J 
lie that went forth a tender yearling bov. 

Vet, ere ho die, to Salem** street* *hall come. 

And Canaan's vines for u**their fruits shall War. 

And llcrmon’s bees their honied stores prepare; 

And we shall kneel again in thankful prayer, 

Y\ here, o’.er the cherub-seated God, full blared tho 
irradiate dome. 


With cool and verdant gardens interspersed ; 
There towers of war that frown in massy strength ; 
j While over all hangs the rich purple eve, 

As conscious of its being her last farewell 
Of light and glory to that fated city. 

And, aa our clouds of battle, dust and smoke, 

Are melted into ., r. behold the temple 
In undisturbe . r serenity, 

; Finding itself a mu sanctuary 
i Ih the profound oi heaven! It stands before us 
j A mount of snow, fretted with golden pinnacles ! 
j The very sun, as though he worshipped there, 

| Lingers upon the gilded cedar roofs, 

And down the long and branching portico*, 

On every flowery-sculptured capital, 

Glitters the homage of his parting beams. 

By Hercules 1 the sight might almost ivin 
The offended majesty of Rome to mercy. 

[Hyrtm of the Captive Jews.] 

[From 4 Belshazzar.’] 

God of the thunder f from whose cloudy seat 
The fiery winds of desolation flow: 

Father of vengeance ! that with purple feet, 

Like a full wine-press, tread’st the world below: 


[Summons of the lkstroyiny Angel to the City of 
Babylon, j 

The hour is come! the hour in come! With 
Heard in thy inmost soul, 1 summon thee, 

Cyrus, the Lord’s anointed ! And thou river, 

That flnwoAt exiilting^jn thy proud approach 
To Babylon, beneath whose shadowy wall*, 

And brazen pates, and gilded palaces. 

And groves, that gleam with marble obelisk*, 

Thv azure bosom shall repose, with light# 

Fretted and chequered like the starry heaven#: 

I do arrest thee in thv stat'd v course* 

By Him that poured tber* from thine ancient fountain. 
And sent thee forth, even at the birth of time, 

! One of his holy stream*, to lave the mount# 

Of Paradise. Thou hear'st me : thou dost check 
Abrupt thv water* a.* the Arab chief 
His headlong squadron*. Whore the unobserved 
i ct toiling Persian breaks the ruining mound, 

I »ee thee gather thy tumultuous strength j 
And, through the deep and roaring Nahanrmlehft, 
Roll on as proudly conscious of fulfilling 
j i he omnipotent command ! While, far away, 
j that slept but im* *w> calm, nor motet!. 

I Save by the rippling moonshine, heaves on high 
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Its foaming surface like a whirlpool-gulf, 

And boils and whitens with the unwonted tide. 

But silent as thy billows used to flow, 

And terrible, the hosts of Elam move, 

Winding their darksome way profound, where man 
Ne’er trod, nor light e’er shone, nor air from heaven 
Breathed. Oh ! yc secret and unfatliomcd depths, 
How arc yc now' a smooth and royal way 
For the army of God’s vengeance ! Fellow-slaves 
And ministers of the Eternal purpose. 

Not guided by the treacherous, injured sons 
Of Babylon, but by my mightier arm, 

Ye romp, and spread your banners, and display 
Your glittering arms as ye advance, nil white 
Beneath the admiring moon. Come on! the gates 
Are open—-not for banqueters in blood 
Hike you ! I see on either side oVrflow 
The living deluge of armed men, and cry, 

Begin, begin ? with fire arid sword begin 
Tin; work of wrath. Fpon my shadowy wings 
I pjftise, and float a little while, to see 
Mine human instruments fulfil my task 
Of final ruin. Then 1 mount, 1 fly, 

And sing inv proud song, as I ride the clouds, 

That stars may hear, and all the hosts of worlds, 

That life along the interminable up: -e. 

Take up *Jeh»»\ ah’*Tverlu-uing triumph! 

\n? J'uir AWuw.l 

[From ‘ Satnor, I.fivl <-f the Iiricjht City.’J 

Sunk wart the sun, and up the eastern heaven, 

Like maiden on a lonely pilgrimage, 

Moved the meek star of nig tin- wandering air 
Breathed odours ; wood, and wardens lake, like man. 
Slept, weary of the garish, babbling day. 

Hove of the wilderness, thy snowv wing 
Droops not in slumber ; Lilian, thou alone, 

’Mid the deep quiet, wake.-t. lh»i thou rove, 
Idolatrous of yon map uic moon, 

That like a cryxtal-throwd quern in heaven, 

Seems with her present deity to hush 
To beauteous adoration all the earth f 
Might seem the solemn silent mountain tops 
Stand np and worship! the translucent streams 
Down tho hills glittering, cheridi the pure light 
Beneath the shadowy foliage oVr them flung 
At intervals; the lake, so silver-white. 

Glistens ; all indistinct the snowy swans * 

IWk in the rndinmee q^-1. .*R>th Lilian muse 
To that apparent queen her \c*per hymii ? 

Nursling of solitude, her infant couch 
Never did mother watch ; within the grave 
She slept unwaking: scornful turned aloof 
Caswallori, of those pure instinctive joys 
By fathers felt, when playful infant grae**, 

Touched with a feminine softness, round the* heart 
Winds its light maze of undefitflsi delight. 
Contemptuous : he with haughty joy beheld 
llis boy, fair Malwyn ; him in bossy shield 
Itocked proudly, him upbore to mountain steep 
. Fierce and undaunted, for their dangerous nest 
1 To battle with the eagle’s elam’rous brood. 

But she, the while, from human tenderness 
1 Estranged, and gentler feelings that light up 
The cheek of youth with rosy joyous smile, 
i Like a forgotten lute, played on alone 
| By chance-caressing airs, amid the wild 
; Beauteously pale and sadly playful grew, 
j A lonely child, by not one human heart 
Beloved, and loving none: nor strange if learnt 
! Her native fond affections to embrace 
; Things senseless and immimate ; she loved . 
i All nowrets that with rich embroidery fair 
Enamel the green earth—the odorous thyme, 

Wild rose, and roving eglantine ; nor spared 


To mourn their fading forma with childish team. 

Gray birch and aspen light she loved, that droop 
Fringing the crystal stream; the sportive breeze 
That wantoned with her brown and glossy locks; 

The sunbeam chequering the fresh bank; ere dawn 
Wandering, and wandering still at dewy eve, 

By Glenderamakin’s flower empurpled marge, 
Derwent's blue lake, or Greta’s wildering glen* 

Hare sound to her was human voice, scarce heard, 

! Save of her aged nurse or shepherd maid * 
i toothing the child with simple tale or song, 
j Hence all she knew of earthly hopes and fears, 

Life’s Fins and sorrows: better known flic* voice 
| Beloved of lark from misty morning cloud 
| Blithe carolling, and wild melodious notes 
! Heard mingling in the summer wood, or plaint 
; By moonlight, of the lone night-warbling bird. 

Nor they of love unconscious, ail around 
Fcarl css, familiar they their descants sweet 
j Tuned emulous; her knew all living shape** 
j That tenant wood or rock, dun roe or deer, 

; Sunning his dappled side, at noontide crouched, 
j Courting her fond caress; nor fled her gaze 
j The brooding dove, but murmured sounds of joy. 

I 

! The Day of Judgment. 

t 

j Even tints amid thv pride and luxury, 

; Oh earth! shall that la c t corning burst on thee, 

! That secret coming of the Son of Man, 

! When all the cherub-throning clouds shall shine, 
j Irradiate with his bright advancing sign : 

When that Great Husbandman shall wave his fan, 

! Swi-eping, like chaff, thv wealth ami pomp away; 

Mill to the noontide of that nightless day 
Shalt thou thy wonted db-mluto course maintain. 

; Along the busy mart and crowded street. 

The buyer and the seller still shall meet, 
j Ami marriage-feasts begin their jocund strain: 
j Still to the pouring out the cup of wo ; 

! Till earth, a drunkard, reeling to and fro, 
j And mountains molten by his burning feet,* 

, And heaven his presence own, all red with furnace 
' heat, 
j 

j The hundred-gated cities then, 

The towers and temples, named of men 
Eternal, ami the thrones of kings ; 

The gilded Bummer palaces, 

The courtly bowers of love and ease, 

Where *till the bird of pleasure sings : 

Ask ye the destiny of them 1 
Go, gaze on fallen Jerusalem ! 

Yea, mightier names are in the fatal roll, 

’Gainst earth and heaven God’s standard is unfurled; 
The skies are shrivelled like a burning scroll, 

And one vast common doom eiiBepulchres the world. 
Oli! who shall then survive? 

(»h ! who shall stand and live ? 

When all that hath been is no more; 

When for the round earth hung in air, 

With all its constellations fair 
In the sky’s azure canopy ; 

When lbr the breathing earth, and sparkling sea, 

Is but a fiery deluge without shore. 

Heaving along the abyss profound and dark— 

A fiery deluge, and without an ark! 

Lord of all power, when thou art there alone 
(>n thy eternal fiery-wheeled throne, 

That in its high meridian noon 
Needs not the perished sun nor moon : 

When thou art there in thy presiding stAtc, 
Wide-sceptred monarch o’er the realm of doom: 
When from the sea-depths, from earth’s darkest 
womb, 

The dead of all the ages round thee wait: 
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And when the tribes of wickedness are strewn 
Like forest-leaves in the autumn of thine ire: 
Faithful and True! thou still wilt save thine own! 
The saints shall dwell within the unhanning fire, 
Each white robe spotless, blooming every palm. 
Even safe as we, by this still fountain’s side, 

So shall the church, thy bright and mystic bride, 
Sit on the stormy gulf a halcyon bird of calm. 

Yes, ’mid yon angry and destroying signs, 

O’er us the* rainbow of thy mercy shines; 

We hail, we bless the covenant of its beam, 
Almighty to t^enge, almightiest to redeem ! 


REV. GEORGE CROLY. 

The Rev. George Cuoey, rector of St Stephen’s, 
Walbrook, London, is, like Mr Milman, a correct 
and eloquent poet, but deficient in interest, and con¬ 
sequently little read. His poetical works are, Paris 
in 1815; The Angel of the 1 Yorhl; Gems from the 
Antique, See. Mr Croly has published several works 
in prose: Salathieh a romance founded on the old 
legend of the Wandering Jew; a Life of Burke, in 
two volumes; and a work on the Apocalypse of St 
John. This gentleman is a native of Ireland, and 
was educated at Trinity college, Dublin. 

Pericles and Aspttsia. 

This was the ruler of the land. 

When Athens was the land of fame ; 

This was the light that led the band, 

When each was like a living fiamo ; 

The centre of earth’s noblest ring. 

Of more than men, the more than king. 

Yet not by fetter, nor by spear, 

His sovereignty was held or won : 

Feared—but alone as freemen fear ; 

Loved—hut as freemen love alone; 

He waved the sceptre o’er his kind 

By nature’s firxt great title—mind ! 

Resistless words were on his tongue, 

Then Eloquence first flashed lulow ; 

Full armed to life the portent sprung, 

Minerva from the Thunderer's brow ! 

, And his the sole, the sacred hand. 

That shook her .Egis o’er the land. 

And throned immortal by his side, 

A woman sits with eye sublime, 

Aspasia, all his spirit’s bride ; 

But, if their solemn love were crime, 

Pity the beauty and the sage. 

Their crime was in their darkened age. 

He perished, but his wreath was won ; 

He perished in his height of fame : 

Then sunk the cloud on Athens’ sun, 

Yet still she conquered in his name. 

Filled with his soul, she could not die; 

Her conquest was Posterity! 

\_Tfie French Army in Russia.] 

[From • Faria in 1815.’] 

Magnificence of min ! what has time 
In ail it ever gazed upon of war, 

Of the wild rage of storm, or deadly clime, 

Seen, with that battle’s vengeance to compare ? 

How glorious shone the invader’s pomp afar I 
Like pampered lions from the spoil they came; 

The land before them silence and despair, * 

The land behind them massacre and flame ; 

Blood will have tenfold blood* What are they now I 
A name. 


Homeward by hundred thousands, column h 
B road square, loose squadron, rolling like the 1 
When mighty torrents from their channels leap. 
Hushed through the land the haughty multitude, 
Billow on endless billow ; on through wood. 

O’er rugged hill, down sunless, marshy vale, 

The death-devoted moved, to clangour rude 
Of drum and horn, ami dissonant clash of mail, 
Glancing disastrous light before that sunbeam pale. 

Again they reached thee, Borodino! still 
Upon the loaded soil the carnage lay, 

The human harvest, now stark, stiff, and chill, 
Friend, foe, stretched thick together, clay to clay; 
In vain the startled legions burst away; 

The land was all one naked sepulchre ; 

The shrinking eye still glanced on grim decay* 

Still did the hoof and wheel their passage tear, 
Through cloven helms and arms, and corpses moulder¬ 
ing drear, 

i The field was as they left, it ; fio-sc and fort 
j Steaming with -laughter still, but desolate; 
j The cannon flung dismantled li<* its port; 

Each knew the mound, the black ravine whose strait 
Was won and lost, and thronged with dead, till fate 
Had fixed upon the victor half undone. f 
Then* was the hill, from which their eves elate 
I Had seen the burst of Moscow’s gulden zone; 

| But death was at their heels ; they shuddered and 
| rushed on. 

The hour of vengeance strikes. Hark to the gale ! 
Am it bursts hollow through the rolling clouds, 

That from the north in sullen grandeur sail 
Like floating Alps. Advancing darkness broods 
l'pon the wild horizon, and the w<*nd-. 

Now sinking into brambles, echo shrill, 

As the gu-t sweeps them, and those upper floods 
Shoot mi their leafle-s boughs the sleet-drops chill. 
That on the hurrying crowds m freezing showers distil. 

They reach the wilderness ! The majesty 
Of solitude is spread before their gaze, 

Stern nakedness—dark earth and wrathful skv. 

If ruins were there, they long had erased to blaze ; 
If blood was shed, the ground no more betrays, 

Even by a skeleton, the crime of man ; 

Behind them rolls the deep and drenching haze, 
Wrapping their rear in night; before their van 
The struggling daylights*hows the unmeasured desert 
wan. * 

Still on they sweep, as if their hurrying march 
Could bear them from tin 1 rushing of lli» wheel 
Whose chariot is the whirlwind. Heaven’s clear 
arch 

At once is covered with a livid veil; 

In mixed and fighting heaps the deep clouds reel; 
Upon the dense hofv/nn hangs the sun, 

In sanguine light, an orb of burning steel; 

The snows wheel down through twilight, thick and 
dun; 

Now tremble, men of blood, the judgment has begun! 

The trumpet of the northern winds has blown, 

And it is answered by the dying roar 
Of armies on that boundless field o’erthrown: 

Now in the awful gusts the desert hoar 
Is tempested, a sea without a shore, 

Lifting its feathery waves. The legions fly ; 

Volley on volley down the hailstones pour; 

Blind, famished, frozen, mad, the wanderers die, 
And dying, hear the storm but wilder thunder by* 

Such is the hand of Heaven! A human blow 
Had crushed them in the fight, or flung the chain 
Bound them where Moscow’s stately towers were lew 
And all bestilled. But Thou l thy battle-plain 
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Win whole empire ; that devoted train 
Must war from day to day with storm and gloom 
(Man following, like the wolves, to rend the slain), 
|i Must lie from night to night as in a tomb. 

Must fly, toil, bleed for home ; yet never see that home. 

To the Memory of a Lady. 

* Thou thy worldly tank litwrt done.’-- Shaktpcar^ 

High peace to the soul of the dead, 

From the dream of the world she has gone! 

On the stars in her glory to tread, 

To Ik* bright in the blaze of the throne. 

In youth she was lovely ; and Time, 

When her rose with the cypress he twined, 

I.eft the heart all the warmth of its prime, 

Left her eye all the light of her mind. 

The summons came forth and she died ! 

Vet Hhr parting was gentle, for those 
Whom she loved mingled tears at her side— 
ilcr death tjas tin* mourner’* repose. 

Our weakness may weep o’er her bier, 

Ilut her spirit Juts gone on the wing 
To triumph for ag&ny here, 

To rejoice in the joy of its King. 

• I.KTITI to KI.IZATtKTH I.ANOOV. 

This lady, generally known as * L. K. L.,’ in con¬ 
sequence of having first published with her initials 
only, has attained an eminent place among the 
female poets of our ag**. Her earliest compositions 



were Poetical Sketches, which appeared in the Lite¬ 
rary Gazette: afterwards (1824) she published the 
Improvisatrice , which was followed by two more 
volumes of poetry. She also contributed largely to 
magazines and annuals, and was the authoress of a 
novel entitled Jlomance and Heal ity. From a publi¬ 
cation of her Life and Literary Remains , edited by 
Mr L. Blanchard, it appears that her history was in 
the main a painful one; and yet it is also asserted 
that the melancholy of her verses was a complete 
contrast to the vivacity and playfulness of her man¬ 
ners in private life. She was horn at Hans Place, 
Chelsea, in 1802, the. daughter of Mr Landon, a 
partner In the house of Adairs, army agents. Lively, 


susceptible, and romantic, she early commenced 
writing poetry. The friendship of Mr Jordan, of the 
Literary Gazette, facilitated her introduction to the 



Birthplace of Miw» L&ndon. 


world of letters, but it also gave rise to some reports 
injurious to her character, which caused her the 
newt exquisite pain. Her father died, and she not 
only maintained herself, hut assisted her relations by 
her literary' lain airs, which »lie never relaxed for a 
moment. In 18.18 she w;u< married to Mr George 
Maclean, governor of Cajw-t'oast castle, and shortly* 
afterwards sailed for (\*i]>c-Coast with her husband. 
She landed there in August, and was resuming her 
literary engagements in her solitary African home, 
when one morning, after writing the previous night 
some cheerful and affectionate letters to her friends 
in England, she was (October 16) found dead in her 
room, lying close to the door, having in her hand 
a U>ttle w hich had contained prussic acid, a portion 
of which she had taken. From the investigation 
w hich took place into the circumstances of this 
melancholy event, it was conjectured that she had 
undesigningly taken an over-dose of the fatal medi¬ 
cine*, as a relief from spasms in the stomach. Having 
surmounted her early difficulties, and achieved an 
easy competence and a daily extending reputation, 
much might have been exacted from the genius of 
; L. E. L„ had not her life been prematurely termi- 
: nated. Her latter works are more free, natural, 
i and forcible than those by which she first attracted 
j notice. 

Change. 

1 would not earo, at least so much, sweet Bpring, 

Tor the departing colour of th> Howera— 

ThegTwn leaven early falCnj: from thy boughs— 

Thy bird* «*> t»>on forgetful of their sonffa— 

Thy skies, whoa® wunrshme ends in heavy shower*; 

Bat thou dost leave thy memory, like a ghost, 

To haunt the ruined heart, which still recurs 
To former beauty ; and the delate 
1 h doubly sorrowful when it recalls 
It was not alway s desolate. 

When thoseeyeshaveforgotten thesmilethey v 
( When care shall hAve shadowed that beautiful brow; 
j When thy hopes and thy roses together He dead, 

' And thy heart turn* back pining to days that are fled— 
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Then wilt thou remember what now seems to pass 
Like the moonlight on water, the breath-stain on gla^s; 
Oh! maiden, the lovely and youthful, to thee, 

How rose-touclied the page of thy future must be! 

By the past, if thou judge it, liow little is there 
But blossoms that flourish, but hopes that are fair; 
And what is thy present? a southern sky’s spring. 
With thy feelings and fancies like birds on the wing. 

As the rose by the fountain flings down on the wave 
Its blushes, forgetting its glass is its grave; 

So the heart sjieds its colour on life’s early hour; 

But the heart has its fading as well as the flower. 

The charmed light darkens, the rose-leaves are gone, 
And life, like the fountain, floats colourless on. 

Said I, when thy beauty’s sweet vision was fled, 

How wouldst thou turn, pining, to days like the dead ! 

Oh! long ere one shadow shall darken that brow, 

Wilt thou weep like a mourner o’er all thou lov’st now ; 
When thy hopes, like spent arrows, fall short of their 
mark ; 

Or, like meteors at midnight, make darkness more dark : 

When thy feelings lie fettered like waters in frost, 

Or, scattered too freely, are wasted and lost: 

For ave cometh sorrow, when youth hath passed by— 
Ah! what eaith the proverb? Its memory’s a sigh. 

Crescent i 

I looked upon bis brow—no sign 
Of guilt or fear was there ; 

He stood as proud by that death-shrine 
As even o’er despair 
He had a power; in his eve 
There was a quenchless energy, 

A spirit that could dare 
The deadliest form that death could take, 

And dare it for the daring’s sake. 

He stood, the fetters on his hand, 

He raised them haughtily; 

And had that grasp been on the brand, 

It could not wave on high 
With freer pride than it waved now ; 

Around he looked with changeless brow 
On many a torture nigh ; 

The rack, the chain, the axe, the wheel, 

And, worst of ail, his own red steel. 

I saw him once before ; he rode 
Upon a coal-black steed, 

And tens of thousands thronged the road, 

And bade their warrior speed. 

His helm, his breastplate, were of gold, 

And graved with many dint, that told 
Of many a soldier’s deed ; 

The sun shone on his sparkling mail, 

And danced his snow-plume on the gale. 

But now’ he stood chained and alone, 

The headsman by his side, 

The plume, the helm, the charger gone; 

The sword, which had defied 
The mightiest, lay broken near; 

And yet no sign or sound of fear 
Came from that lip of pride ; 

And never king or conqueror’s brow 
Wore higher look than did his now. 

He bent beneath the headsman’s stroke 
With an uncovered eye ; 

A wild shout from the numbers broke 
Who thronged to see him die. 

It was a people’s loud acclaim, 

The voice of anger and of shame, 

A nation’s funeral cry, 

Rome’s wail above her only son, 

Her patriot and her latest one. 


The Grasp of the Dead. 

’Twas in the battle-field, and the cold pale moon 
Looked down on the dead and d^ing; 

And the w ind passed o’er with a dirpj and ft wail, 
Where the young and brave were lying. 

With his father’s sw T ord in his red right hand, 

And the hostile dead around him, 

Lay a youthful chief: but his bed was the ground, 
And the grave's icy sleep had bound him. 

A reckless rover, ’mid death and doom, 

Passed a soldier, his plunder seeking. 

Careless he stept, w here friend and foe 
Lay alike in their life-blood reeking. 

Drawm by the shine of the warrior’s sw f ord, 

The soldier paused beside it: 

He wrenched the hand with a giant’s strength, 

But the grasp of the dead defied it. 

He loosed his hold, and his English heart 
Took part with the dead before him ; 

And he honoured the brave who died sword in hand, 
As with softened brow he leant o’er him. 

‘A soldier’s death thou hast boldly died, 

A soldier’s grave won by it : , 

Before I would take that sword from thine hand, 

My own life’s blood should dye it. 

Thou shall not l>e left for the carrion crow, 

Or the wolf to batten o’er thee ; 

Or the coward insult the gallant dead, 

Who in life hud trembled before thee.* 

Then dug he a grave in the crimson earth, 

Where his warrior foe was sleeping ; 

And he laid him there in honour and rest, 

With his sword in his own brave keeping ! 

[From ‘ The ImprovUatrin.*] 

I loved him as young (ieuius loves. 

When its own wild and no limit heaven 
Of starry thought hums with the light, 

The love, the life, by passion given. 

I loved Lint, too, as woman loves— 

Reckless of sorrow, sin, or scorn : 

Life had no evil destiny 

That, with him, 1 could not have borne! 

1 had been nursed in palaces ; 

Yet earth ha^not a^apot #o drear, 

That I should not Iffv? thought a home 
In Paradise, had he been near! 

How sweet it would have 1>eeti to dwell, 

Apart from all, in some green dell 
Of sunny beauty, leaves and flowers ; 

And nestling birds to sing the hours ! 

Our home, beneath some chestnut’s shade, 

But of the wA.cn branches made : 

Our vesper hymn, the low* worn? wail 
The rose hears from the nightingale; 

And waked at morning by the call 
Of music from a waterfall. 

But not alone in dreams like this, 

Breathed in the very hope of bliss, 

I loved : my love lmd been the same 
In hushed despair, in open ahaine. 

I would have rather been a slave, 

In tears, in bondage by his side, 

Than shared in ail, if wanting him, 

This world had power to give beside! 

My heart was withered —and my heart 
Had ever been tin world to me : 

And love had been the first fond dream, 

Whose life was in reality. 

I had sprung from my solitude, 

Like a young bird upon the wing, 
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To moot the arrow; so l met 
My poisoned shaft of suffering. 

And as that bird, with drooping crest 
And broken wing, will seek his nest, 

But seek in vain : so vain I sought 
My pleasant home of song and thought. 

There was one spell upon my brain, 

Upon my pencil, on my strain ; 

But one face to my colours came; 

My chords replied to but one name— 

Lorenzo !—all seemed vowed to thee, 

To passion, and to misery ! 

[Ijwt Verses of L. I'. L.) 

I Alluding to the Pole Star, which. In her voyage to Africa, 
she had nightly watched till it sunk below the horizon.] 

A star has left the kindling sky - 
A lovely northern light; 

How many nlanets are on high, 

** But that nas left the night. 

I miss its bright familiar face, 

It was a frieftd to me ; 

A "Hot 4 i ate with my native place, 

And those beyond the sea, 

• • 

It rose upon our English sky, 

Shone o’er our Knglish land,* 

And brought back many a boing c\ e, 

And many a gentle hand. 

It seemed to answer to my thought, 

It called tin.* past to mind. 

And with its welcome presence brought 
All I had left behind. 

The voyage it lights no longer, cn U 
Soon on a foreign shore ; 

How can 1 but recall the friends 
That I may see no more f 

Fresh from the pain it was to part — 

How could 1 bear the pain ! 

Yet strong the omen in my heart 
That says—‘We meet again. 

Meet with a deeper, dearer love ; 

For absence shows the worth 

Of all from which we then remote. 

Friends, home, and native earth. 

Thou lovely ^)oltPP^t«r, mine eyes 
Still turned the fir*! on thee, 

Till 1 have felt a sad surprise, 

That none looked up with me. 

But thou hast sunk upon the wave, 

Thy radiant place unknown ; 

I seem to stand beside a grave, 

And stand by it alone. • 

Farewell ! ah, would to mo were given 
A power upon thy light! 

What words upon our Fnglish heaven 
Thy loving rays should write ! 

Kind messages of love and hope 
Upon thy rays should be ; 

Thy shining orbit should have scope 
Scarcely enough for me. 

Oh, fancy vain, as it is fond, 

And little needed too ; 

My friends! I need not look beyond 
My heart to look lor you. 

* These expressions, it Is almost unnecessary to say, are not 
true to natural facts, os the Polo Star has not a quotidinn 
rising anywhere, and it shines on the whole northern hemi¬ 
sphere in common with England.—£>*. 

Ii. 


JOANNA BAUAIE. 

Besides her dramatic writings, to be noticed in 
another section, Mias Baiiate has presented to the 

world at different times a sufficient quantity of mis¬ 
cellaneous poetry, including songs, to constitute a 
single volume, which was published in 1841. The 
pieces of the latter class are distinguished by a pecu¬ 
liar softness of diction, which makes them fp’I melt- 
ingly on the car; yet few of them have become 
favourites with vocalists or in the draw'irig-room. 






Her poem entitled The Kitten* which appeared in an 
early volume of the Edinburgh Annual Register, 
has a truth to nature w hich ranks it among the best 
pieces of the kind in our language. 

77.r Kitten. 

i Wanton droll, whose harmless play 
‘ Beguiles the rustic's closing day. 

When drawn the evening fire about, 

Sit aged Crone and thoughtless Lout, 

And child upon his three-foot stool, 

Waiting till his *up]>er cool; 

And maid, whose check outblooms the rose. 

Ah bright the binding fagot glows. 

Who, bending to the friendly light, 

Plies her task with busy sleight; 

Come, show' thy tricks and sportive graces. 

Thus circled round with merrv fnccs. 

Backward coiled, and crouching low, 

With glaring eyeballs watch thy foe, 

The housew ife’s spindle whirling round. 

Or thread, or straw, that on the ground 
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Its shadow throws, by urchin sly 
Held out to lure thy roving eye ; 

Then, onward stealing, fiercely spring 
Upon the futile, faithless thing. 

Now, wheeling round, with bootless skill, 
Thy bo-peep tail provokes thee still. 

As oft beyond thy curving side 
Its jetty tip is seen to glide ; 

Till, from thy centre starting fair. 

Thou sidelong rear’st, with rump in air. 
Erected stiff, and gait awrv, 

Like niadhm in her tantrums high : 
Though ne’er a madam of them all. 
Whose silken kirtle sweeps the hull. 
More varied trick and whim displays. 

To catch the admiring stranger’s ga/e. 


The featest tumbler, stage-bcdight, 

To thee is bur a clumsy wight, 

Who every limb and sinew strains 
To do what costs thee little pains ; 

For which, 1 trow, the gaping crowd 
Requites him oft with plaudits loud. 

But, stopped the while thy wanton pluv. 
Applauses, too, thy feats repay : 

For then beneath some urchin's hand, 

With modest pride thou tak’st thy stand. 
While many a stroke of fondness glides 
Along thy back and tabby sides. 

Dilated swells thy glossy fur. 

And loudly sings thy busy pur. 

As, timing wtdl the equal sound. 

Thy clutching feet bepat the ground, 

And all their harmless claws disclose, 

Like prickles of an early rose ; 

While softly from thy whiskered cheek 
Thy half-closed eyes peer mild and meek. 

But not alone bv cottage-lire 
Do rustics rude thy feats admire ; 

The learned sage, whose thoughts explore 
The widest range of human lore, 

Or, with unfettered fancy, tty 
Through airy heights of poesy, 

Pausing, smiles w ith altered air 
To see thee climb his elbow-chair, 

Or, struggling on the mat below. 

Hold warfare with his slippered toe. 

The widowed dame, or lonely maid, 

Who in the still, but cheerless shade 
Of home unsocial, spends her age, 

And rarely turns a lettered page; 

Upon her hearth for thee lets fall 
The rounded cork, or paper-ball. 

Nor chides thee on thy wicked watch 
The end# of ravelled skein t<» catch, 

But lets thee have thy wayward wall, 

Perplev ’’ r her sober skill. 

Even In < mind of gloomy bent. 

In lonely tower or prison pent, 

Reviews the coil of former days, 

And loathes the world ami all its ways ; 
What time the lamp’s unsteady gleam 
Doth rouse him from his moody dream. 

Feels, as thou gambol’st round his seat, 

His heart with pride less fiercely beat, 

And smiles, a link in thee to find 
That joins him still t<» living kind. 

Whenoe hast thou, then, thou witless Fu«s, 
The magic power to charm us thus l 
Is it, that in thy glaring eye, 

And rapid movements, we descrv. 

While we at ease, secure from ill 
The chimney-corner snugly fill, 

A lion, darting on the prey, 

A tiger, at his ruthless play f 


THA THIS PRESENT TIME. 

Or is it, that in thee we trace, 

With all thy varied wanton grace, 

An emblem viewed with kindred eye, 

Of tricksy, restless infancy t 

Ah ! many a lightly sportive child, 

Who hath, like thee, our wits beguiled, 

To dull and sober manhood grown, 

With strange recoil our hearts disown, 
liven so, poor Kit! must thou endure, 

When thou bccomt-t a cat demure, 

Full many a cuff and angry word, 

(’hid roughly from the tempting board. 

And yet, for that thou hast, 1 ween, 

| So oft our favoured playmate been, 

Soft be the change which thou shalt prove, 

When time hath spoiled thee of our love; 

| Still be thou deemed, by housewife fat, 
j A comely, careful, mousing cat, 
j Whose drib is, fi>r the public good, 

| Replenished <>ft with savoury final, 
j Nor, when thy span of life is past, 

Be thou to pumi or dunghill east ; 

But gently borne mi good men's spade, 

Beneath the decent sod la- laid, 

And children show, with glistening eyes, 

The place wlitre poor old Fusty lies. 

| A </»/»>*.* to .-li/iifjt J!, nit it on h*r llirtfahuj. 

[In order thoroughly to utnler>,tainl anti appreciate the ful- 
lowirur versos, the render nuM Ik* an are that the author ami 
her siitor, dauuliteo of a former unuistei of llothwt 11 «*n Urn 
Clyde, in F.nnurk*hir<‘, haw* lived to nn advanced ivc»‘ eon- 
1 btantly in eat h other* iiO\.] 

’ Dear Agin -, gleamed with jot and dashed with tears 
I O’er us have glided almost sixty years 
Since we on Bothwell’s bonny blue* were ?ceu % 

Bv those who-e eyes long closed in death have been— 
Two tiny imps, who scarcely stooped to gather 
i The slender harebell on the purple heather; 

No taller than the foxglove’s -piky stem, 

; That dew of morning -tuds with silten gem. 

' Then every butterfly that crossed our view 
i With p'vful shout vvu* erected as it flew ; 

■ And moth, and lady-bird, and U*etlo bright, 

In sheeny gold, were each a wondrous sight. 

Then as wre paddled barefoot, side bv side, 

Among the sunny -hallows of the Clyde,* 

Minnows or spotted parr with twinkling fin. 

Swimming in ina/.v rinj> the pool nothin. 

A thrill of gladness throu^ffi our bosoms sent, 

; Seen in the power of early wonderment. 

! A long perspective to my mind apjK*ars, 

\ Looking bellind me to tliat line of year-; 

And yet through every stage I still can trace 

■ Thy visioned form, from childhood’s morning grace 
; To woman’s early bloom changing, how soon ! 

I To the expressive ghtV of w*.man’s noon ; 

And now to what thou art, in comely age, 

, Active and ardent. Let what will engage 
Thy present moment— whether hopeful seeds 
In garden-plat thou sow, or noxious weeds 
From the fair flower remove, or ancient lore 
In chronicle or legend rare explore, 

Or on the parlour hearth with kitten play, 

Stroking its tabby sides, or take thy way 
do gain with hasty steps some cottage door, 

On helpful errand to tin neighbouring poor — 

Active and ardent, to my fancy’s eye 

Thou still art young, in spite of time gone by. 

Though oft of nnttenro brief and temper keen, 

U ell may it please me, in life’s latter scene, 

To think what now thou art and long to rue hast been. 

* The* Mansi* of Both well w as at some considerable distance 
from tin* Hyde, but the two litth? #h‘U ware souieUtnea seat 
there fn summer to bathe and wade about. 
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'Twaa thou who woo'dst me first to look 
Upon the page of printed hook, 

That thing by me abhorred, and with address 
Didst win me from my thoughtless idleness, 

When all too old become with bootless hasto 
In fitful sports the precious time to waste. 

Thy love of tale and story was the stroke 
At which my dormant fancy first awoke, 

And ghosts and witches in my busy brain 
Arose in sombre show a motley train. 

This new-found path attempting, proud was I 
Lurking approval on thy face to spy, 

Or hear thee say, as grew thy roused attention, 

* What! is this story all thine own invention V 

Then, as advancing through this mortal “pun, 

Our intercourse with the mixed world begun; 

Thy fairer face and sprightlier courtesy 
(A truth'that from my youthiul vanity 
I*UY not concealed) did lor the sifters twain, 

WL+uyVr we wgnt, the greater favour gain ; 

While, but for thee, vexed with its tossing tide, 

I from the busy world had shrunk aside. 

And now, in Inter y^nrs, with better grace, 

Thou help’st me still to hold a welcome piac 1 
With those whom nearer nrighb* rhood have mob* 
The frfcmlly cheeiwr* of our evenimr shade. 

With thee my humours, whether grave *.r g?i\, 

Or gracious or untoward, buve their wav. 

Silent if dull -oh precious privilege! 

I sit by thee ; or if, culled from tin* pug** 

Of some huge ponderous tome which, but th;. * »f. 
None e'er had tuk* n from its *1 u-ty -dudf. 

Thou read’st me curious pa^u^r* t** -peed 
The winter night, 1 take but little br< ■!. 

And tlmiikle-*- my, ‘ 1 cannot li-ten now,' 
r Tis no offence ; albeit, much d<> I «<\vc 
To these, thv nightly offerings of aib ciion, 
brawn from thy ready talent hr selrcthm ; 

For still it seemed in thee a natural gift 
The lettered grain from lettered chaff to m!:. 

By daily u**e and circumstance endeared. 

Things are of value now that once appealed 
Of no aecouut, and without notice picked. 

Which o'er dull life a simple cheering cast ; 

To hear thy morning steps tie* stair descending, 

Thv voice with other sounds domestic blend'.n; ; 
After each stated lughtlv absence, met 
To sec thee by tl^,* morning tilde set, 

Fouring front smoky^ou: the amber stream 
Which sends from saucered cup its flagrant steam : 
To see thee eheerlv on the threshold statnl, 

On summer mom, with trowel in thy hand 
For garden-work prepared ; in winter’s gloom 
From thy cold noonday walk to w thee come, 

In furry garment lapt, with spattered feet, 

And by the fire resume thy woiged seat ; 

Ay, even o’er things like these soot hed age has thr*" 
A sober charm they did not always own— 

As winter hoarfrost makes minutest spray 
Of bush or hevlgoweed sparkle to the dnv 
In magnitude and beauty, which, liereuvcd 
Of such investment, eye had ne’er perceived. 

The change of good and evil to abide. 

As partners linked, long have we, side by side, 

Our earthly journey held ; and who can any 
How near the end of our united way? 

By nature’s course not distant; sad ami ’reft 
; Will she remain—the lonely pilgrim left. 

I If thou art taken first, who can to me 
! Like sister, friend, and home-companion be? 

! Or who, of wonted daily kindness shorn, 

Shall fetd such loss, or mourn as I shall mourn ? 

And If I should be fated first to leave 

ThU earthly house, though gentle' friends may griev 


And he above them all, no truly proved 
A friend and brother, long and juetly loved, 

There is no living wight, of woman born, 

Who then shall mourn for me as thou wilt mourn. 

Thou ardent, liberal spirit! quickly feeling 
The touch of sympathy, and kindly dealing 
With sorrow or distress, for ever sharing 
The unhoarded mite, nor for to-morrow caring— 
Accept, dear Agnes, on thv natal day, 

An unadorned, but not a careless lay. 

Nor think this tribute to thy virtues yaid 
From tardy love proceeds, though long delayed. 

Words of affection, howsoe’er expressed. 

The latest spoken still are deemed the best; 

Few arc the measured rhymes 1 now may write; 

These are, perhaps, the last I shall indite. 

WILLIAM KNOX. 

William Knox, a young poet of considerable ta¬ 
lent, who lied in Edinburgh in 1825, aged thirty-six, 
was author of The Lonely Hearth; Sony* of Israel; The 
Harp of Zion, &t\ Sir Walter Scott thus mentions 
Knox in his diary:— 4 His father was a respectable 
yeoman, and lie himself succeeding to good farms 
under the Duke of Buceleuch, liecame too soon his 
own master, and plunged into dissipation and ruin. 
His talent then showed itself in a fine strain of 
* jHmsive poetry.’ Knox b jK-nt his latter years in 
j Edinburgh, under his father's roof, and, amidst all 
’ his errors, was ever admirably faithful to the dotnes- 
j tie affections a kind and respectful son, and an 
! attached brother. He experienced on several occa- 
! sions substantial proofs of that generosity of Scott 
! towards his less fortunate brethren, which might 
i have redeemed his infinite superiority in Envy's 
I own bosom. It was also remarkable of Knox, that, 
] from the force of early impressions of piety, he was 
| able, in the very midst of the most deplorable dissi¬ 
pation, to command his mind at intervals to the 
coHipoidtinn of verses alive with sacred tire, and 
breathing of Scriptural simplicity and tenderness. 
The feelings of tin* poet's heart, at a particular 
crisis of his family history, arc truly expressed in 
the two first of the following specimens 


\Opr,liu>} <■/ tit ‘ Sou'p of 

Harp »*f Zion, pure ami holv. 

Pride of Judah’* eastern land, 

May a child of guilt and folly 
Strike thee with a feeble hand t 
May I to my bosom take thee. 

Trembling from the prophet’s touch. 
Ami with throbbing heart awake thee 
To the strains I love so much t 

l have loved thy thrilling numbers. 

Since the dawn of childhood’s day ; 
Since a mother soothed my slumbers 
With the cadence of thy lay ; 

Since a little blooming sister 

Clung with transjK»rt round my knee. 
And my glowing spirit blessed her 
With a blessing caught from thee ! 

Mother—sister—both arc sleeping 
Where no heaving hearts respire, 
Whilst the eve of age is creeping 
Hound the widowed spouse and sire. 

He and his, amid their sorrow, 

Find enjoyment in thy strain; 

Harp of Zion, let me borrow 
Comfort from thy chorda again ! 

453 
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TILL THE PRESENT TIME. 


[Conclusion of the 1 Songs of Israel:'] 

My song hath closed, the holy dream 
That raised my thoughts o er all below. 
Hath faded like the lunar beam, 

And left me ’mid a night of wo— 

To look and long, and sigh in vain 
For friends I ne’er shall meet again. 

And yet the earth is green and gay; 

And yet the skies are pure and bright; 
But, ’mid $gch gleam of pleasure gay. 

Some cloud of sorrow dims my sight: 

For weak is now the tenderest tongue 
That might my simple songs have sung. 

And like Gilead’s drops of balm, 

They for a moment soothed my breast; 

But earth hath not a power to calm 
My spirit in forgetful rest, 

Until 1 lay me side by side 

With those that loved me, and have died. 

They died—and this a world of wo, 

Of anxious doubt and chilling fear; 

I wander onward to the tomb, 

With scarce a hope to linger here: 

But with a prospect to rejoin 

The friends beloved, that once were mine. 

Dirge <f Undid. 

[Genesis, xxxv. 19.] 

And Rachel lies in l'phrath’s land, 

Beneath her lonely oak of weeping ; 

With mouldering heart and withering hand, 
The sleep of death for ever sleeping. 

The spring comes smiling down the rule, 

The lilies and the roses bringing; 

But Rachel never more shall hail 
The flowers that in the world are springing. 

The summer gives his radiant day, 

And Jewish flumes the dance are treading ; 
But Rachel on her couch of clay, 

Sleeps all unheeded and unheeding. 

The autumn’s ripening sunbeam shines. 

And reapers to the field is calling ; 

But Rachel's voice no longer joins 
The choral song at twilight’s falling. 

The winter sends his drenching shower. 

And sweeps his howling blast around her; 
But earthly storms possess no power 

To break the slumber that hath bound her. 

A Virtuous Woman. 

[Proverbs, xii. 4.] 

Thou askest what hath changed my heart, 
And where hath fled my youthful folly ? 

I tell thee, Tamar’s virtuous art 
Hath made my spirit holy. 

Her eye—as soft and blue as even, 

When day and night are calmly meeting— 
Beams on my heart like light from heaven, 
And purifies its beating. 

The accents fall from Tamar’s lip 

Like dewdrops from the rose-leaf dripping. 
When honey-bees all crowd to sip, 

And cannot cease their sipping. 

The shadowy blush that tints her cheek, 

For ever coming—ever going. 

May well the spotless fount bespeak 
That seta the stream allowing. 


Her song comes o’er my thrilling breast 

Even like the harp-string's holiest measures, 
When dreams tho soul of lands of rest 
And everlasting pleasures. 

Then ask not what hath changed my heart, 

Or where hath fled my youthful folly— 

1 tell thee, 'Tamar’s virtuous art 
Hath made my spirit holy. 


THOMAS PRINGLE. 

Thomas Pringle was born in Roxburghshire in 
1788. He was concerned in the establishment of 
Blackwood’s Magazine, and was author of Scenes of 
Tcviotdale , Fphcmcridvs , and other poems, all of 
which display flue feeling and a cultivated taste. 
Although, from lameness, ill fitted for r. life of 
roughness or hardship, Mr l’ringle, with his father, 
and several brothers, emigrated to the Cape of Good 
Hope in the year 18*J0, and there estaolished a little 
township or settlement named Glen Lyndon. The 
p<H’t afterwards removed to CajKjjrown, the capital; 
but, wearied with his Oaflrcland exile, and dis¬ 
agreeing with the governor, he returned to Eng¬ 
land, and subsisted by his pen. 1,1c was sour time 
editor of the literary annual, entitled Friendships 
Offering. His services were also engaged by the 
African Society, as secretary to that body, a situ¬ 
ation which he continued to hold until within a 
few months of his death. In the discharge of its 
duties he evinced a spirit of active humanity, and 
an ardent love of the cause to which he was de¬ 
voted. liis last work was a series of African 
Sketches, containing an interesting personal narra¬ 
tive, intorsjHTsed with verse. Mr Pringle died on 
the 5th of December 1834. 


Afar in the Desert. 

Afur in the Desert I love to ride, 

With the silent Budibov alone by my side : 

When the sorrows of life the s»ml o’ereast, 

And, sick of the present, I turn to the past ; 

And the eye is suffused with regretful tears. 

From the ‘fond recollections of former years; 

And the shadows of things that have long since fled, 
Flit over the brain like the ghosts of the dead — 

Bright visions of glory vanished t*n» soon— 
Day-dreams that departed ere t.ntihondV noon— 
Attachments by fate or by falsehood reft— 

Companions of early flays lost or left— 

And my Native Land! whose magical name 
Thrills to inv heart like electric flame ; 

The home of my childhood—the haunts of my prime; 
All the passions and scenes of that rapturous time, 
When the feelings we^e young and the world was new, ; 
hike the fresh bowers of Paradise opening to view ! 1 

All—all now forsaken, forgotten, or gone ; ■ 

And I, a lone exile, remembered of none. 

My high aims abandoned, and good acts undone— ' 

Aweary of all that is under the sun ; \ 

With that sadness of heart which no stranger may 1 
scan, j 

I fly to the Desert afar from man. 

Afar in the Desert I love to ride, ! 

W ith the silent Bush-boy alone by my tide ; 

When the wild turmoil of this wearisome life, 

With its scenes of oppression, corruption, and strife ; 
The proud man’s frown, and the base man's fear; 

And the scomer’s laugh, and the sufferer's tear: 

And malice, and meanness, and falsehood, and lolly. 
Dispose me to musing and dark melancholy ; 

Wken my bosom is full, and my thoughts are high. 
And my soul is sick with the bondman's sigh — 
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Oh, then! there is freedom, and joy, and pride, 

Afar in the Desert alone to ride! 

There in rapture to vault on tho champing steed, 
And to hound away with the eagle’s speed, 

With the death-fraught firelock in my hand 
(The only law of the Desert land); 

Hut f tiH not the innocent to destroy, 

For 1 hate the huntsman’s savage joy. 

Afar iu the Desert I love to ride, 

With tho silent Hush-boy alone by my side; 

Away—away from tho dwellings of men, 

Ry the wild deer’s haunt, and the buluihi’s glen ; 

By valleys remote, when.* the oribi plays ; 

Where the gnoo, the gazelle, and the hurtchccst graze 
And tho gernsbok and eland unlimited recline 
By the skirts of gray forests o’ergmwn with wild vim 
And the elephant browses at peace in his wood ; 

And the river-horse gambols unscared in the flood ; 
And the mighty rhinoceros wallows at will 
In tlic"*47< v, whtTe the wild ass is drinking his fill. 

Afar in the D« sort I love to ride, 

With the silent Rush-bov alone bv my side: 

O’er the brown Karroo where the Ideating rrv 
Of the Kpringbok’s fawn sounds plaintively ; 

Where the zebra wantonly tosses his inane, 

In fields seldom freshened by moisture or rain ; 

And the stately koodoo exultinglv bounds, 
Undisturbed by the bay of tin* hunter's Iwunds ; 
And the timorous quagha’s wild whistling neigh 
Is heard by the brak fountain fur away ; 

And the fleet-footed ostrich oxer the waste 
Speeds like a horseman who travels in haste; 

And the vulture in circles wheels high overhead, 
Greedy to scent and t«» gorge on the dead ; 

And the grisly wolf, and (lie shrieking jackal, 

Howl for their prey at the evening fall ; 

And the fiend-like laugh »>f hyenas grim, 

Fearfully startles the twilight dim. 

Afar in the lhssert l love to ride. 

With the silent Rush-bov alone bv my side : 

Away—away in the wilderness vast. 

Where the white man's foot hath never passed, 

And the quivered Korauna or Reohuan 
Hath rarely crossed with his roving clan : 

A region of emptiness, howling and drear. 

Which man lwth abandoned ^m famine and 
Which the snukc # at!#«4ho lizard inhabit alone. 

And the bat flitting forth from his old hollow 
Where p*ass, m.r herb, nor shrub takes root. 

Save poisonous thorns that pierce tho foot: 

And the bitter melon, for food and drink. 

Is the pilgrim’s fare, by the Salt Lake’s brink 
A region of drought, where no river glides, 

Nor rippling brook with osiered sides ; 

Nor reedy pool, nor mossy foun&iti, 

Nor shady tree, nor cloud-capped mountain. 

Arc found — to refresh the aching eye : 

Rut the barren earth and the burning sky. 

And the black horizon round and round, 

Without a living sight or sound, 

Tell to the heart, in its pensive mood. 

That this is—Nature’s Solitude. 

And hero—while the night-winds round me sigh. 
And the stars bum bright in the midnight akv, 

As I sit apart by the cave rued stone, 

Like Elijah at Horeb’s cave alone. 

And feel as a moth in the Mighty Hand 
That spread the heavens and heaved the laud— 

A 4 ftiil Rtiiftll voice’ comes through the wild 
(Like a father consoling his fretful child). 

Which banishes bitterness, wrath, and fear— 
Saying * Mon is distant, but God is near V 


ROBERT MONTGOMERY. 

The Rev. Robert Montgomery has obtained a 
mirnerous circle of readers and admirers. His works. 
The Omnipresence of the Deity , Satan , Lather^ 8c c., 
display great command of poetical language and 
fluent versification, but are deficient in originality 
I and chasteness of style. The literary labours of 
| Mr Montgomery seem to have been wholly devoted 
to the service of religion, of the truths of which he 
is an able and eloquent expounder in the pulpit. 

[Du n'tjJion of a Muuiar./^ 

! Down yon romantic dale, where hamlets few 
Arrest the summer pilgrim’s pensive view—• 

The village wonder, and the widov N joy— 

Dwell* the poor mindless, pale-fa*-ed maniac boy : 

He lives and breathes, and roli* his vacant eye, 

To greet the glowing faneir* of the sky ; 

Rut on his cheek unmeaning shade* of wo 
i Reveal the withered thoughts that sleep below! 

A soulless thing, a spirit of the woods, 

He love** to commune with the * : ebb and floods : 
Sometime?* along the woodland'# winding glade, 

He starts, and smiles upon his pallid shade; 

Or scolds with idiot threat the roaming wind. 

Rut rebel music to the ruined mind ! 

< »r on tin* shell-strewn beach delighted strays, 

Flaying hi- lingers in the noontide rays; 

, And when tin* sca-wate** swell their hollow roar, 

He counts the billows plunging to the shore ; 

And oft beneath the gbmnu r of the moon, 

He eh ants *01110 wild arid melancholy tune; 

Till o’er his -off-ning features seems to pluv 
A shadowy gleam of mind's reluctant -way. 

Thus, like a living dream, apart from men, 

From morn to eve he haunts the wood and glen ; 

But round him, mv.r him, wheresoe’er be rove, 

A guardian angel tracks him from above! 

Nor harm from flood or fen shall e'er destroy 
Tin- mazy wanderings of the maniac l*oy. 

f The Starry /havens.] 

Ye quenchless stars ! so eloquently bright, 

Untroubled sentries of the shadowy night, 

While half the world is lapped in downy dreams, 

And round the lattice creep your midnight beam-, 
How sweet to gaze upon your placid eyes, 

In lamlwnt beauty looking from the skies! 

And when, oblivious of the world, we stray 
At dead of night along some noiseless way, 

How the heart mingles with the moonlit hour. 

As if the starry heavens suffused a power! 

Full in her dreamy light, the moon presides, 

Shrined in a halo, mellowing as she rides ; 

And far around, the forest and the stream 
Rathe in the l*eauty of her emerald beam ; 
i The lulled winds, too, are sleeping in their caves, 

I No stormv murmur* roll upon the waves ; 

Nature is hushed, as if her works adored, , 

Stilled by the presence of her living Lord! 
i And now, while through the ocean-mantling haze 
j A dizzy chain of yellow lustre plays, 

I And moonlight love liness hath veiled the land, 
i Go, stranger, muse thou by the wave-worn strand : 
Centuries have glided o’er the balanced earth, 
Mvriads have blessed, and myriads cursed their birth ; 
Still, yon sky-beacons keep a dimless glare. 

Unsullied as the God who throned them there! 
Though swelling earthquakes heave the astounded 
world, 

And king and kingdom from their pride arc hurled, 
Sublimely calm, they run their bright career, 

Unheed ful of the storms and changes here. 

We want no hymn to hear, or pomp to see, 

For all a room! is deep divinity 1 




FROM 17 


CYCLOPEDIA OF 


TILL TUK PR1C8KNT TTMK.' 


[ Picture of iriii*.] 

t irit of light and life ! when battle rear# 

!r fiery brow and her terrific spears ; 

When red-mouthed cannon to the clouds uproar, 

1 And gasping thousands make their beds in gore, 

| While on the billowy bosom of the air 
Roll the dead notes of anguish and despair! 

Unseen, thou walk’st upon the smoking plain. 

And hear’st each groan that gurgles from the slain! 

List! war-pea^ thunder on the battle-field ; 

And many a hand grasps firm the glittering shield, 
As on, with helm and plume, the warriors come, 

And the glad hills repeat their stormy drum ! 

And now are seen the youthful and the gray, 

With bosoms firing to partake the fray; s 
The first, with hearts that consecrate tin* deni. 

All eager rush to vanquish or to bleed ! 

Like young waves racing in the morning sun, 

That rear and leap with reckless furv on ! 

But mark von war-worn man, who looks on hmh. 
With thought and valour mirrored in his eye ! 

Not all the gory revels of the day 
Can fright the vision of his home away ; 

The home of love, and its associate -mile", 

His wife’s endearment, and his baby's wiles: 

Fights he less brave through recollected bibs, 

With step retreating, or with sword remi>- ! 

Ah no! remembered home’s the warrior’s charm. 
Speed to his sword, and vigour to his arm ; 

For this he supplicates the god afar, 

Fronts the steeled foe, and mingles in the war ! 

The cannon’s hushed !—nor drum, nor clarion sound ; 
Helmet and hauberk gleam upon the ground ; 
Horseman and horse lie weltering in their gore ; 
Patriots are dead, and heroes dare n<> more ; 

While solemnly the moonlight shrouds the plain, 

And lights the lurid features of the slain ! 

And see! on this rent mound, where daisies sprung, 

A battle-steed beneath his rider flung; 

Oh ! never more lie’ll rear with fierce delight, 

Roll his red eves, and rully for the tight ! 

Pale on his bleeding breast the warrior lies, 

While from his rutiled lids the white swelled eyes 
Ghastly and grimly stare upon the skies! 

j Afar, with bosom bared unto the breeze, 

| White lips, and glaring eyes, and shivering knee", 

A widow o’er her martyred soldier moans. 

Loading the night-wind with delirious groans ! 

Her blue-eyed babe, unconscious orphan he ! 

So sweetly prattling in his cherub glee. 

Leers on his lifeless sire with infant wile, 

And plays and plucks him for a parent's smile ! 

But who, upon the battle-wasted plain. 

Shall count the faint, the gasping, and the slain 1 
Angel of Mercy! ere the blood-fount chill, 

And the brave heart be spiritless and still, 

Amid the havoc thou art hovering nigh, 

To calm each groan, and close each dying eye, 

And waft the spirit to that halcyon shore, 

Where war’s loud thunders lash the winds no more! 

Lost Feelings. 

Oh ! weep not that our beauty w ears 
Beneath the wings of Time ; 

That age o’erclouds the brow with cares 
That once was raised sublime. 

Oh ! weep not that the beamless eye 
, No dumb delight can speak ; 

. And fresh and fair no longer lie 
Joy-tints upon the cheek. 


No! w'eep not that the ruin-trace 
Of wasting time is seen, 

Around the form and in the face 
Where beauty’s bloovn lias been. 

But mourn the inward wreck we feel 
As hoary years depart, 

And Time’s effacing fingers steal 
Young feelings from the heart! 

WILLIAM HKHIlF.itT. 

The Hon. and Ki:v. William IIlkbekt published 
in 1806 a scries of translations from the Norse, 
Italian, Spanish, and Portuguese. Those from the 
Norse, or lcelandie tongue, w ere generally admired, 
and the author was induced to venture on an origi¬ 
nal poem founded on Scandinavian history and 
manners. The work was untitled ILUjiiy and was 
published in Its 13. We extract a few lines descrip¬ 
tive of a northern spring, bursting out at once into 
verdure:— 

Yestreen the mountain's rugged brow 
Was mantled o’er with dreary snow; 

The sun set red behind the bill. 

And every breath of wind was still ; 

But ere he rose, the southern blast 
A veil o’er heaven's blue arch had cast ; 

Thick rolled the cloud", and genial rain 
Poured the wide deluge o’er the plain. 

Fair glens and verdant \ales appear, 

And warmth awakes the budding year. 

O 'tis the touch of fairy hand 

That wakes the spring of northern land ! 

It warms not there by slow degrees, 

With changeful pulse, the uncertain breeze; 

But sudden on the wondering sight 
Bursts forth the beam of living light, 

And instant lenlure springs around. 

And magic flowers bedeck the ground. 

Returned from regions far away, 

The red-winged throstle pours his lay ; 

The soaring snipe salutes the spnng, 

While the breeze whistles through hi* wing; 
And, as he hails the inciting snows, 

The heathcock claps his wings and crows. 

After a long interval of silence Mr HerlxTt came 
forward in 1838 with an epic [mmsui entitled Attila , 
founded on the establishment of ( hristiunitv by 
the discomfiture of V*e migbtv attempt of the 
Gothic king to establish a ne<antiehristian dynasty 
upon the wreck of the temporal power of Rome at 
the end of the term of 1200 years, to which its 
duration had been limited by the foreboding* of the 
heathens. 

M usings on f'tfmitg. 

[From * Attilft.'J 

How oft, at midnight, have I fixed my gaze 
Upon the blue unclouded firmament, 

With thousand spheres illumined ; each perchance 
The powerful centre of revolving worlds ! 

Until, by strange excitement stirred, the mind 
Hath longed for dissolution, so it might bring 
Knowledge, for which the spirit is athirst, 

Open the darkling stores of hidden time, 

And show the'marvel of eternal things, 

Which, in the bosom of immensity, 

Wheel round the God of nature*. Vain desire! 

* » * 

Enough 

To work in trembling my salvation here. 

Waiting thy summons, stem mysterious Power, 

Who to thy silent malm hast called away 
All those whom nature twined around n»y heart 
• Jh my fond infancy, and left me here 
1 Denuded of their love l 

4oG 
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EBENE2EE ELLIOTT. 


Whore are ye 'gone, 

And shall we wake from the long sleep of death, 

To know each other, conscious of the ties 
That linked our souls together, and draw down 
The secret dewdrop on my cheek, whene'er 
I turn unto the past? or will the change 
That comes to all renew the altered spirit 
To other thoughts, making the strife or love 
Of short mortality a shadow past, 

Kqual illusion ? Father, whose strong mind 

Was my support, whose kindness as the spring 

Which never tarries! Mother, of all forms 

That smiled upon my budding thoughts, most dear! J 

Blithers ! and thou, mine only sister ! gone 

To the still grave, making the memory 

Of all my earliest time a thing wiped out, 

Save from the glowing spot, which lives as fresh 
In my heart's core ns when we ln*t in joy 
Were gathered round the blithe paternal board ! 
Where are ye i Must your kindred «pirit<i sleep 
For n...ay a thmeuind years, till b\ the trump 
Housed to new being { Will old a flection* then 
Hum inwardly, or all our loves gone by ! 

Seem but a speck up«fn the roll of time, 

ITiworthy our regard f This is too b ird 
For inorlals to unravel, nor has He 
Vouchsafed a cine tf> man, who bade us tru>t 
To Him our weakness, and we r-hnll wake up 
After His likeness, and be sati-tied. 

FIIKNHZKU KM.IOTT. 

Evip.NF.ZK.il Em.iott, sprung from the manufac¬ 
turing |iws>r of England, and early accustomed to toil 
and privation, derived, like ( lare, a love of poetry 
from the perusal of Thomson. Hi ing thrown among 
a town jMipulution, be became a politicinn, and im¬ 
bibed opinions rarely found among the p* asantry. 



Kbcnexcr HU it at. 


He has follow ed Grabbu in depicting the condition of 
the poor as miserable and oppressed, traeing most of 
the evils he deplores to the social and political in¬ 
stitutions of his country. The laws relating to the 
importation of corn have been denounced by Elliott 
as specially afflictive of the people, and this he has 
done with a fervour of manner and a harshness of 
phraseology, which ordinary minds feel as repulsive, 
even while acknowledged as flowing from the offended 
benevolence of the poet. 


For thee, my country, thee, do I perform. 

Sternly, the duty of a man born free, 

Heedless, though ass, and wolf, and venomous worm, 
Shake ears and fangs, with brandished bray, at me. 

Fortunately the genius of Elliott has redeemed 
his errors of taste : his delineation of humble virtue 
and affection, and his descriptions of English scenery, 
are excellent. lie writes from genuine feelings and 
impulses, and often rises into pure sentiment and 
eloquence. The Corn-I.aw f Rhymer, as he has been 
called, was born in 1781 at Masbrmmh, a village 
near Sheffield. He has passed an industrious youth 
and middle age in a branch of the well known manu¬ 
factures of his native district, from which manual 
toil was not in his case excluded ; and he now enjoys 
the comparatively easy circumstances merited by 
his labours as well as his genius. 

To the. JlrcuhbU Fhnt'fr. 

Thy fruit full well the schoolboy knows, 

Wih! bramble* of the brake! 

So put thou forth thy small white rose; 

I love it for his sake. 

Though woodbines flaunt and rones glow 
O’er all tim fragrant bowers, 

Thou needst not be ashamed to show 
Thy satin-threaded flowers; 

For dull the eye, the heart is dull, 

That cannot feel how fair, 

Amid all beauty l**uutiful, 

Thy tender blossoms are! 

IIow delicate thy gau/> frill! 

How rich thy branchy stem! 

How soft thy voice when wood# are still, 

And thou sing’st hymns to them ; 

While silent showers are falling slow*, 

And ’mid the general hush, 

A sweet air lifts the little bough. 

Lone whispering through the bush! 

The primrose to the grave is gone ; 

The hawthorn flower is dead ; 

The violet bv the mossed gray stone 
Hath laid her weary head ; 

But thou, wild bramble ! back dost bring 
In all their beauteous power. 

The fresh green days of life’s fair spring. 

And boyhood’s blossomy hour. 

Scorned bramble of the brake ! once more 
Thou bidd'st me be a boy, 

To gad with thee the woodlands o’er, 

In freedom aiul in joy. 

The Excursion . 

Bone-wearv, many-ehilded, trouble-tried ! 

Wife of my bosom, wedded to inv soul! 

Mother of nine that live, and two that died! 

This day, drink health from nature’# mountain bowl; 
Nay, why lament the doom which mock# control ! 

The buried art* not lost, but gone before. 

Then dry thy tears, and see the river roll 
i O'er rocks, that crowned yon time-dark heights of yore. 
Now, tyrant like, dethroned, to crush the weak no more. 

j The young are with us vet, and we with them : 
j O thank the Lord for all he gives or takes — 

The withered bud, the living flower, or gem ! 

And he will bless us when the world forsakes ! 

I.o! where thy fisher-bom, abstracted, takes, 

With his fixed eyes, the trout he cannot sec! 

Lo! starting from hi# earnest dream, he wakes ! 

While our glad Fanny, with raised foot and knee, 
Bears down at Noe's side the bloom-bowed hawthorn 
tree. 
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X>ear children I when the flowers are full of bees ; 
When sun-touched blossoms shed their fragrant snow; 
When song speaks like a spirit, from the trees 
Whose kindled greenness hath a golden glow’; 

When, clear as music, rill and river flow’, 

With trembling hues, all changeful, tinted o’er 
By that bright pencil which good spirits know 
Alike in earth and heaven—’lis sweet, once more, 
Above the sky-tinged hills to see the storm-bird soar. 

’Tis passing sweet to wander, free as air, 

Blithe truants in the bright and breeze-blessed day, 
Far from the ’iown—where stoop the sons of care 
O'er plans of mischief, till their souls turn gray, 

And dry as dust, and dead-alive are the)’— 

Of all self-buried things the most unblessed: 

: 0 Morn ! to them no blissful tribute pay! 
j 0 Night’s long-courted slumbers ! bring no rest 
i To men w’ho laud man’s foes, and deem the basest 
best! 

; God ! would they handcuff thee ? and, if they could 
Chain the free air, that, like the daisy, goes 
i To every field ; and bid the warbling wood 
I Exchange no music with the willing rose 
For love-sweet odours, where the woodbine blows 
And trades with every cloud, and every beam 
Of the rich sky ! Their gods are bonds and blows. 
Rocks, and blind shipwreck ; and they lute the 
stream 

That leaves them still behind, and mocks their change¬ 
less dream. 

They know ye not, ye flowers that welcome me, 

Thus glad to meet, by trouble parted long! 

They never saw ye—never may they see 
; Your dewy beauty, when the throstle’s song 
! Floweth like starlight, gentle, calm, and strong! 

Still, Avarice, starve their souls ! still, lowest Pride, 
Make them the meanest of the basest throng! 

And may they never, on the green hill’s side. 

Embrace a chosen flower, and love it as a bride! 

Blue Eyebright!* loveliest flower of all that grow 
In flower-loved England ! Flower, whose hedge-side 
gaze 

Is.like an infant’s! What heart doth not know 
Thee, clustered smiler of the bank ! where plays 
The sunbeam with the emerald snake, and stray > 

The dazzling rill, companion of the road 
Which the lone bard most loveth, in the days 
When hope and love art* young ? () come abroad. 

Blue Eyebright! and this rill shall woo the'* with an 
■ ode. 

j Awake, blue Eyebright, while the singing wave 
) Its cold, bright, beauteous, soothing tribute drops 
I From many a gray rock’s foot and dripping cave ; 

! While yonder, lo, the starting stone-chat hop**! 

While here the cottar’s cow its sweet fond crops ; 
While black laced ewes and Iambs are bleating there ; 
And, bursting through the briers, the wild ass stops--- 
i Kicks at the strangers—then turns round to stare— 

| Then lowers his large red ears, and shakes his long 
dark hair. 

[Pieftn't* of Native Grain*. J 

0 faithful love, by poverty embraced ! 

Thy heart is fire, amid a wintry waste; 

Thy joys are roses, born on Ileela’s brow; 

Thy home is Eden, warm amid the snow ; 

And she, thy mate, when coldest blows the storm, 
Clings then most fondly to thy guardian form ; 

E’en as thy taper gives in tensest light, 

When o’er thy bowed roof darkest falls the night. 

Oh, if thou e’er hast wronged her, if thou e’er* 

From those mild eyes hast caused one bitter tear 

* The Goornnniler Fpcrdwcl 1 . 


To flow unseen, repent, and sin no more! 

For richest gems compared with her, are poor; 

Gobi, weighed against her heart, is light—is vile; 
And when thou sufferest, who shall see her smile? 
Sighing, ye wake, and sighing, sink to sleep. 

And seldom smile, without fresh cause to weep; 
(Scarce dry the pebble, by the wave dashed o’er, 
Another comes, to wet it as before) ; 

Yet while in gloom your freezing day declines, 

How fair the wintry sunbeam when it shines! 

Your foliage, where no summer leaf is seen, 

Sweetly embroiders earth’s white veil with green ; 

And your broad branches, proud of storm-tried 
strength, 

Stretch to the winds in sport their stalwart length, 
And calmly wave, beneath the darkest hour, 

The ice born fruit, the frost-defying flower. 

Let luxury, sickening in profusion « chair, 

Unwisely pamper his unworthy heir, 

And, while he feeds him. blush and tremble toy.* 

Put love and labour, blush not, fear not you C 
Your children (splinters from the mountain’s side). 
With rugged hands, shall for themselves provide. 
Parent of valour, cast away thy fear! 

Mother of imm, be proud without a tear! 

While round your hearth the wo-yursed virtu ■.< more, 
And all that manliness can ask of love ; 

Remember Hogarth, and abjure despair; 

Remember Arkwright, and the peasant Clare. 

Burns, o’er the plough, sung sweet his wood-notes wild, 
And richest Shakspcarc was a poor man’s child. 

Sire, green in age, mild, patient, toil-inured, 

Endure thine evils a** tln>u hast endured. 

Behold thy wedded daughter, and rejoice! 

Hour hope's sweet accents in a grandchild’s* Voice! 

See freedom’s bulwarks in thy sons arise, 

I And Hampden, Ku^dl, Sidney, in their eyes! 

! And should some new Napoleon's curse subdue 
All hearths but thine, let him behold them too, 

And timely *diun a deadlier Waterloo. 

Northumbrian vale*! ye saw, in silent pride, 

The pensive brow of Jowly Akensjde, 

When, poor, yet learned, hi* wandered young and free. 
And felt within the strong divinity. 

Scones of his youth, where lir*t he wooed the Nino, 

His smirit still is wilii you, vales of Tyne! 

As wTicfi he breathed, your blue-belled paths along, 
The soul of Plato into Briti-h song. 

Bom *m a lowly hut Ait infant slept,' 

Hreamiul in sleep, and. sUvp7f?;U»unih d or wept: 
Silent the youth—the man was grave and sh) : 

His parents loved to watch Ids wondering eye: 
i Ami lo! he waved a prophet’s hand, and gave, 

When* the winds soar, a pathway to the wave ! 

From hill to hill bade air hung rivers stride, 

And flow through mountains with a conqueror’# pride: 
O’er grazing herds, ! rhips suspended sail, 

And Brindley’s praise hath wings in every gale! 

The worm came up t«» drink the welcome shower; 
The redbreast (piaffed the raindrop in the bower; 

The flaskoring duck through freshened lilies swam ; 
The bright roach took the fly below the dam ; 

Ramped the glad celt, and cropped the pensile spray; 
No more in dust uprose the sultry way ; 

The lark was in the cloud ; the woodbine hung 
More sweetly o’er the* chaffinch while he sung ; 

And the wild rose, from every dripping hush, 

Beheld on sil very Sheaf the mirrored blush ; 

When calmly seated on his panniered a**, 

Where travellers hear the steel hiss as they pawl, 

A miikfiov, sheltering from the transient storm, 
Chalked, on the grinder’s wall, an infant’s form ; 

\ oung ( hunt rev smiled ; no critic praised or blamed ; 
And golden promise smiled, and thus exclaimed :— 

^ ‘ < Jo, child of genius ! rich be thine increase ; 

Go- - be the Phidias of the second Greece I* 

458 




POETS. 


ENGLISH LITERATURE. 


MRS NORTON. 


[Apostrojihe to Futurity."] 

Ye rocks! ye elements! thou shoreless main, 

In whose blue depths, worlds, ever voyaging, 

Freighted with life and death, of fate complain. 
Things of immutability ! ye bring 
Thoughts that with terror and with sorrow wring 
The human breast. Unchanged, of sad decay 
And deathless change ye speak, like prophets old, 
Foretelling evil’s ever-present day ; 

And as when Horror lays his finger cold 
Upon the heart in dream*, appal the bold. 

O tiiou Futurity ! our hope and dread, 

Ijct me unveil thy features, fair or foul! 

Thou who shalt see the grave utiteuanted. 

And commune with the re-embodied soul! 

Tell me thy secrets, ere thv ages roll 
Their deedsf that yet shall be on earth, in heaven, 
And in deep hell, where rabid hearts with pain 
Must nurge their plagues, and learn to he forgiven f 
Show ind^the beauty that shall fear no stain, 

And still, through uge-long years, unchanged remain 
As one who dreads to^jaise the pallid sheet 
Which shrouds the beautiful and tranquil face 
That yet can smile, hut never more -hall meet, 

With khges warm, by* ever fond embrace ; 

So I draw nigh to thee, with timid pace, 

And tremble, though 1 long to lift thy >eil. 

A Port'* Prayer, 

Almighty Father ! let thy lowly child. 

Strung in his love of truth, he wisely bold — 

A patriot hard, hv sycophant* reviled, 

],et him live usefully, and not die old ! 
lyet poor men’s children, pb-a-wd to lead his 
Love, tor his sake, the scene* whore hr hath hern. 

And when he ends his pilgrimage of day*, 
lx*t him bo buried where the gra*- is green. 

Where da Lies, blooming earliest, linger late 
To hear the bee hi* busy note prolong ; 

There let him slumber, and in peace await 
The dawning mom, far from the sensual throng, 

Who scorn the windflower’s blush, the redbreast's Ion oh 
»ong. 

miin Noirrov 

The family of Sheridan has Ix-on prolific of 
genius, and Miv* Norton, granddaughter of Richard 
Brinsley, has vvett w«.*lained # tl»e family honours. 
Caroline Fli/aNdh Surah Sheridan was, at the age of 
nineteen, married to the Honourable George Chappie 
Norton, brother to l>»rd Gmotley, and himself a 
police magistrate in London. This union was dis¬ 
solved in 1840, after Mrs Norton had Ihtm the ob¬ 
ject of suspicion and |H*r.seeuti«>n of the most painful 
description. In her seventeenth vear, this lady had 
composed her jxtem, The Sorrows Ihmltr ■, n pathetic 
•tory of village life. Her next work w as a poem 
founded on the ancient legend of the Wandering 
Jew, which she termed The Unifying One. A third 
volume api>eared from her pen in 1840, entitled 
The Dream, ami other Potms. * This lady,’ says a 
writer in the Quarterly Review, * is the Byron of 
our modern poetesses. She has very much of that 
intense personal passion by which Byron’s poetry is 
distinguished from the larger grasp anti deeper com¬ 
munion with man and nature of Wordsworth. She 
has also Byron’s beautiful intervals of tenderness, 
his strong practical thought, and his forceful ex¬ 
pression. It is not an artificial imitation, but a 
natural parallel.’ The truth of this remark, both 
ns to poetical and personal similarity of feeling, will 
he seen from the following impassioned verses, ad 
dressed by Mrs Norton to the lhichcss of Suther¬ 
land, to whom she has dedicated her poems. The 


simile of the swan flinging aside the * turbid drops* 
from her snowy wing is certainly worthy of 
Byron. 

[ To tJve Duchess of Sutherland.] 

Once more, my harp ! once more, although I thought 
Never to wake thy silent strings again, 

A wandering dream thy gentle chords have wrought, 
And my sad heart, which long hath dwelt in pain. 
Soars, like a wild bird from a cypress bough, 

Into the poet’s heaven, and leaves dull grief below! 

m 

And unto thee—the beautiful and pure— 

Whose lot is ca*t amid that busy world 
Where only sluggish liulness dwells secure, 

And Fancy's generous wing is faintly furled ; 

To thee—whose friendship kept its equal truth 
Through the mod dreary hour of my embittered 
youth — 

I dedicate the lay. Ah ! never hard, 

In days when poverty was twin with song; 

| Nor wandering harper, lonely and ill-starred, 

Cheered by some castle’s chief, and harboured long; 
! N<d Scott’s Last Minstrel, in his trembling lays, 

| Woke w itli a warmer heart the earnest meed of praise ! 

; For easy are the alms the rich man spares 
; To sons of (icirius, by misfortune bent; 

I But thou gav’st me, what woman seldom dares, 
i Belief in spite of many a cold dissent— 

\\ hen, slandered and maligned, 1 stood apart 
' From tho-e who**.* bounded power hath wrung, not 
erumed, iny heart. 

Thou, then, when canard* lied away my name. 

Ami seeded to see me feebly stem the tide; 

When some were kind on whom I had no claim. 

And some forsook on whom my love relied, 

And some, who might have battled for my sake. 
Stood off iii doubt to see what turn the world would 
take— 

Thou gav’st me that the poor do give the poor. 

Kind words and holy wishes, and true tears; 

The loved, the near of kin could do no more. 

Who changed not with the gloom of varying years. 
But clung the closer when 1 stood forlorn, 
j And blunted Slander’s dart with their indignant scorn. 

j For they who credit crime, an* they who feel 
! Their own hearts weak to unresisted sin ; 
i Memory, not judgment, prompts the thoughts which 
i steal 

< For minds like these, an easy faith to win ; 

And tales of broken tiuth are still believed 

Most rendih by tho*e who have themselves deceived. 

i 

■; But like a white swan down a troubled stream, 

Whose milling pinion hath the power to fling 
Aside the turbid drop* which darkly gleam 
* And mar the freshness of her snowy wing— 

; So thou, with queenly grace and gentle pride^ 

> Along the world’s dark waves in purity dost glide: 

Thv pale and pearly cheek was never made 
To crimson with a faint false-hearted shame; 

Thou didst not shrink—of bitter tongues afraid, 

Who hunt in packs the object of their blame ; 

To thee the sad denial still held true, 

For from thine own good thoughts thy heart its mercy 
drew. 

And though my faint and tributary rhymes 
Add nothing to the glory of thy day, 

Yet every poet hopes that after-times 
Shall set some value on his votive lay; 

And I would fain one gentle deed record. 

Among the many such with which thy life is stored* 
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i So when these lines, made in a mournful hour, 
j Are idly opened to the stranger’s eye, 

A dream of thee, aroused by Fancy’s power, 
j Shall be the first to wander floating by ; 

And they who never saw thy lovely face 
Shall pause, to conjure up a vision of its grace ! 

In The Winter's Walk , a poem written after wall 
with Mr Rogers the poet, Mrs Norton has the fol¬ 
lowing brief but graceful and picturesque lines . - 

Gleamed the red sun athwart the misty hazx* 

Which veiled the cold earth from its loving g:m\ 
Feeble and Sad as hope in sorrow's hour— 

But for thy soul it still had warmth and power; 

Not to its oheerless beauty wert thou blind ; 

To the keen eye of thy poetic miml 

Beauty still lives, though nature’s flowrets die, 

And wintry sunsets fade along the sky ! 

And nought escaped thee as we strolled along. 

Nor changeful ray, nor bird’s faint chirping song. 
Blessed with a fancy easily inspired, 

All was beheld, and nothing unadmired ; 

From the dim city to the clouded plain. 

Not one of all God’s blessings given in vain. 

The affectionate attachment of Rogers to Sherid 
in his last and evil days, is delicately touched ujum 
by the poetess:— 

And when at length lie laid his dying head 
On the hard rest of his neglected bod. 

He found (though few or none around him came 
Whom he had toiled for in his hour of fame -- 
Though by his prince unroyally forgot, 

And left to struggle with his altered lot) 

By sorrow weakened, by disease unnerved— 

Faithful at least the friend he had not served : 

For the same voice essayed that hour to cheer. 

Which now sounds welcome to his grandchild'* ear 
And the same hand, to aid that life's decline. 

Whose gentle clasp so late was linked in mine. 

[ Picture of Twifit/kt.] 

Oh, twilight! Spirit that dost render birth 
To dim enchantments; melting heaven with earth. 
Leaving on craggy hills and running streams 
A softness like the atmosphere of dream* ; 

Thy hour to all is welcome! Faint and sweet 
Thy light falls round the peasant’s homeward feet. 
Who, slow returning from hi* task of toil, 

Sees the low sunset gild the cultured soil, 

And, though such radiance round him brightly glov 
Marks the small spark his cottage-window throws. 

Still as his heart forestalls his weary pace. 

Fondly he dreams of each familiar face. 

Recalls the treasures of his narrow life— 

Hi* rosy children and his sunburnt wife. 

To whom his coming is the chief event 
Of simple days in cheerful labour spent. 

The rich man’s chariot hath gone whirling past. 

And these poor cottagers have only cast 
One careless glance on all that show of pride, 

Then to their tasks turned quietly aside; 

But him they wait for, him they welcome home. 

Fixed sentinels look forth to see him come ; 

The fagot sent for when the fire grew dim, 

The frugal meal nrepared, are all for him ; 

For him the watching of that sturdy boy, 

For him those smiles of tenderness and joy, 

For him — who plods his sauntering way along. 
Whistling the fragment of some village song? 

Dear art thou to the lover, thou sweet light, 

Fair fleeting sister of the mournful night! 

As in impatient hope he stands apart, 

Companioned only by his beating heart, 

And with an eager fancy oft beholds 
The vision of a white robe’s fluttering fold*. 


The Mother's Heart. 

When first thou earnest, gentle, shy, and fond, 

My eldest born, first hope, and dearest treasure, 
My heart received thee with a joy beyond 
All that it yet had felt of earthly pleasure ; 

Nor thought that any love again might be 
I So deep and strong as that I felt for thee. 

Faithful and true, with sense beyond thy years. 

And natural piety that leaned to heaven ; 

Wrung by a harsh word suddenly to tears. 

Yet patient of rebuke when justly given— 
Obedient, easy to be reconciled, 

And meekly cheerful—such wert thou, my child. 

Not willing to be left: still by my side 

Haunting my walks, while summer-day was dying; 
Nor leaving in thy turn ; but pleased to glide 
Through the dark room, where 1 was sadly lying; 
Or l*y the couch of pain, a sitter meek, 

Watch the dim eye, and kiss the feverish check. 

O boy-! of such as thou are oftenest made 
Earth’s fragile idol* ; like a lender flower, 

No strength in all thy fre>hness—prone to fade— 

And bending weakly to the thunder shower - 
Still round the loved, thy heart found force'fo bind, 
And dung like woodbine shaken in the wind. 

I Then thou, my merry love, bold in thy glee 
| Fuder the bough, or by the firelight dancing, 

■ With thy sweet temper and thy spirit free, 

j Didst come as restless as a bird's wing glancing, 

■ Full of a wild and irrepressible mirth, 

j Like a young sunbeam to the gladdened earth ! 

I Thine w-as the shout ! the snug! the burst of joy ! 
j \\ hich sweet from childhood’* rosy lip resoundeth ; 
j Thine was the eager spirit nought could dov 
j And the glad heart from which all grief reboundetii ; 

| And many a mirthful jest and mock reply 
Lurked in the laughter of thy dark-blue eye! 

! And thine was many an art to win and bless, 

I he cold and stern to joy and fondness warming; 
The coaxing smile- the frequent soft caress 

The earnest, tearful prayer all wrath disarming ! 
Again my heart a new affection found, 

Hut thought that love with time had reached its bound. 

At length thou earnest thou, the la*t and least. 
Nicknamed 4 the emperor’ bv thv laughing brothers. 
Because a haughty spirit swdrkx* thy breast, 

And thou didst seek to rule and swav the others; 
Mingling with every playful infant wile 
A mimic majesty that made us smile. 

And oh ! most like a regal child wert thou ! 

An eve of resolute and successful scheming. 

Fair shoulders, curling lip, and dauntless brow-. 

Fit for the world* strife, not for poet’s dreaming; 
And proud the lifting of thy stately head, 

And the firm bearing of thy conscious tread. 

Different from both ! yet each succeeding claim, 

I, that all other hive had been forswearing, 

Forthwith admitted, equal and the same; 

Nor injured either by this love’s comparing, 

Nor stole a fraction for the newer call, 

But in the mother’s heart found room for nil. 

wits HorniKV. 

Mrh Sorrnrv (Caroline Bowles) is one of the 
most pleasing and natural poetesses of the day. 
She has published various works — Ellen Fitzarthur 
( 1820 ), The Widow's Tale and other Poems ( 1822 ), 
r lhe Birthday and other Poems ( 1838 ), Solitary Hours 
(1839), &c. The following are excellent both in 
thought and versification :— 
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The Pauper *9 Deathbed. 

Tread softly—how the head— 

In reverent silence bow— 

No passing bell doth toll— 

Yet an immortal soul 
Is passing now. 

Stranger ! however great, 

With lowly reverence bow; 
There’s one in that poor shed — 

One by that paltry bed— 

(1 renter than thou. 

Beneath that beggar’s roof, 

Lo! Death doth keep bis state : 
Knter- no crowds attend— 

Enter no guards defend 
This puluec gate. 

That pavement damp and cold 
—kNo sntiling courtiers tread ; 

I hie silent woman stand- 
Lifting with eagre hands 
A dying head. 

No mingling \«»iees sound— 

* An infant wail-alone ; 

A sob suppressed—again 
That short deep gasp, and linn 

The parting groan. 

Oh ! change- oh ! wondrou- ehunge 
Bur-t are the prison bar- -- 
This moment then*, so low, 

So agonised, and now 
Be\ ond the star- ! 

< >h ! chan go- stupendous change ! 

There lies the soulless clod: 

The sun eternal break- — 

The new immortal wake** — 

Wakes with his < »*'d. 

M a rim r’w If •/in a. 

Launch ihv bark, mariner ! 

Christian, (rod -pce<l thee! 

I«et loose the rudder-hands-- 
Go««t angels lead thee ! 

Set thy nails warily, 

Tenfpests will 
Steer thy Tofu stead* \ ; 

Christian, steer home! 

Look to the weather-bow, 

Bn ukefs are round then ; 

Let fall the plummet now. 

Shallows may ground thee. 

Heel in the foresail, then* ! 

Hold the helm fast ? * 

So—let tin* v*>ssei wear - 
There swept the blast. 

* What of the night, watchman ! 

What of the night V 
‘Cloudy—all quiet— 

No land yet— aU’h right.* 

Be wakeful, be vigilant— 

Danger may be 
At an hour when all sccmeth 
Securest to thee. 

I low ! gains the leak so fast ! 

Clean out the hold— 

Hoist up thy merchandise, 

Heave out thy gold ; 

There—let the ingots go— 

Now the ah ip rights ; 

Hurra! the harbour** near- 
Do 1 the red light* 1 


Slacken not sail yet 
At inlet or island ; 

Straight for the beacon steer, 
Straight for the high land ; 
Crowd all thy can vans on, 

Cut through the foam— 
Christian ! cast anchor now— 
Heaven is thy home! 


ELIZABETH JJ. BARRETT. 

Miss Elizabeth Ik Rahiiett, a learned lady, lias 
published Prometheus Hound , a translation from the 
Greek of Kscbylus; and written tw > original works, 
'The Seraphim and other Poems ( 1838 ), and The 
/{amount of the Page. ( 1830 ). 


t orcjxr'si (/rare . 

It is a place where poets crowned 
May feel the heart’s decaying— 

It is a place where haj ,»v saints 
May weep amid their praying— 

Yet let the grief and humbleness, 

Ah low as silence languish ; 

Earth surely ir w may give her calm 
To whom she gave her angui-h. 

() poet* ! from a maniac's tongue 
Was jMairvd the deathless singing! 

O Chri.-tians! at your cross .»f hojH? 

A liojM'b-s- bund was clinging! 

U men! tliis man in brotherhood. 

Your weary paths beguiling, 

Groaned inly while he taught you peace. 
And died while ye wen* smiling. 

And now, what time ye all may read 
Through dimming tears his story— 

How discord on the mu-ie fell. 

And daikuess on the glory— 

And how, when, one by one, sweet hounds 
And wandering lights departed, 
lie won* no less a loving face. 

Because so broken-hearted. 

He shall be strong to sanctify 
The poet’s high vocation, 

And bow the meekest Christian down 
In meeker adoration ; 

Nor ever shall he be in praise 
By wise or good forsaken ; 

Named softly as the household name 
< if one whom God hath taken ! 

With sadness that is calm, not gloom, 

I learn to think upon him ; 

With meekness that is gratefulness, 

Un God, whose heaven hath won him. 
Who suffered once the madness-cloud 
Towards his love to blind him ; 

But gently led the blind along. 

Where breath and bird could find him ; 

And wrought within his shattered brain 
Such quick poetic senses. 

As hills have language for, and stars 
Harmonious influences! 

The pulse of dew upon the grass 
His own did calmly luimuer; 

And silent shallow from the trees 
Fell o'er him like a (dumber. 

The very world, by God’s constraint. 

From falsehood's chill removing, 

It* women and its men became 
Beside him true and loving! 
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And timid hares were drawn from woods 
To share his home-caresses, 

Uplooking in his human eyes, 

With sylvan tendernesses. 

But while in darkness he remained, 
Unconscious of the guiding. 

And things provided came without 
The sweet sense of providing, 

He testified this solemn truth, 

Though frenzy desolated— 

Nor man nor nature satisfy 
WhoKi only God created. ' 


MANY now ITT. 

This lady, the wife of William llowitt, an indus¬ 
trious miscellaneous writer, is distinguished for 
her happy imitations of the ancient ballad manner. 
In 1823 she and her husband published a volume of 
poems with their united names, and made the fol¬ 
lowing statement in the preface : ‘ The history 

of our poetical bias is simply what we believe, in 
reality, to be that of many others. Poetry has Kan 
our youthful amusement, and our increasing daily 
enjoyment in happy, and our solace in sorrowful 
hours. Amidst the vast and delicious treasures of j 
our national literature, we have revelled w ith grow¬ 
ing and unsatiated delight; and, at the same time, 
living chiefly in the quietness of the country, wo 
have watched the changing features of nature; we 
have felt the secret charm of those sweet hut unos¬ 
tentatious images which she is perpetually present¬ 
ing, and given full scope to those workings of the 
imagination and of the heart, which natural beauty 
and solitude prompt and promote. The natural 
result was the transcription of those images and 
scenes.’ 

A poem in this volume serves to complete a happy 
picture of studies pursued by a married pair in 
concert:— 

Away with the pleasure that is not partaken ! 

There is no enjoyment by one only ta’en : 

1 love in my' mirth to see gladness awaken 
On lips, and in eyes, that reflect it again. 

When we sit by the fire that so cheerily blazes 
On our cozy hearthstone, with its innocent glee, 

Oh ! how my soul warms, while my eye fondly gaze-, j 
To see my delight is partaken by thee! 

And when, as how often, I eagerly listen 

To stories thou read’st of the dear olden day, 

IIow delightful to see our eyes mutually gluten, 

Aud’feel that affection has sweetened the lav. 

Yes, love—and when wandering at even or morning, 
Through forest or wild, or by waves foaming white, 

I have fan m w Kauties the landscape adorning. 
Because I have seen thou wast glad in the sight. 

And how often in crowds, where a whisper offendeth, 
And we fain would express what there might not 
be said, 

How dear is the glance that none else comprehcndeth. 
And how sweet is the. thought that is secretly 
read! 

Then away with the pleasure that is not partaken! 

There is no enjoyment by one only ta’en : 

I love in my mirth to see gladness awaken 
On lips, and in eyes, that reflect it again. 

Mrs Jlowitfc again appeared before the world in 
1834, with a poetical volume entitled The Sera i 
Temptations, representing a series of efforts, by the 
impersonation of the Evil Principle, to reduce human 
souls to his power. ‘The idea of the poem origi¬ 


nated,’ she says, 4 in a strong impression of the im¬ 
mense value of the human soul, and of all the varied 
modes of its trials, according to its own infinitely 
varied modifications, as existing in different indivi¬ 
duals. We see the awful mass of sorrow and of 
crime in the world, but we know only in part—in a 
very small degree, the* fearful weight of solicitations 
and impulses of passion, and the vast constraint of 
circumstances, that are brought into play against 
suffering humanity. In the luminous words of my 
motto. 

What’s done we partly may compute, 

But know not what’s resisted. 

Thus, w ithout sufficient reflection, we ure furnished 
with data on which to condemn our fellow-creatures, 
but without sufficient grounds for their palliation 
and commiseration. It is necessary, for the acquisi¬ 
tion of that charity which is the soul of Christianity, 
for us to descend into the depths of our own nature ; 
to put ourselves into many imaginary antUuntried 
situations, that we may enable ourselves to form 
some tolerable notion how uc^might K* affected by 
them ; how far we might he tempted—how far de¬ 
ceived—how far we might have occasion to lament 
the evil power of cirvumstuncep, to w*eep # >vcr our 
own weakn and pray for the pardon of our 
crimes; that. Inning raised up thisvmd peremption 
of what we might do, suffer, and become, we may 
apply the rule to our fellows, and cease to K* asto¬ 
nished, in some degree, at the shape* of atrocity into 
which some of them are transformed; and learn to 
hear with others as brethren, who have ln*cn tried 
tenfold Kyond our own experience, or perhaps our 
strength.’ 

Mrs llowitt has since presented several volumes 
in tnith prose and verse, chiefly designed tor young 
people. The whole are marked by a graceful intel¬ 
ligence and a simple tenderness w hich at once charm 
the reader and win his affections for the author. 


MoUitUliu t 'fithhrn. 

Dwellers by lake and kill ! 

Merry companions of the bird and Ik** ! 

Go gladly forth and drink of joy your fill, 

With unconstrained step and spirits free ! 

No crowd im prefer your wtyv , 

No city wall impedes your fufther bounds; 

Where the wild flock can wander, yc may stray 
The long day through, 'mid summer sights ana sounds. 

The sunshine ami the flowers, 

And the old trees that cast a solemn shade; 

The pleasant evening, the fresh dewv hours, 

And the green hill^ whereon your fathers played. 

The gray and ancient jieakv 
Hound which the silent clouds hang day and night ; 

And the low voice of water a * it makes, 

Like a glad creature, murmuring* of delight. 

These nre your joy* ! Go forth— 

Give your hearts up unto their mighty power; j 

l or in hi* spirit God ha* clothed the earth, 

And speak* th solemnly from tree and flower. 

The? voice of hidden rills 
Its quiet wav into your spirits finds; 

And awfully the everlasting hill* 

Address you in their many-toned wind*. 

Ye nit. upon the earth 

J wining its flower*, and shouting full of glue ; 

And a pure mighty influence, ’itiid your mirth* 
Moulds your unconscious spirit* silently. 
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Hence is it that the lands 
Of storm and mountain have the noblest sons ; 

Whom the world reverences. The patriot lands 
Were of the hills like you, ye little ones! 

Children of pleasant song 
Are taught within the mountain solitudes ; 

For hoary legends to your wilds belong, 

And yours are haunts where inspiration broods. 

Then go forth—earth and sky 
To you are tributary ; joys are spread 

Profusely, liko the summer flowers that lie 
In the green path,beneath your gamesome tread! 


The Fai vies of the Cal don-Low .— A Midsummer Ia'*jcmL 

4 And whfcn? have you been, my Mary, 

And where have you been from me V 

4 Eve been to tjie top of the Euldon-Low, 

The'Midsummer night to see!’ 

4 And what did yoi^see, my Marv, 

All up on thf (’aldon-I.owE 

4 I saw the blithe sunshine come divu. 

Anus l saw the jperry winds blow.’ 

# 

4 And what did you hear, mv Mary, 

All up on the (uldon-!!ill V 

4 I heard the drops of the water made, 

And the green corn cars to fill.’ 

4 Oh, tell me all, mv Mary- 
All, all that ever \«>u kn*m ; 

For you must have semi tin* buries, 

Last night on the (V.dun-L<>w 

‘Then take me on your knee, mother, 

And listen, mother of mine : 

A hundred buries danced lust night, 

And the hnrjiers they were nine. 

And rnerrv was the glee of the harp-string', 

And their dancing feet, so small ; 

But, oh, tlie sound of their talking 
Was merrier far than all!’ 

4 And what were the words, tny Marx, 

That you did hear them 

4 Ell tell you mother™ 

But let me have my way! 

And some they played with the «vnter. 

And rolled it down the hill ; 

44 And this,” they said, ** shall speedily turn 
The poor old miller’s mill ; 

For there has Wen no water • 

Ex-cr since the first of May ; 

And a busy man shall the miller be 
By the dawning of the day! 

Oh, the miller, how he will laugh, 

When lie sees the mill-dam rise! 

The jollv old miller, how he will laugh, 

Till tiie tears fill both his eyes !” 

And some they seized the little winds, 

That sounded over the hill, 

And each put a horn into his mouth, 

And blew so sharp and shrill 

* And there/* said they, 41 the merry winds go, 
Away from every horn ; 

And those shall clear the mildew dank 
From the blind old widow’s corn : 


Oh, the poor, blind old widow— 

Though she has been Mind so long, 

She’ll be merry enough when the mildew’s gone, 
And the coni stands stiff and strong !” 

And some they brought the brown lintseed, 

And flung it down from the Low— 

44 And this,” said they, 44 by the sunrise, 

In the weaver’s croft shall grow! 

Oh, the poor, lame weaver, 

How will he laugh outright, 

When he sees bis dwindling fl&x-fiebV 
All full of flowers by night!” 

And then upspoke a brownie, 

With a long heard on his chin— 

44 I have spun up all the tow,” said he, 

44 And 1 want some more to spin. 

Eve spun a piece of hempen cloth, 

Arid I want to spin another— 

A little sheet for Mary’s bed. 

And an apron for her mother!” 

And xvith that I could not help but laugh, 

And I laughed out loud and free; 

And then on the top of the Caldon-Low 
’[’here was no ' no left but me. 

And all, on the top of the Ealdon-Low, 

The mi-ts were cold and gray, 

And nothing I saw but the mo*sy stones 
That round about me lay. 

I!ut, fc I came down from the bill-top, 

I heard, afar below. 

How busy tin* jolly miller was, 

And how merry the wheel did go! 

And 1 peeped into the widow's field ; 

And, sure enough, was seen 
The yellow oars of the mildewed corn 
All standing stiff and green. 

And down by the weaver’s croft I stole, 

To see if the iiax were high ; 

But I saxx’ the weaver at his gate 
With the good news in his eye! 

Now, this i' all 1 heard, mother, 

And ull that 1 did see ; 

So, prithee, make mv bed, mother, 

For I’m tired as I can be I’ 


The Mon Icy. 

[From Sketches of Natural History.] 

Monkey, little merry fellow. 

Thou art Nature’s Punchinello; 
Full of fun as Puck could be— 
Harlequin might learn of thee! 

* * * 

In the very ark, no doubt, 

You went frolicking about; 

Never keeping in your mind 
Drowned monkeys left behind ! 

Have you no traditions—none, 

Of the court of Solomon ! 

No memorial how ye went 
With Prince Hiram’s armament f 

Look now at him !—slyly i>ecp ; 

Ho pretends he is asleep ; 

Fast asleep upon his bed, 

With his arm beneath his head. 
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Now that posture is not right, 

And he is not settled quite ; 

There ! that’s better than before— 
And the knave pretends to snort*! 

Ha ! he is not half asleep ; 

See, he slyly takes a peep. 

Monkey, though your eyes were shut, 
You could see this little nut. 

You shall have it, pigmy brother ! 
What, another ! and another ! 

Nay, ^our cheeks are like a sack— 
Sit down, and begin to crack. 

There the little ancient man 
Cracks as fast as crack he can ! 

Now good-by, you merry fellow, 
Nature’s primest Punchinello. 


THOMAS 1IOOI). 

Thomas Hood (1708-184;)) appeared before the 
public chiefly as a comic poet and humorist, hut 
several of his compositions, of a different nature, 
show that he was also capable of excelling in the 
grave, pathetic, and sentimental, lie had thoughts 
* too deep for tears,’ and rich imaginative dreams 
and fancies, which were at times embodied in con¬ 
tinuous strains of pure and exquisite poetry, but 
more frequently thrown in, like momentary shadows, 
among his light and fantastic effusions. His wit 
and sarcasm were always genial and well applied. 
This ingenious and gifted man was a native'of Lon¬ 
don, son of one of the partners in the bookselling 
firm of Vernor, Hood, and Sharpe. He was educated 
for the counting-house, and at an early age was 
placed under the charge of a city merchant. His 
health, however, was found unequal to the close con¬ 
finement and application required at the merchant's 
desk, and he was sent to reside with some relatives 
in Dundee, of which town his father was a native. 
While resident there, Mr Hood evinced his taste for 
literature. He contributed to the local newspapers, 
and also to the Dundee Magazine, a periodical of 
considerable merit. On the re-establishment of his 
health, he returned to London, and was put appren¬ 
tice to a relation, an engraver. At this employ¬ 
ment he remained just long enough to acquire a 
taste for drawing, which was afterwards of essential 
service to him in illustrating his poetical produc¬ 
tions. About the year 1821 he had adopted litera¬ 
ture as a profession, and was installed as regular 
assistant to the London Magazine, which at that 
time was left without its founder and ornament, Mr 
John Scott, w ho was unhappily killed in a duel. On 
the cessation of this work, Mr Jlood w rote for various 
periodicals. He was some time editor of the New- 
Monthly Magazine, and also of a magazine which 
bore his own name. His life was one of incessant 
exertion, embittered by ill health and all the dis¬ 
quiets and uncertainties incidental to authorship. 
When almost prostrated by disease, the government 
stept in to relieve him with a small pension ; and 
after his premature death in May 1845, his literary 
friends contributed liberally towards the support of 
his widow" and family. 

Mr Hood’s productions are in various styles and 
forms. His first work, Wturns and Oddities, attained 
to great popularity. Their most original feature 
was the use which the author made of puns—a figure 
generally too contemptible for literature, but which, 
in Hood’s hands, became the basis of genuine humour, 
and often of the purest pathos. He afterwards ( 1827 ) 
tried a series of National Tales , but his prose was 
less attractive th#n his verse. A regular novel, 


Tylney Hall, was a more decided failure. In poetry 
he made a great advance. The Plea of the Midsum¬ 
mer Fairies is a rich imaginative work, superior to 
his other productions. As editor of the Comic An¬ 
nual, and also of some of the literary annuals, Mr 
Hood increased his reputation for sportive humour 
and poetical fancy; and he continued the same vein 
in his Up the Rhine —a satire on the absurdities of 
English travellers. In 1843 he issued two volumes 
of Whimsicalities , a Periodical (lathering , collected 
chiefly from the New Monthly Magazine. His last 
production of any importance was the Song of the 
Shirt , which first appeared in Punch, and was as 
admirable in spirit as in composition. Tins striking 
picture of the miseries of the poor London semp¬ 
stresses struck home to the heart, and aroused the 
benevolent feelings of the public. In most of Hood's 
works, even in his puns and levities. * there is a 
‘ spirit of good ’ directed to some kindly or philan¬ 
thropic object. He bad serious ami mournful jests, 
which wire the more effective from thefi r stnmge 
and unexpected combinations. Those who came to 
laugh at folly, remained to sympathise with want 
and auflenng. 

Of Hood’s graceful and poetical puns, it would be 
easy to give abundant specimens. The fallowing 
stanzas form part%f an inimitable burlesque. La¬ 
ment for the Decline of (.'furulry ; - 

Well hast thou said, departed Ihirke, 

All ehitulrou* romantic work 
Is ended now and past ! 

That iron age, which some have thought 
Of mettle lather overwrought, 

Is now all over-east. 

Ay ! where are thn*o heroic knights 
Of old those armadillo w ights 
Who wore the plated ve-t f 
Oreat Charlemagne and all his peers 
Are cold enjoying with their .*p»*ars 
An everlasting rvt. 

The hold King Arthur sleepeth sound ; 

So sleep his knights who gave that Hound 
(lid Table such eclat ! 

Oh, Time has plucked the plumy brow ! 

And none engage at turney* now 
Hut those thq» ^go to law J 

Where are those old ami feudal elans. 

Their pikes, and bills, and partisans ; 

Their hauberks, jerkins, buffs ? 

A battle was a battle then, 

A breathing piece of work ; hut mei^ 

Eight now wjth powder puffs ! 

The curtal axe is out of date ! 

The good old cross-bow bends to Fate ; 

*Tis gone the archer's cruft ! 

No tough arm bends the springing yew. 

And jolly draymen ride, in lieu 
Of Death, upon the shaft. 


In cavils when will cavaliers 
Set ringing helmets by the ears, 

And scatter plumes about ? 

Or blood—if they are in the veiu ! 

That tap will never run again— 

Alas, the cosine, is out ! 

No iron-crack ling now is scored 
Hy dint of battle-axe or word, 

To find a vital place; 
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Though certain doctors still pretend* 

Awhile, beforo they kill a friend. 

To lubour through bin cusc ! 

Farewell then, ancient men of might f 
Crusader, errant-squire, ami knight! 

Our coats and customs soften ; 

To rise would only make y«»u weep; 

Sleep on in rusty iron sleep, 

As in a safety-coflin ! 

The grave, lofty, and sustained style of Hood is 
much more rare than this punning vein ; but a few' 
verses will show how truly poetical at times was 
his imagination—how rapt his fancy. The diction 
of the subjoined stanzas is' rich and musical, and 
may recall some of the linest flights of the Eliza¬ 
bethan poets. We quote front an Ode to the Moon. 

Mother of light! how fairly d<d thou go 
Over those hoary crcW-, divinely led ! 

Art *h,gu thauhuntie.'S of the "iher bow 
Fabled of old { Or rather dost thou tread 
Those cloudy MimmiU thcncc t,o gaze Ik* low, 

Like the wild chamois on her Alpine sinov, 

Where hunter never elimhed—secc e from dread ! 

A thousand aio ient fanca*. I have lead 
Of thin fair pu-,fticc t and a thousand wrought, 
W'ondious and bright, 

I pon the »iher li'/ht, 

Tracing Ircdi ligtiu/s with tin.* arts-t thought. 

What art thou like! N•metimes 1 mo thee tide 
A far-bound gnllyv oil it* perilous way; 

Whilst breezy wave-, up their *div*ry spray: 

Soiiielnms beludd thee elide, 

CluMmd by all tin family of Mars, 

Like a lone widow thtou.'h the welkin wide. 

Whose pallid cheek the midnight <m»vv mars; 
Sometime'. I watch tie e < :i fiom steep to steep, 
Timidly lighted bv tby vestal tmeh, 

'fill in some Lut.nian ear* I >**,» thee creep, 

To catch the yntiti" jindvmion a-!e< p, 

Leaving thv qdemb'iir at the jagged porch. 

O thou art beautiful, howe'er it be! 
lluntreo, ,Diau, <.r whatever named— 

And hr t5 m* verb *t Ihiyau who lir-t funned 
A silver idol, and ne'er worshipped time ; 

It is too late, or thou should-t have mv knee— 
loo late now l i* tlie obi L'pj^fpiun vows, 

And not divineil^* u escent on thy brows; 

Vet, call thee n<-thing but the mere mild nmori, 
lit bind tb .>«.* chestnut boughs, 

(.'anting their dappled shadows at my feet; 
l will be grateful for that simple boon. 

In many a thoughtful verse and anthem sweet, 

And Ideas thy dainty face whene'er vve meet. 

In the Gem, a literary umunWf >r 1SJ1L Mr Hood 
published n ballad entitled The Dream of Eugene 
Aram , which is also remarkable fur its exhibition 
of the secrets of the human heart, and its deep and 
powerful moral feeling. It is perhaps to be regretted 
that an author, who bad undoubted command of the 
higher passions and emotions, should so seldom have 
frequented this sacred ground, but have preferred 
the gaieties of mirth and fancy. He probably saw 
that*his originality was more apparent in the latter, 
and that popularity was in this way more easily 
attained. Immediate success was of importance to 
him; and until the position of literary men be ren¬ 
dered more secure and unassailable, we must often 
be content to lose works which can only be the 
‘ripened fruits of wise delay.’ 

The following is one of Hood’s most popular effu¬ 
sions in that style which the public identified ns 
peculiarly his own:— 


A Parental Ode to my Son , aged Three Yew s and 
Five Month m. 

Thou luippy, happy elf! 

(Hut stop—firwt let me Mm away that tear) 

Thou tiny image of myself! 

(My love, Iic’h poking peas into his ear!) 

Thou merry, laughing sprite! 

With fepirits leather light, 
l ntouchcd by borrow, and un.soiled by sin, 

(Hood heavens ! the child i a swallowing a pin !) 

Thou little tricksy Puck! * 

With antir'toys so funnily bestuek, 

Lijdit as the singing bird that wings the air, 

(The door ! the door ! he’ll tumble down the stair!) 

Thou darling of thy sire ! 

(Why, Jane, he’ll set his pinafore ulirc!) 

Thou imp of mirth and joy ! 

Li love’s dear chain so strong and bright a link, 

Thou idol of thy parents (Drat the boy ! 

There goes my ink !) 

Thou cherub—but of earth ; * 

Fit playfellow for Lays by nfor.nlight pale, 

In harmlf-s sport and mirth, 

(That dog will bite him if he pulls its tail!) 

Thou human bumm.ng-bce, extracting honey 
From every blossom in the world that blows, 

Singing in youth’s Klydum ever sunny, 

! (Another tumble--that’s his precious nose!) 

Thy father’s pride and hope! 

(HoTl break the mirror with that skipping-rope!) 
With pore heart newly stamp'd from nature’s, mint, 

1 (Where dot he b arn that -quint 0 

Thou young donn-Mie dove! 
j (He’ll have that jug off with another shove!) 

Dear nursling of the hymeneal not ! 

; (Are those torn clothes hi» best!) 

' Little epitome of man ! 

i (He’ll climb upon the table, that's his plan!) 
i Touched with the beauteous tints of dawning life, 
j (He’s got a knife !) 

| Thou enviable being! 

| No storms, no clouds, in thy blue skv foreseeing, 

Play on, play on, 

My e!fln John ! 

Toss the light ball—bestride tlie stick, 

(I knew vo many cakes would make him sick!) 

With fancies buoyant as the thistle-down. 

Prompting the face grotesque, ami antic brisk. 

With many a lamb-like frisk, 

(lie's got the scissors, snipping at your gown !) 

Th«>u pretty opening rose! 

(Ho to vour mother, child, and wipe your nose!) 
Palmy, and breathing music like the south, 

(He really brings my heart into my mouth!) 

Fresh as the morn, and brilliant as its star, 

(I wish that window had an iron bar!) 

| Hold as the hawk, yet gentle as the dove, 

I (I’ll tell you what, my love, 

■ I cannot write, unless he’s sent above 1) 

ALFRED TENNYSON. 

Alfred Tennyson, son of a Lincolnshire clergy¬ 
man. and educated at Trinity college, Cambridge, 
published a volume of poetry in 1830, while still a 
very young man. It met with rather severe treat¬ 
ment from one or more of the most influential reviews. 
Four years later, he issued another volume, which 
mot a reception as unfavourable. For ten years after 
this he ceased to publish; his name did not appear 
in magazines or annuals as a contributor, neither 
was he mentioned in anyway in the catalogues of 
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the publishers. He was not, however, forgotten. 
During the interval, there had been growing in 
many minds a sense of his merits. In the year 1842 
appeared a reprint of the most of his pieces, some 
having been omitted, inconsequence probably of the 
! strictures of the reviewers, and some of them having 
! been slightly altered, together with a series of new 
; poems; the whole forming two small octavo volumes. 

Without external aid of any kind, these volumes 
j found favour with the public, and in three years ran 
through as many editions. Suddenly it became the 
fashion to consider Alfred Tennyson as a great poet, 
if not as the 4 poet of the age;’ meaning, we pre¬ 
sume, the greatest poet of the age, for in no other 
respect can the phrase he applicable, seeing that the 
age is one of hope and of progress, while Mr Tenny ¬ 
son’s genius is essentially retrospective. The true 
poet of our age will he one of a more popular cha¬ 
racter than Mr Tennyson. 

The prevailing characteristic of his style is a 
quaint and quiet elegance, and of his mind a gentle 
melancholy, with now and then touches of strong 
dramatic power, the whole coloured by the peculiar 
scenery of that part of’ Kugiand where lit* has long 
resided. Any attentive reader of his poetry, who 
may have been ignorant that he is a dweller amid 
| the fens of Lincolnshire, would soon suspect this to 
be the case when he found such constant pictures 
of fens and morasses, quiet meres, and sighing reeds, 
ns he so beautifully introduces. The exquisitely 
modulated poem of the Dying Sunn afibrds a picture 
drawn, we think, with wonderful delicacy 

Some blue peaks in the distance ro>c, 

And white again*' the cold-white sky 
Shone out their crowning snows. 

One willow over the river wept. 

And shook the wave as the wind did sigh ; 

Above, in the wind, was the .swallow, 

Chasing itself at its own wild will ; 

And far through the marlsli green ami still, 

The tangled w ater-courses slept, 

| Shot over with purple, and green, and yellow. 

The ballad of \etr-Ycar\s Ere introduces similar 
scenery 

When the flowers come again, mother, beneath the 
waning light, 

! You’ll never see me more in the long gray fields at 
night, 

I When from the dry dark ivold the summer air* blow 
! cool 

On the oat-grass and the sword-grass and the bulrush 
in the pool. 

Another ■‘•karacteristic of Mr Tennyson’s style is 
his beautiful simplicity. Let no one underrate so 
great a merit The first poetry of barbarism, and 
the most refined poetry of advancing civilisation, 
have it in common. As a specimen of great power 
| and great simplicity, wx* make the following extracts 
j from his poem on the old legend of the Lady Go- 
diva :— 

She sought her lord, and found him where he stood 
About the hall, among his dogs, alone. * * 

* * She told him of their tears, 

And prayed him, 4 If they pay this tax, they starve.’ 
Whereat he stared, replying, half-amazed, 

* You would not let your little finger nr he 

For suck as theseY ‘But I would die,’ said #hc. 

He laughed, and swore by Peter and by Paul, 

Then fillipped at the diamond in her ear: 

4 Oh ay, oh ay, you talk V 4 Alas 1 ’ she said, 

4 But prove me what it is I would not do.* 

And from a heart as rough as Emu’s bund, 


He answered, 4 Ride you naked through the town, 
And I repeal it;* and nodding, as iu scorn, 

He parted. # * 

So, left alone, the passions of her mind— 

As winds from all the compass shift and blow— 

Made war upon each other for an hour, 

Till pity won. She sent a herald forth, 

Ami bade him cry, with sound of trumpet, all 
The hard condition ; but that she would loose 
The people. Therefore, as they loved her well. 

From then till noon no foot should pace the street, 

No eye look down, she passing ; but that all 
Should keep within, door shut, and window barred. 

Then fled she to her inmost bower, ami there 
Unclasped the wedded Angles of her belt, 

The grim carl’s gift; but ever at a breath 
She lingered, looking‘like a summer moon 
Half dipt in cloud : anon she shook her lurid, 

And showered the rippled ringlets to her knee; 
Lm-hul hers'df in IniMe ; adown the stair 
Stole on ; and, like a creeping sunbeam, 

From pillar unto pillar, until she reached 

The gateway ; then* she found ljpr palfrey' trapped 

In purple, bla/.oned with armorial gold. 

Then she rode forth, clothed o’er with chastity ; 

The dc' p air listened round her as she rode, 

And all the low wind hardly breathed for fear. 

The little wide-mourned head* upon the* spouts 
Had cunning eye- (<• >ce; the balking cur 
Made her cheek flame: her palfrey \* footfall shot 
Light horrors through her pulse* : the blind wail* 
Were toll of chinks and holes ; and overhead 
Fantastic gables, crowding, stated : but she 
Not loss through all bore up, till last she saw 
The white-flowered older thicket from the field 
(ilearn through the (intiiic archways in the wall. 

Then she lode back clothed on with chastity; 

And one low churl, compact of thankless earth, 

The fatal byword of all years to come, 

II *ring a little auger hole in fear, 

I'« epe i ; but his eyes, before they had their will, 

Vv i':v shrivelled into darkness in hi* head. 

And dropped before him. S> the powers, who wait 
(in m*ble deed-, cancel led a sense misused : 

And she that knew not, passed ; and all at one*'*, 

M ith twelve great shocks of sound, the shameless riooii 
Wa- clashed and hammered from a hundred tower* 
One after one ; but even then *he gained 
Her bower: whence * 'Nsuing, robed amt crowned, 

To meet her lord, she took th< bTk away, 

And built herself an everlasting mime. 

The ballad of Lady (Jinra I 'n r dr \'cie might 
also be cited as a specimen of extreme simplicity 
united with great force; but we prefer making an 
extract from a poem less known. The Talking 
Oak is tin; title of a fanciful and beautiful ballad of 
seventy-five stanzifs, in which a lover and an oak- 
tree converse upon tin* charms of a sweet maiden 
named Olivia. The oak-tree thus describes to the 
lover her visit to the park iu which it grew:— 

4 Then ran she, gamesome a# the colt, 

And livelier than the lark. 

She sent her voice through all the holt 
Before her, and the pork. 

* * * 

And here she came and round me played* 

And sang to me tho whole 

Of those three stanzas that you made 
About my ** giant bole.” 

And in a fit of frolic mirth, 

She strove to span my waist; 

Alas ! I was so broad of girth, 
i could not be embraced. 
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1 wished myself tho fair young beech, 

That here beside mo stands, 

That round me, clasping each in each, 

She might have locked her hands.’ 

4* * * 

* Oh muffle round thy knees with fern, 

And shadow Sumner chase— 

Long may thy topmost branch discern 
The roofs of Sumner place ! 

But tell me, did she read the name 
I carved with many vows, 

When last with throbbing heart I came 
To rest beneath thy boughs V 

’ Oh yes ; she wandered round and round 
These knotted kneen of mine, 

And found, and kissed the name she found, 

Aiyl sweetly murmured thine. 

A tear-drop trembled from its source, 

And dot'll my surface crept ; 

My flense of touch is something coarse, 

But I believe she wept. 

Then flushed h<ty cheek with ro'V light ; 

Sin* glanced across the plain , 

But not a creature was in sight 
$he kissed flic mice airain. 

Her kisses were so dose and kind, 

That, trust me, on my word, 

Hurd wood I um, and wrinkled rind, 

But yet my sap was stiirvd. 

And even into my inmost ring 
A pleasure I discerned. 

Like those blind motinm, of the spring 
That ahow the )ear is turned. 

* * * 

I, rooted here among the groves, 

But languidly adjust 
My vapid vegetable loves 

With ant Iters and with dust ; 

For ah ! the Dryad days were brief 
Whereof tho poets talk, 

When that which breathe* within the leaf 
Could slip its Lark and walk. 

But could I, as in times foregone, 

From spray, and branch, and stem, 

Have sucked and gathered into one 
The lift tl^ spreads ifrthcm, 

sdu* had not found me so remiss ; 

But lightly issuing through, 

I would have paid her kiss for kis,*>, 

With usury thereto.* 

* Oh flourish high with leafy tower*, 

And overlook the lea ; 

Pursue thy loves among th^bower*, 

But leave thou mine to me. 

Oh flourish, hidden deep in fern : 

Old oak, I love thee well ; 

A thousand thank* for what 1 learn, 

And what remain* to tell/ 

* ♦ « 

The* poem of Saint Simeon Stt/liien is of another 
character, and portrays the spiritual pride of an 
ancient fanatic with a simple and savage grandeur 
of words and imagery which is rarely surpassed. It 
is too long for entire quotation, but the following 
extracts will show its beauty :— 

Although I be the basest of mankind, 

From scalp to sole one slough and crust of sin ; 

Unfit for earth, unfit for heaven, scarce meet 
For tropp* of devils mad with blasphemy, 

1 will not cease to grasp the hope 1 hold 
Of saintdom, and to clamour, mourn, and sob. 


Battering the gates of heaven with storms of prayer— 
Have mercy, Lord, and take away my sin. 

Let this avail, just, dreadful, mighty God ; 

This not bo all in vain ; that thrice ten years, 

Thrice multiplied by superhuman pangs 
Iu hungers and in thirsts, fevers and cold ; 

In coughs, aches, stitches, ulcerous throes and cramps; 
A sign betwixt the meadow and tho cloud, 

Patient on this tall pillar I have borne 
Hain, wind, frost, heat, hail, damp, and sleet, and 
snow; 

And 1 had hoped that ere this period/closc-d, 

Thou wouldst have caught me up into thy rest. 

Denying not these weather-beaten limbs 

The meed of saints—the white rol>e and the palm. 

Oh! take the meaning, Lord : I do not breathe, 
Not whisper any murmur of complaint. 

Pain heaped ten hundredfold to this were still 
Less burden, by ten hundredfold, to bear 
Than were those lead-like t »ns of nin that crushed 
My spirit flat before thee. 

Oh L<»rd, Lord! 

Thou knowest I bore tiii- better at the first; 
l or I was strong and hale of body then, 

And though my teeth, which now are dropt away, 
Would chatter with the cold, and nil my beard 
Was tagged with i fringes in the moon, 

I drowned the whoopinir* <»i the owl with sound 
< >1 pious hymns and p-alms, ami sometimes saw 
An angel stand and watch me as 1 sang. 

' * * * 

Good people, you do ill to kneel to me. 

What Is it I have done to merit thi* ! 

I am a sinner viler than you all. 

It mav be I have wrought some miracles, 

And cured some halt and maimed; but what of that! 
It may be no one, even among the saints, 

May match his pains with mine; but what of that! 
Yet do not rise; for you may look on me, 

And in your looking you may kneel to God. 

Speak, is there any of you halt or maimed ! 

1 think you know I have some power with Heaven 
From inv long penance: let him speak his wish, 

For I can heal him. Power goes torth from me. 

They say that they arc healed. Ah, hark ! they shout 
‘ Saint Simeon Stvlites •/ Why, if so, 

God reaps a harvest in me. * * 

It cannot be but that I shall be saved, 

Yea, crowned a saint. They shout * Behold a saint !* 
And lower voices saint me from above. 

Courage, Saint Simeon; this dull chrysalis 
Cracks into shining wings. • * 

Oh, my sons, my sons! 

I, Simeon of the pillar, by surname 

Stvlites among men—1, Simeon 

The watcher on the column till the end— 

I, Simeon, whose brain the sunshine bakes — 

1, whose bald brows in silent hours become 
Unnaturally hoar with rime—do now, 

From my high ne*t of penance, here proclaim 
That Pontius and Iscariot by my side 
Showed fair like seraphs. 

«* * • 

While I spake then, a sting of shrewdest pain 
Ran shrivelling through me, and a cloud-like change 
In passing, with a grosser film made thick 
These heavy, homy eyes. The end ! the end ! 

Surely the end ! What’s here I A shape, a shade, 

A flash of light. Is that the angel there 

Th&t holds a crown I Come, blessed brother, come l 

I know thy glittering face. Fvc waited long! 

My brows are ready ! What 1 deny it now! 

’I*is gone—’tis here again : the crown! the crown 1 
So, now, *tis fitted on, and grows to me. 

And from it melt the dews of Paradise. 

• • • 
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Speak, if there be a priest, a man of God 
Among you there, and let him presently 
Approach, and lean a ladder on the shaft, 

And climbing up into mine airy home, 

Deliver me the blessed sacrament; 

For by the warning of the Holy Ghost 
I prophesy that I shall die to-night 
A quarter before twelve. 

But thou, oh Lord, 

Aid all this foolish people : let them take 
Example, pattern—lead them to Thy light. 

One more extract, from the Lotos Eaters, will give 
a specimen of our poet's exquisite modulations of 
rhythm. This poem represents the luxurious lazy 
sleepiness of mind and body supposed to be produced 
in those who feed upon the lotos, and contains pas¬ 
sages not surpassed by the finest descriptions in the 
Castle of Indolence. It is rich in striking and appro¬ 
priate imagery, and is sung to a rhythm which is 
music itself:— 

Why are wc weighed upon with heuvine.-s, 

And utterly consumed with sharp distress, 

While all things else have rest from weariness ? 

All things have rest. Why should we toil alone { 

We only toil, who are the iirst of things, 

And make perpetual moan, 

Still from one sorrow to another thrown. 

# * * 

Lo ! in the middle of the wood 
The folded leaf is wooed from out the bud 
With winds upon the branch, and there 
Grows green and broad, and takes no cure, 

Sun-steeped at noon, and in the moon 
Nightly dew-fed ; and turning yellow 
Falls and floats adown the air. 

Lo! sweetened with the summer light, 

The full-juiced apple, waxing over mellow, 

Drops in a silent autumn night. 

All is allotted length of days ; 

The flower ripens in its place, 

Ripens, and fades, and falls, and hath no t il, 
Fast-rooted in the fruitful soil. 

* # * 

Let us alone. Time drivetli onward fast, 

And in a little while our lips are dumb. 

Let us alone. What is it that will last ? 

All things are taken from us and become 
Portions and parcels of the dreadful past. 

Let us alone. What pleasure can we have 
To war with evil ? Is there any peace 
In ever climbing up the climbing wave ? 

All things have rest, and ripen towards the grate ; 

In silence ripen, fall, and cease; 

Give us long rest or death, dark death, or dreamful 
ease. 

How sweet it were, hearing the downward stream. 
With half-shut eyes ever to seem 
Falling asleep in a half-dream ! 

To hear each other’s whispered speech ; 

Eating the lotos, day by day ; 

To watch the crisping ripples on the beach, 

And tender curving lines of creamy spray ; 

To lend our hearts and spirits wholly 
To the influence of mild-minded melancholy ; 

To muse and brood, and live again in memory 
With those old faces of our infancy, 

Heaped over with a mouml of grass, 

Two handfuls of white dust, shut in an urn of brass. 


THOMAS B. MACAULAY. 

Me Thomas B. Macaulay, who held an important 
office in the administration of Lord Melbourne, and j 
is one of the most brilliant writers in Lie Edinburgh [ 


Review, gratified and surprised the public by a 
volume of poetry in 1842. lie had previously, in 
his young collegiate days, thrown off a few spirited 
ballads (one of which, The War of the Leatjue, is 
here subjoined); and in all his prose works there 
are indications of strong poetical feeling and fancy. 
No man paints more clearly and vividly to the eye, 
or is more studious of the effects of contrast ami 
the proper grouping of incidents. JIu is generally 
picturesque, eloquent, and impressive, llis defects 
are a want of simplicity and tenderness, and an 
excessive love of what lzaak Walton called a irony 
writing. The same characteristics pervade his re¬ 
cent work, The Lags of Anvivnt Home. Adopting 
the theory of Niebuhr (now generally acquiesced 
in as correct), that the heroic and romantic in¬ 
cidents related by Livy of the early history of 
Rome, arc founded merely on ancient ballads and 
legends, he selects four of these incidents as themes 
fur his verse. Identifying hiniscM' with^the ple¬ 
beians and tribunes, lie makes them ‘chant the 
martial stories of Horatius ('ode*, the battle of the 
Lake Ke-hllus, the death of Virginia, and the pro¬ 
phecy ofGapys. The st\le is homely, abrupt, ayd 
energetic, carrying us along like the exciting narra¬ 
tives of Scott, and presenting brief but'striking 
pictures of local scenery und manners. The t, nth n{ 
these descriptions is stiongly impressed upon the 
mind of the reader, who seems to witne*< the heroic 
scenes so clearly and energetically described. The 
masterly balucL of Mr Macaulay must he read con¬ 
tinuously, to Is? properly appreciated ; for their nu rit 
, docs not lie in particular passages, but in the rapid 
! and progressive interi st of tin* story, and the Roman 
j spirit and bravery which animate the whole. The 
j following arc parts of the Iirst Lay ■ 

I 

£ The J h'soJut ion <>J fJ<< (it t t I’hotf' \\ riiat bare 

)i<<te<h(d a jaunt loan*, i 

7'all arc the «ak- wh»»«e acorn- 
Drop in dark A user’.- rill ; 

Fat arc tic* -tac- that champ the houghs 
< )f the < imiman hill ; 

Beyond all stnam-q Clitumnus 
1 s to the hridsman dear ; 

Best of all p"ob th«* fowler h.\c*», 

The great Yobiniun lucre, 
w 

But now no Mioke « f wo < dTfun 
I' heard bv Ansel’s nil ; 

No hunter tracks the stag’s gmn path 
I p the Ciminian hill ; 

l*nwatched along Clitumnus 
Grazes the milk-white ste< r ; 

(Tihariued the water-fowl may dtp 
In the Volsi^inn mere. 

The harvests of Arretiurn, 

This year old men shall reap; 

This year young hoys in Lmhro 
Shall plunge the struggling sheep : 

And in the vats of Latin, 

This year the must shall foam 

Round the white fe<t of laughing girl-, 

Whose sires have marched to Route. 

[Horatio* offers to defend the Bridge } 

Then out spake brave Hoi at ins, 

The captain of the gate : 

* To every man upon this earth 
Death cometh soon or late. 

And how can man (lie better 
Than facing fearful odds, „ 

For the ashes of his fathers, 

And the temples of his gods, 
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And for the tender mother 
Who dandled him to rent, 

And for the wife who nurses 
Hi* baby at her breast, 

And for the holy maidens 
Who feed the eternal flame, 

To save them from false Sextus 
That wrought the deed of shame ? 

Hew down the bridge, Sir Consul, 

With all the speed ye may; 

I, with two more to help me. 

Will hold the foe in play. 

In yon straight path a thousand 
May well W stopped by three. 

Now, who will stand on either hand, 

And keep the bridge with me?* 

% 

Then out spake Spurius Lnrtius ; 

A Ramn^au proud was he ; 

* Ld, T will stand at thy right hand, 

And keep the bridge with thee.* 

And out spake i*rong Heriuiniu*; 

Of Titian blood was he ; 

‘ I will abide <>n thy left •ddo, 

And keep tl** bridg«* with thee.* 

1 Horatio*/ quoth tin* ('omul, 

‘ As thou say’st, so let it U/ 

And straight against that great array 
Forth went tin* dauntle-s thpr. 

For Unman* in Home’s (juarn l 
Spared neither land m»r gold. 

Nor son m#r wife, nor limb io>r life, 

I n the brave days of old. 

Then noiie was for a party ; 

Then ail were f »r tin* state ; 

Then the great man h* Iped the p ,• r, 

And the poor man loved the groat ; 

'Hun lands were fairly pot tinned; 

Then spoil*, were fairly sold ; 

The Homans were like brothers 
1 u tile bra\e days of old. 

Now Unman is to Homan 
More hateful than a foe, 

And the tribunes beard the hi eh, 

And tlfe fathers grind low. 

As we wax lioFih faction, 

In battle we wax cold ; 

Wherefore men fight not a* they fought 
In the brave days of old. 

(The 1’ate of the lirst Three who advance .against the 
IliToesnf Home.] 

Aunu* from green Tifernum, 

Lord of the Hill of Vines ; 

And Seius, whose eight hundred slaves 
Sicken in llva’s mines; 

Ami Picus, long to Clusium, 

Vassal in peace and war, 

Who led to light his Umbrian powers 
From that gray crag where, girt w ith towers, 
The fortress of Kcquinuin lowers 
O’er the pale waves of Nar. 

Stout Lartius burled down Aunus 
Into the stream beneath : 
llerminius struck at Seius, 

And clove him to the teeth ; 

At Picua brave Horatius 
-Darted one fiery thrust; 

And the proud Umbrian*s gilded orron 
Clashed in the bloody dust. 


Then Genus of Falerii 

Hushed on the Itoman Three ; 

And L&usuIum of Urgo, 

The rover of the sea; 

And Aruns of Volsinium, 

Who slew the great wild lxiar, 

The great wild boar that had his den 
Amidst the reeds of Cosa’s fen. 

And wasted fields, and slaughtered men, 
Along Albinia’s shore. 

llerminius smote down A run* : ^ 

Lartius laid Oenu* low: 

Right to the heart of Luusulus 
Heratitm sent a blow, 
j 1 Lie there,* he cried, ‘ fcdl pirate! 

No more, aghast and pale, 

From Ostia's walls the crowd shall mark 
The track of thy destroying bark. 

No more Campania’s hinds shall flv 
To woods and caverns when they spy 
Thv thrice accursed sail/ 

t 

[Heratins, wounded by A-tur, revenges himself.] 

He reeled, and on llerminius 
He leaned oim breathing-space; 

Then, like a wild cat mad with wounds, 
Sprang right at Astur's face. 

Through teeth, and skull, and helmet, 
i So fierce a thrust he sped, 

I The good sword stood a handbreath out 
Heinnd the Tuscan's head. 

| And the great Lord of Luna 
j Fell at that deadly stroke, 

As falls on Mount Aiven.us 
A thunder-smitten oak. 

Far o’er the crashing forest 
The giant arms lie spread ; 

And the pale augurs, muttering low, 

(«aze on the blasted head. 

On Amur’s throat J Inrat iu« 

Right firmly pressed his herd, 

And thrice and four times tugged amain, 
Kre he wrenched out the steel. 

‘ And see,’ lie cried, 4 the welcome, 

, Fair guests, that waits you here I 

What noble Lucumo comes next 
i To taste our Homan cheer f 

i 

j [The Ilridfie falls, and Heratius is alone.] 

Alone stood brave Horatius, 

| Hut constant still in mind; 

Thrice thirty thousand foes before. 

And the broad flood behind. 

* Down with him.” cried false Sextus, 

With a smile on his pale face. 

* Now yield thee/ cried Lars Porsena, 

* Now yield thee to our grace/ 

Hound turned he, as not deigning 
Those craven ranks to see ; 

Nought spake he to Lars Porecna, 

To Sextus nought spake he ; 

Hut he saw on Palatinus 
The white porch of his home ; 

And he spake to the noble river 
That rolls by the tower* of Rome. 

* Oh, Tiber, Father Tiber 1 

To whom the Homans pray, 

A Romai/s life, a Homan’s arms. 

Take thou in charge this day!* 

So he spake, and speaking sheathed 
The good sword by his side, 

And, with his harness on hi9 back, 

Plunged headlong in the tide* 
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No sound of joy or sorrow 
Was heard from either bank ; 

But friends and foes in dumb surprise, 
With parted lips and straining eyes, 
Stood gazing where he sank ; 

And when above the surges 
They saw his crest appear, 

All Rome sent forth a rapturous cry, 
And even the ranks of Tuscany 
Could scarce forbear to cheer. 

[Iilnv Horntlus was Rewarded.] 

They gave him of the com-land, 

That was of public right, 

As much as two strong oxen 

Could plough from morn till night : 
And they made a molten image, 

And set it up on high, 

And there it stands unto this day 
To witness if I lie. 

It stands in the Cornitium, 

Plain for all folk to see; 

Horatius in his harness, 

Halting upon one knee: 

And underneath is written, 

In letters all of gold, 

How valiantly he kept the bridge 
In the brave days of old. 

And still his name sounds stirring 
Unto the men of Rome, 

As the trumpet-blast that cries to them 
To charge the Volscian home: 

And wives still pray to Juno 
For boys with hearts as bold 
As his who kept the bridge so well 
In the brave days of old. 

And in the nights of winter, 

When the cold north winds blow, 

And the long howling of the wolves 
Is heard amidst the snow; 

When round the lonely cottage 
Roars loud the tempest’s din, 

And the good logs of Algid us 
Roar louder yet within ; 

When the oldest cask is opened, 

And the largest lamp is lit, 

When the chestnuts glow in the ember*, 
And the kid turns on the spit; 

When young and old in circle 
Around the firebrands close ; 

When the girla arc; weaving baskets, 
And the lads are shaping bows ; 

When : I'm an mends his armour. 

And tr;:.i> his helmet’s plume ; 

When the goodwife's shuttle merrily 
Goes flashing through the loom ; 

With weeping and with laughter 
Still is the story told, 

Hew well Horatius kept the bridge 
In the brave days of old. 


The War of the Isagnc. 

Now glory to the Lord of Hosts, from whom all glories 
are! 

And glory to our sovereign liege, King Henry of 
Navarre 1 

Now let there be the merry sound of music and of 
dance, 

Through thy corn-fields green, and sunny vines, oh 
pleasant land of France I 


And thou, Rochelle, our own Rochelle, proud city of | 
the waters, j 

Again let rapture light the eyes of all thy mourning 
daughters. 

As thou wert constant in our ills, be joyous in our joy, 
For cold, and stiff, and still are they who wrought thy 
walls annoy. 

Hurrah ! hurrah 1 a single field hath turned the chance 
of war. 

Hurrah! hurrah! for Ivry, and King Henry of Na¬ 
varre. 

Oh ! how our hearts were beating, when, at the dawn 
of day. 

We saw the army of the League drawn out in long 
array; 

With all its priest-led citizens, and all its rebel peers, 

! And Appenzel’s stout infantry, and Lgmont > I lemish 
spears. 

There rode the brood of false Lorraine, the curses of 
our land ! 

And dark Muyenne was in the midst, a truncheon in 
his hand ; 

And, as we looked on them, we thought of Seine’s 
j empurpled flood, 

! And go,,d Coligui’s lumrv hair nil dabbled vith his 
; blood : 

! And we cried unto the living God, who rules the fato 
l of war, 

| To fight for his own holy name, and Henry of Navarre. 

The king is come to marshal us, in ail his armour drest ; 
And he lias bound a snow-white plume upon his 
' gallant cre-t. 

! He looked upon his people, and a tear was in his eye ; 

{ He looked upon the traitors, and his glance was stern 
and high. 

Right graciously he Mailed on us, u* rolled from wing 
to wing, 

Down all our line, a deafening about, 4 God saw our 
lord the King.’ 

‘And if rnv standard-bearer fall, as f.!l fail well lie 
may— 

For never saw I promise vet of such a bloody fray- - 
Bless where ye see inv white plume shine, amidst the 
rank-of war, 

i And l>e vour orillamme, to-dav, the helmet of Navarre.* 

! . . 

; Hurrah! the toes are ^moving ! Hark t<> the mingled 
j din •* 

j Of fife, and steed, and trump, and drum, and roaring 
; rulverin! 

j The fiery Duke i« pricking fa-t across .Saint Andre’s 
1 plain, 

i With all the hireling chivalry of < meldem and Al- 
i mayne. 

i Now’ by the lips of those ye lo\e, fair gentlemen of 
■ France, 4 

Charge for the golden ldies now—upon them with the 
lance! 

A thousand spur* are striking deep, a thousand spear* 
in rest, 

A thousand knights are prating clone behind the 
snow-white crest ; 

And in they burst, and on they rushed, while, like a 
guiding star, 

Amidst the thickest carnage blazed the helmet of 
Navarre. 

i j 

Now, God be praised, the day is our*! Mayennt hath i\ 

turned his rein. 

D’Aumale hath cried for quarter. The Flemish Count ; : 

is slain. |j 

Their ranks arc breaking like thin cloud* before a jj 
Biscay gale ; 

The field i* heaped with bleeding ateeds, and flag*, 
and cloven mail. 
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I And then we thought on vengeance, and all along our 
I van, 

* Remember St Bartholomew,* was passed from man to 
man; 

But out spake gentle Henry,‘No Frenchman is my 
foe: 

Down, down with every foreigner, but let your 
brethren go.* 

Oh 1 was there ever such a knight, in friendship or in 
we r t 

As our sovereign lord, King Henry, the soldier of 
Navarre ! 

Ho! maidens of Vienna ! Ho! matrons of Lucerne ! 

Weep, weep, and rend your hair for those who never 
shall return. 

Ho! Philip, send, for charity, thy Mexican pistole*, 

That Antwerp monks may sing a mass f«>r thy poor 
spearmen's souls! 

IIo! gal.bent rubles of tho League, look that your 
ni ne No bright! 

Ho! burghers of Saint ficneviove, keep watch and 
ward to-night ! • 

For our trod hath crushed the tyrant, our find hath 
raised the slave, 

And mocked the etfUnsel of the wise, and the valour 
of the brave. 

Then glory to his holy name, from w hom all glories are ; 

Ami glory to our sovereign lord, King Henry of Na¬ 
varro. 


THOMAS HAYNES HAYLY. 

Mr Bayi.y wan, next to Moore, the most success¬ 
ful dong-writer of utir age. His most attractive 
lyrics turned on the distresses of the victims of the 
affections m elegant life ; but his muse hail also her 
airy and cheerful strain, and he composed a sur¬ 
prising number of light dramas, some of which show 
a likelihood of maintaining their ground on the 
stage. He was born in 1797, the son of an eminent 
and wealthy solicitor, near Bath. Destined for the 
church, he studied for some time at Oxford, hut 
could not settle to so sober a profession, and ulti¬ 
mately came to dejamd chiefly on literature for 
support, IBs latter years were marked by misfor¬ 
tunes, under the pressure of which he addressed 
some beautiful vg^os to his 'iitfe ;— 

Oh ! badft thou never shared inv fate. 

More daik that fate Would prove, 

My heart wore truly desolate 
Without thy soothing love. 

But thou hast suffered for my sake. 

Whilst this relief 1 found, 

Like fearless lips that »iriitl*to take 
The poison from a wound. 

M^ fond affection thou bast seen. 

Then judge of my regret* 

To think more happy thou hadst been 
If we had never met ! 

And boa that thought been shared bv thee f 
Ah, no ! that smiling cheek 

Proves more unchanging love for mo 
Than laboured words could speak. 

But there are true hearts which the sight 
Of sorrow summons forth ; 

Though known in days of past delight, 

We knew' not half their worth. 

How unlike some who have professed 
80 much in friendship*!! name. 

Yet calmly pause to think how belt 
They may evade her claim. 


But ah! from them to thee I turn, 

They’d make me loathe mankind, 

Far better lessons l may learn 
From thy more holy mind. 

The love that gives a charm to home, 

I feel they cannot take : 

We’ll pray for happier years to come, 

For one another’s sake. 

This amiable poet died of jaundice in 1839. His 
songs contain the pathos of a section of our social 
system ; but they are more calculated to attract 
attention by their refined and happy diction, Due to 
melt us by their feeling. Several ol them, as ‘She 
wore a wreath of roses,’ 4 Oh no, we* never mention 
her, 1 and ‘ We met—’twas in a crowd,’ attained to 
an extraordinary popularity. < >f his livelier ditties* 

‘ I'd l»c a butterfly* was the most felicitous: it ex¬ 
presses the Huratian philosophy in terms exceeding 
even Horace in gaiety. 

What though you toil me each gft'- little rover 
Shrinks fr>m the hn-ath of the first autumn day; 
Surely ’tis better* when summer is over, 

To die when all fair things are fading awav. 

S>line in life’s winter may toil to discover 
Means of procuring a weary delay— 

I’d b“ a butterfly, living a rover* 

Dung when fair thing** are fading away! 

Tin same light-heartednrss is expressed in a le«§ 
familiarly known lyric. 

i7. ini: not of the Future. 

Think not of the future, the prospect is uncertain ; 
Laugh away the present, while laughing hours 
remain : 

Those who gaze too boldly through Time’s mystic 
curtain* 

will wi-h to ch.se it, and dream of joy again. 

I, like ihoc* wu* happy, and, on hope relying, 

Thought the present pleasure might revive again: 
But receive my counsel—Time i» always flying; 

Tl.-u laugh away the present, while laughing hours 
remain. 

I have ft It unkindne-’s, keen a*' that which hurts thee ; 

I luiw met with friendship, fickle a* the wind ; 
Take what friendship offers, ere it? warmth deserts 
thee ; 

Well 1 know the kindest may not long be kind. 
Would you waste the pleasure of the summer-season, 
Thinking that the winter must return again l 
If our summer’* fleeting, surely that’s a reason 
For laughing otV the present, while laughing hours 


HARTLEY COLERIIVGK. 

Hartley Coi.y.rwge, son of the great poet, pub¬ 
lished in LS33 a volume of Poems , not unworthy his 
high descent. There are few sonnets in the lan¬ 
guage more exquisite in thought or structure than 
the follow ing : — 

What was’t awakened first the untried ear 
Of that sole man who wa* all humankind? 

Was it the gladsome welcome of the wind, 

Stirring the leaves that never yet were sere? 

The four mellifluous streams which flowed so near, 
Their hilling murmurs nil in one combined ? 

The note of bird unnamed 1 The startled hind 
Bursting tho brake— in wonder, not in fear, 

Of her new lord t Or did the holy ground 
Send forth mysterious melody to greet 
The gracious presence of immaculate feet? 

Did viewless seraphs rustle all around, 

Making sweet music out of air as sweet t 
Or his own voice awake him with its sound! 
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Sonnet on Shalspcair. 

The soul of man is larger than the sky. 

Deeper than ocean—or the abysmal dark 
Of the unfathoined centre. Like that ark, 

Which in its sacred hold uplifted high, 

O’er the drowned hills, the human family. 

And stock reserved of every living kind, 

So, in the compass of the single mind, 

The seeds and pregnant forms in essence lie. 

That make all worlds. (Ireat poet, ’twas thy art 
To know thyself, and in thyself to be 
Whate’er Love, Hate, Ambition, Destiny, 

Or the firm fatal purpose of the heart 

Can make of man. Yet thou wort still the same. 

Serene of thought, unhurt by thy own ilaiue. 

Sonnets to a Friend, 

When we were idlers with the loitering rills. 

The need of human love we little noted : 

Our love was nature ; and the peace that floated 
On the white mist, and dwelt upon the hills. 

To sweet accord subdued our wayward wills: 

One soul was ours, one mind, one heart downed, 
That, wisely doting, asked not why it doted, 

And ours the unknown joy, which knowing kills. 

But now I lind how dear thou wert to me ; 

That man is more than half of nature's treasure, 

Of that fair beauty which no eve can see, 

•Of that sweet music which no ear can measure ; 

And now the streams may sing for other's pleasure 
The hills sleep on in their eternity. 

In the great city we are met again. 

Where many souls there are that breathe and die. 
Scarce knowing more of nature's potency 
Than what they learn from heat, or cold, or rain— 
The sad vicissitude of weary pain : 

For busy man is lord of ear and eve, 

And what hath Nature but the vast voir] >kv, 

And the thronged river toiling t*> the main l 
Oh! say not so, for she shall have her part 
In every smile, in every tear that falls, 

And she shall hide her in tlie secret heart, 

Where love persuades, and sterner duty call- : 

But worse it were than death, or sorrow V smart, 

To live without a friend within these walls. 

parted on the mountains, as two streams 
one clear spring pursue their several ways ; 

Ty fleet course hath been through many a maze 
ign lands, where silvery Pad us gleams 
To that delicious sk\, whose glowing beams 
Brightened the tresses that old poets praise ; 

Where Petr; )orient love and artful lay-, 

And Ariosto - - i.g of many themes. 

Moved the soft air. But 1, a lazy brook, 

As close pent up within my native dell, 

Have CTept along from nook to shady nook. 

Where flowrets blow and whispering Naiads dwell. 
Yet now we meet, that parted were so wide. 

O’er rough and smooth to travel side by side. 

To Certain Golden Fishes. 

Restless forms of living light, 

Quivering on your‘lucid wings, 

Cheating still the curious sight 
With a thousand shadowings; 

Various as the tints of even, 

Gorgeous as the hues of heaven, 

Reflected on your native streams 
In flitting, flashing, billowy gleams. 

11 ami less warriors clad in mail 
Of silver breastplate, golden scale ; 


Mail of Nature's own bestowing, 

With peaceful radiance mildly glowing; 

Keener than the Tartar's arrow, 

Sport ye in vour sea so narrow. 

Was the sun himself your sire! 

Were ye born of vital fire'f 
Or of the shade of golden flowers. 

Such as we fetch from eastern bowers, 

To mock this murky clime of ours ? 
rpwards, downwards, now ve glance, 

Weaving' many a mazy dance ; 

Seeming still to grow in size. 

When ye would elude our eves. 

Pretty creatures! we might deem 
Ye were happy as ye seem. 

As gay, as game-ome, and «*• blithe, 

As light, as loving, and a< lithe, 

As gladly earnest in your play, 

As when ye gleamed in fair Catlmv; 

And yet, since on this hapless ea. th 40r ~ 

There’s small sincerity in mirth, 

And laughter oft is but an art 
To drown the outcry of the Wart, 

It may be, that your cca-elevs gambol*. 

^ our wheelings, darting*, thing's, rambles, 

Your restless ruling round uiid round 41 
The circuit of ^ our er\ >tal bound, 

Is but the task of weary pain, 

An endles- labour, dull and vain ; 

And while your forms are gaily shining, 

Your little lives ;m» inly pining ! 

Nay— but still I fain would dream 
That ye are happy as ye seem. 

At the present time the gr» :d< r poets of the age 
have passed either beyond the h >urne of life, or into 
; the honoured leisure befitting an advanced period 
1 of life. For twenty years, there h:m> arisen no 
ligdits of such fresh and original Hist re as Sout'cv, 
Scott, Wordsworth, Campbell. and Hvnwi; nor do 
we readily detect in those which c\rit any aspirant 
likely to take the high ground occupied by these 
names. This i-, a phenomenon in literary hi.stnn 
by no means unexampled ; f *r, after the age of 
Pope and his associates, there likewise followed one 
in which no stars of primary magnitude appeared. 
It must, however, be admitted, that the present time, 
if not marked by anv greatly original p.n-t in the 
bloom of his reputaffc.i, is rcnuB , ‘ bje for the wide 
diffusion of a taste for elegant \vrx»*-writing ; inso¬ 
much that the most ordinary periodical works now 
daily present poetry which, fifty years ago, would 
have formed the basis of a high imputation. Jf is 
only unfortunate of these compositions, that tIn*v 
are so uniform in their stvlc of sentiment, and even 
in their diction, that a long series of them may Ik* 
read w ith scarcely nf.v impression at the end 1 m vond 
that of an abundance of pleasing images and 
thoughts, and fine phraseology. 

It has lx*en thought proper here to advert, in 
brief terms, to some of the \oimgcr of our living 
jxiots, in combination with those whom worldly 
duties and the little encouragement given to the 
publication of poetry, may Ik* supposed to have pre¬ 
vented from cultivating their towers to a high de¬ 
gree. Amongst the former may l>e cited John 
Stkhi.inc;, author of a volume of miscellaneous 
poems, published in 18-ID ; W. Monckton Milnks, 
M.]\ who has given two small volumes of poems 
to the world ; and (Tiajuxm Mack ay, author of The 
Hope of the World (1840), and The bntlamnndrme 
(184*2). Mr Sterling has formed himself more 
peculiarly on the genius and style of Coleridge ; 
Air Milne* on that of Wordsworth i and Mr Mack ay 
lie longs to the school of Pope and Goldsmith. All 
are men of undoubted talents, from whom our poeti- 

472 



ENGLISH LITERATURE. 


cul literature may yet look for rich and varied con¬ 
tributions. In tliiK claims may also be included Mr 
I). M. Mom (the Delta of Blackwood's Magazine), 
author of the Legend of (ienevie.ve and other Poems ^ 
182. r >, and I honest tc )W#, 1843, la-sides a vast num¬ 
ber of contributions to the periodical literature of 
the day. Mr Moir is a poet of amiable and refined 
feeling, who has only been prevented by causes 
which redound to his honour, from taking that more 
conspicuous place in our literature to which his 
talents arc entitled. 

Of tlie other (-lass, the most noted arc, Ala X. T. 
C'ahuinc.ton, Major < ai.di.u CamMii Ala¬ 
mo A. Wa its, Mu William Kim m.i>y, Ma Thomas 
A i a i>, Mato vulln Swain, and Mu T. K. Hihvkv. 
The lute Ma John Malcolm may he added to this 
series. From a scarcely less extensive list of female 
poetesses, may be selected the names of Fliza 
Laly Fmmli.inj: Wokti.ly, MiisHlnkv Colkriim;l. 
and Mm-Jjuoojfi:. 

Jothl of A > '■. 

[FrniAfdci line's Poem**. 1 
Faithful maiden, gentle heart 1 
Thus (dir thought" of grief depart ; 

Wnidies tin* place of death ; 

Smihds n<i more thy painful breath ; 

< I'f !• tin- unbloody stream of .Meu-e 
Molt t he -I lent evening d«-\v*. 

And along tlie hanks “t lure 
Kid' - n«. nn-re th*- armed destroyer. 

But t h v eat i v«* u ;*s ei ■ (|..w 
1 lii*>u; h a land unnamed below, 

Ami thy wood" t'mar verdure vve.ve 
In the vale h* >, ,.ml the g» a\o. 

Where ilu deop-dvtd w -tmn -k\ 

I.o.d,' on all w ith tramp,:! * y , 

And on decant daiel* *- hill- 
lan d high peak with ladmneo turn-. 

There amid the • o 'hm!"W, 

Ami oVr all the beech-er<*wned meadowy 
i h o-e thr wlmm the earth mud nmuvn. 

In their peaceful j-«y *on>unu 
Joined with Fame's -eh efa-d feu, 

Tli. whom Kutiiour never knew, 

But no 1 e" to Conscience true: 

F.ach grave pr«»pln t soul 'Ciblinm, 

Fvrnmn^s of Odor Titmm^ 

Bard" w:t IHk dd»*h tire f^o-scs-ed. 

Flashing from a wo worn breast ; 

Builder- of man's Fetter bu. 

Whom their hour acknowledged rod. 

Now with "tiem.uh appealed and pure. 

Feel viImtcVi they loved A sure. 

'J£c*c and such a- these the tram, 

Sanctified by former pain, 

’Mid tho-se softest \eF*>\v Avn 
S phcrvd afar from mortal prune ; 

Feasant, matron, mmuueh, child, 

Saint undaunted, hero mild. 

Sage whom pride has neVr beguiled : 

And with them the Champion-maid 
IhvOls jn that serenest glade; 

Ranger, toil, and grief no more 
Touch her life’s unearthly shore; 

(ientlo sounds that will not cease, 

Breathe but peace, anil ever peace ; 

While above the immortal trees 
Michael and his host she sees 
Clad in diamond panoplies; 

And more near, in tenderer light, 

Honoured Catherine, Margaret bright, 

Agnes, whom her loosened hair 
Robes like woven amber air— 

Sisters of her childhood come 
To her last eternal home. 


. The Men of Old, 

[From Milne* 'a Poems.} 

I know not that the men of old 
Were better than men now, 

Of heart more kind, of hand more bold, 

()f nmre ingenuous brow : 

1 herd not those who pine for force 
A ghost of time to raise, 

Ah if they thus could check the course 
(>f these appointed days. § 

Still is it true, and over true, 

That 1 delight to close 
This book of life self-wise and new, 

And lit my thoughts repose 
( Mi all that humble happiness 
The world luo- since foregone— 

Tin* daylight of contcntedne** 

That ou tin* m’ faces shone! 

With right-*, though rmt too closely scanned, 
F.njoyed, a*, far as known— 

With will. Fv no rev erne unmanned— 

With pul-e * f even tone— 

'1 liev from t.»-d. / and from to-night 
IkvjK-cted iiotliing more. 

Than yesterday and yesternight 
Had proffered them before. 

To them was life a simple art 
( if duties t" be done, 

A game where each man took his part, 

A race where all iihh run ; 

A battle whose great scheme ami SCO]K* 

Tin'V little eared t<> kle.W, 

Cojitent, a- non at arm-, t<< (’op- 
1 iacii w i tli hi" f^mting foe. 

.Man ie-w hi" virtue's dtadem 
Fut" on, a. - d proudly wears— 

Creat tb mgh:-. great f< icing's came to them, 
Like in**! inet" unaware- : 

Blending thmr -‘•ills' sublime-t needs 
With ta-k" of every day, 

Thev went abmit their gravest deeds, 

As noble Fey" at ]day. 

* * * * 

A man's Ik -1 tiling" are nearest him. 

Lie (-lose about bis feet. 

It is the di-tant ami the dim 
That we are siek to greet : 

For dowers that grow our hands beneath 
We struggle and aspiri— 

(Hir heart" mint die, except they breathe 
The air of fresh desire. 

But, brothers, who up reason's hill 
Advance with hopeful cheer— 

(>! loiter not, those heights are chill, 

As chill as they are (dear; 

And still restrain your haughty gaze, 

The loftier that ye go. 

Remembering distance leaves a haze 
On ail that lies below. 

The Long-ago. 

[From the same.] 

On that deep-retiring shore 
Frequent pearls of beauty lie, 

Where the passion-waves of yore 
Fiercely beat and mounted high: 

Sorrows that are sorrows still 
Lose the bitter taste of wo; 

Nothing*ii altogether ill 
In the griefs of Long-ago. 
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Tombs where lonely love repines, 

Ghastly tenements of tears, 

Wear the look of happy shrines 
Through the golden mist of years : 

Death, to those who trust in good, 

Vindicates his hardest blow; 

Oh ! we would not, if we could, 

Wake the sleep of Long-ago ! 

Though the doom of swift decay 
Shocks the soul where life is strong, 
Though fo^fmilcr hearts the day 
Lingers sad and overlong— 

Still the weight will iind a leaven, 

Still the spoiler’s hand is slow, 

While the future has its heaven, 

And the past its Long-ago. 

The Avtvmn Leaf. 

[From the * Hope of the World, and other Poems,’ by 
Charles Maekay.] 

Pauvro feuille desseehde! oil vos-tu?— Arnault. 
Poor autumn leaf ! down floating 
Upon the Mustering gale ; 

Torn from thy bough, 

W here guest now, 

Withered, and shrunk, and pale < 

4 1 go, thou sad inquirer, 

As list the winds to blow, 

Sear, sapless lost, 

And tempest-tost, 

I go where all things go. 

The rude winds bear me onward 
As suiteth them, not me, 

O'er dale, o'er hill, 

Through good, through ill. 

As destiny bears thee. 

What though for me one summer, 

And threescore for thy breath— 

I live my span, 

Thou thine, poor man ! 

And then ftdown to death ? 

And thu* we go together ; 

For lofty ftM thy lot, 

And lowly mine, 

My fate is thine. 

To die and be forgot!’ 

[ The Parting rf L.oirrs.'] 

[From 4 The Salamandrine,’ by Charles Maekay.] 
Now, from his eastern couch, the sun, 
Erewhile in cloud and vapour hidden, 
Hose in his robes of glory flight; 

And skywards, to salute bis light, 

Upsprang a choir, unbidden, 

Of joyous larks, that, as they shook 

The dewdrops from their russet pinions, 
Pealed forth a hymn so glad and clear, 

That darkness might have paused to bear 
(Pale sentinel on mom’s dominions), 

And envied her the flood of song 
Those happy minstrels poured along. 

The lovers listened. Earth and heaven 
Seemed pleased alike to bear the strain ; 
And Gilbert, in that genial hour, 

Forgot his momentary pain : 

* Happy/ said he, 4 beloved maid, 

Our lives might flow ’mid scenes like this; 
Still eve might bring us dreams of joy, 

And mom awaken us to bliss. 

I could forgive tbjy jealous brother; 

And Mora’s quiet shades might be 
Blessed with the love of one another, 

A Paradise to thee and me. 


Yes, Peace and Love might build a nest 
For us amid these vales serene. 

And Truth should be our constant guest 
Among these pleasant wild-woods green. 

Mv heart should never nurse again 

The once fond dreams of young Ambition, 

And Glory’s light should lure in vain, 

Lest it should lead to Love’s perdition; 
Another light should round me shine, 

Beloved, from those eyes of thine !’ 

4 Ah, Gilbert ! happy should T he 
This hour to die, lest fate reveal 
That life can never give a joy 
Such a-» the joy that now J feel. 

Oh ! happv ! happy ! now to die, 

And go before thee to the sl:v ; 

Losing, maybe, some charm of life, * 

Hut yet escaping ail it'' strife ; 

And, watching for thy sou! ithove^ 

There to renew more perfect love,' 

Without the pain and tears of this— 

Eternal, never palling Miss / 

A ml more she yet would say, and strives to speak, 
Hut warm, last tears begin to course her cheek, 
And sol*s to choke her ; so, reclining still' 

Her head upon his breast, she weeps her fill : 

And all so lovely in those joyous tears 
To his impassioned < vc* the maid appears ; 

He cannot dry them, nor one wmd crsuy 
T o soothe such sorrow from her heart away. 

At last she lifts her drooping hend. 

And, with her delicate lingers, dashes 
The tears awav that hang like jaarH 
Upon her soft eve«‘ silken bi'-V"*; 

Then hand in hand they take their way 

O’er the green meadows gemmed with flew, 
And up the hill, and through the wrv>d, 

And by the streamed, bright and blue, 

Ami sit them down upon a stone 
With mantling mosses overgrown., 

That stands beside her cottage d’-or, 

And oft repeat, 

When next they meet, 

That time rMi.11 never part them more. 

He’s gone ! Ah no! he lingers yet. 

Ami all her sorrow, who cun tell f 
As gazing on her^L.ec he laky*' . 

His la-d and passionate farewell 1 
‘ One kis- p said he, ‘ and I depart 
With thj* dear image in my heart: 

One more—-to soothe a lover’s pain, 

And think of till I come again ! 

One more.’ Their red lips meet and tremble. 
And she, unskilful to dissemble, 

Allows, deep Maud ring, while lie presses, 

The warmest of his fond caresses. 

Tr* Pirift if ltfvon. 

| [By N. T. Carrington.] 

j [The age of pixies, like that of chivalry, In gone. Therein, 
perhnfw, at present, scarcely a limine which they art* reputed 
to visit. Even the fields nnd lanes which they formerly fro* 
j r; Lien fed seem to he nearly forsaken. Their rnutdo is rarely 
heard ; and they appear to have forgotten to Attend thdr 
undent midnight dance.—Drvtr’* CormmlL] 

They are flown, 

Beautiful fictions of our fathers, wove 
In Super«tition'it web when Time was young, 

And fondly loved and cherished: they are flown 
Before the wand of Science I Hills and vales, 
Mountains and moors of Devon, ye have lost 
The enchantments, the delights, the visions all* 

The elfm visions that so blessed the sight 
| In the old days romantic. Nought is heard, 
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Now, in the leafy world, but earthly strain#— 

Voices, yet sweet, of breeze, and bird, and brook, 

And waterfall ; the day is silent else, , 

And night i« strangely mute! the hymning* high-- # j 
The immortal music, men of ancient times 
Heard ravished oft, are flown ! O ye have lost, 
Mountains, and moors, and meads, the radiant throngs 
That dwelt in your green solitudes, and filled 
The air, the fields, with beauty and with joy 
Intense; with a rich mystery that awed 
The mind, and flung around a thousand hearth* 
Divines! tales, that through the enchanted year 
Found passionate listeners ! 

The very streams 

Rrightcned with visiting* of the*"* so sweet 
Kthcreal creatures! They were seen to rise 
From the charmed wafer- 1 , which -till brighter grew 
As the pomf\ passed to hind, until the eve 
Scarce hare the unearthly glory. Where they trod. 
Young flowers, but not, of this world’s growth, arose, 
Arid fragrance, as of amaranthine bower*, 

Floated upon the breeze. Ami mortal eyes 
Looked on their rcvel*ull the lu^eium' night ; 

And, u lire proved, upon their ravi-hing forms 
Gazed wist full v, ns in the dance they moved, 
VnluptinHis to the Htriliimr touch of linn 
Flysiau ! 

Ami by gifted rye* were «een 
Wonders—-in tie* still air; an<l beings bright 
And beautiful, more beantiiul than throng 
Fancy's ec-tatir rrghuis peopled to»w 
The sunbeam, and now rode upon tin* gale 
Of the sweet summer noon. Anon they tom bed 
The earth’" delighted bosom, and the glades 
Seemed greener, fairer ami the enraptured \v» • t* 
(lave a glad leafy murmur and the rilD 
Leaped in the rnv b<r joy ; and all the birds 
Thro w into the intoxicating air their songs, 

All sou]. The very archings oft.be grove, 

(,'lad in cathedral gloom fmm age to age, 

Lightened with living splendour*; and the duller*'. 
Tinged with new hues and lovelier, upsprung 
Ry millions in the grass, that rustled now 
To gale* of Ar.'by ! 

Tin ‘cmon* eanu* 

In bloom or bti'jhf, in glory or in shade ; 

'l'he shower or sunbeam fell or chimed a 4 * pleased 
These potent f ives, They ‘•teerc -\ the giant cloud 
Through heaven n.t*w* i!4. ami tvjfli tlm meteor flash 
(lame down in death or sport ; ay, when the storm 
Shook the old wood*, they rode, on rainbow wings, 

The tempest ; and, anon, they reined its rage 
In its fierce mid career. Jhit ye have Mown, 

Rcautlful fictions of our father*!- flown 
Relore the wund of Science, and the hearth* 

Of Devon, as lag** the disenchanted year, 

Are passionless ami silent! • 

Lit uf/.*y,<r 

cnV l>eltn—1>. M. Moir.] 

Langsync !—how doth the word come hack 
With magic meaning to the heart. 

Am memory roams the sunny track. 

From which hope's dreams were loath to part! 

No joy like* by-past joy appears ; 

For what is gone we fret and pine. 

Were life spun out a thousand years. 

It could not match Laugsyne ! 

Languyne!—the days of childhood warm, 

When, tottering by a mother’s knee, 

Each sight and sound had power to chami, 

And hope was high, and thought was free. 
Langsync!—the merry schoolboy day*— 

How sweetly then life’* sun did shine 1 
Oh! for the glorious pranks and plays, 

The raptures of Langsync. 


Langsync!—yes, in the sound I hear 
The rustling of the summer grove; 

Arid view those angel features near 
Which first awoke the heart to love. 

How sweet it is in pensive mood, 

At wind less midnight to recline, 

And fill the mental solitude 
With spectres from Langsync! 

LnngMync !—ah, when* arc they who shared 
With us its pleasure- bright and blithe? 

Kindly with some hath fortune fated; 

And some have bowed beneath the scythe* 

Of death ; while others scattered far 
O’er foreign lands at fate repine, 

Oft wandering forth, ’nenth twilight’s star, 

To muse oil dear Lanpyno! 

Langsync !—tin* heart can never be 
Again so full of guileless truth ; 

Langsyne !—the eyes no more shall see, 

All no! the rainbow hopes of youth. 

Langsync •- -with thee reside." a spell 
To rnbo the spirit, and refine. 

Farewell! then' can ho no farewell 
To thee, loved, 3<»*=t Langsync ! 

[Jly tbr ****nw\] 

[Cr»"!i Wnppy wni the «ie1f-c«*nft*md j>et name of an infant 
* n of :hw hTmtelml away after a very brief illnewh-] 

Ami ha«t thou nought thy henvtnly home, 
Ouri-md, dear b<*y — 

The real ms wher»* sorn*w dare not come, 

Where life is joy ! 

1‘ure at thy death a> at thy birth, 

Thy spirit caught no taint from earth ; 

Lien by it? Idi*- we mete our death, 

(Y.*u Wappy ! 

Despair was in our last farewell, 

As closed thine eye ; 

Tears of our anguirii may not tell 
When thou didst die ; 

Words may not paint our grief fur thee, 

Sighs are but bubbles on the *t-a 
Of our unfathomed agony, 

('asa Wappy! 

Thou wort a virion of delight 
To Mess u* given ; 

Rcauty embodied to our sight, 

A type of heaven : 

So dear to n- thou wort, thou art 
Even Its* thine own self than a part 
Of mine ami of thy mother’s heart, 

Casa Wnppy! 

Thy bright brief day knew no decline, 

’Twos cloudh""' joy ; 

Sunrise ami night alone were thine, 

Re loved l*«»y ! 

This morn beheld thee blithe and gay. 

That found thee prostrate in decay, 

And e’er a third shone, clay was clay, 

Casa Wappy 1 

Gem of our hearth, our household pride, 

Eftrth’n undefiled ; 

Could love have saved, thou hadst not died, 

Our dear, sweet child! 

Humbly we bow to FAte’n decree; 

Yet had we hoped that Time should tee 
Thee mourn for us, not us for thee, 

Cota Wappy 1 
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Do what I may, go where I will, 

Thou meet’st my sight ; 

There (lost thou glide before me still— 

A form of light! 

I feel thy breath upon my cheek— 

I see thee smile, I hear thee speak— 

Till oh! my heart is like to break, 

Casa Wappy! 

Methinks thou simPst before me now, 

With glance of stealth ; 

The hair thrown back from thy full brow 
In buoyant health: 

I see thine eyes’ deep violet light. 

Thy dimpled cheek earnationed bright. 

Thy clasping arms so round and white, 

Casa Wappy! 

The nursery shows thy pictured wall, 

Thy bat, thy bow. 

Thy cloak and bonnet, club and ball; 

But where art thou i 
A corner holds thine empty chair. 

Thy playthings idly scattered there, 

But speak to us of our despair, 

Casa Wappy! 

Even to the last thy every wml — 

To glad, to grieve— 

Was sweet a> sweetest song of bird 
On summer’s eve ; 

In outward beauty umlecayed, 

Death o’er thy spirit cast no shade. 

And like the rainbow thou didst fade, 

Casa Wappy ! 

W c mourn for thro \v!mn blind blank night 
The chamber fills; 

We pine for thee when morn’s first light 
Reddens the hills r 
The sun, the moon, the stars, the sea, 

All, to the wall-flower and wild pea, 

Arc changed—we saw the world thr-ugh thee, 
('nsa Wappy! 

And though, perchance, a smile may gleam 
Of casual mirth, 

It doth not own, whateVr may seem, 

An inward birth : 

W e miss thy small step on the stair; 

We miss thee at thine evening prayer! 

All day we mb's thee, everywhere, 

Casa Wappv ! 

Snows muffled earth when thou did»t go. 

In life’s spring bloom, 

Down to the appointed house below. 

The silent tomb. 

But now the green leaves of the* tree, 

The cuckoo and ‘ the busy bee,’ 

Return - f'Ot with them bring not thee, 

Casa Wappv! 

*Tis so; but can it be (while flowers 
Revive again)— 

Man's doom, in death that we and ours 
For aye remain ? 

Oh ! can it he, that o’er the grave 
The grass renewed, should yearly wave, 

Yet God forget our child to save?-- 
Casa Wappy! 

It cannot be : for were it so 
Thus man could die, 

Life were a mockery, Thought were wo. 

And Truth a lie ; 

Heaven were a coinage of the brain, 

Religion frenzy, Virtue vain, 

And all our hopes to meet again, 

Casa Wappy! 


Then be to us, 0 dear, lost child ! 

With beam of love, 

A star, death’s uncongenial wild 
Smiling above; 

Soon, soon thy little feet have trod 
The skyward path, the seraph’s road, 

That led thee back from man to God, 

Casa Wappy! 

Yet Vis sweet balm to our despair, 

Fond, fairest boy. 

That heaven is God's, and thou art there, 
With him in joy : 

There past are death and all its woes, 

There beauty's stream for ever flows, 

And pleasure'." day no suiim t know-, 

(’a"a Wappy ! 

Farewell, then—for a while, farewell — 
j Bride of my heart! 

| It cannot be that long we dwell, ^ 

; Thu- torn apart : 

'l ime's shadows like tin* shuttle flee : 

And, dark howe'er life’s night may be, 

: Beyond the grave I’ll meet with thee, 

CaMi Wappy! 

’ V’ » Wo,-* .1 . 

[ tty A l,vr:> A . W atK. ; 

T but t imr i*. ya-t, 

Amt all it" ;whiw? joys ;uc mw n<> non 1 , 

And all it" rayttm - ' Not for this 

Paint I, nor mourn, nor murmur. Other Rifts 
Jla\o followed for mu h 1 I would Udiew, 
Abundant recompense.~ IGov/jfirnt/C 

Ten years ago, ten year- ago. 

Life was to us a I,my sane ; 

Ami the keen bla-t* of worldly wo 

Had seared not then its pathway g:<nn. 
Youth and it" thousand dreams wire ours, 
reelin''" wr nran know again ; 
Cnwithered hope-, HUM :t"ted pnWo; 

And frame" unworn ly mortal pain: 

Such was the bright arid genial flow 
(ft'life with v. ■ -t*i ( year" ago! 

Time lit!" led blanched a single hair 
That cluster* round thy f-uchend now; 

Nor hath the cankering touch of care 
Left even one furC-w on thy Y >w\ 

Thitie eyes ure blue to when wo no t, 

In love's deep truth, in earlier year- ; 

Thy cheek of ro*e is blooming yit, 

Though sometimes stained by seejet tear* ; 
But where, oh ! where’s the spirit's glow, 

. That shone through all —ten years ago? 

I, too, am change^,— I scu r,, e km»\v why— 

Can feel each flagging pubr decay' ; 

And youth at.d health, and \Lmns high, 

Melt like a wreath <d "now away ; 

Time call not sure have wrought the ill ; 

'I’hough worn in this world's sickening strife, 
In soul and form, I linger ■still 

In the first summer month of life; 
j Yet journey on my path below, 

• Olr! how unlike—ten years ago! 

j But look not thtiH : I would not give 
| Tim wreck of hope* that thou intuit ttharf, 

| To bid thow joyoiM hour* revive 

When all around me seemed wo fair. 

We’ve wandered on in sunny weather. 

When wind* were low, and flower* in blooin, 
And hand in hand have kept together, 

And still will keep, ’mid *torm and gloom; 
Endeared by tie* we could not know 
When life was young — UIj yearn ago! 
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Has fortune frowned 1 Her frowns were vain, 

For hearts like ours she could not chill; 

Have friends proved false ? Their love might wane, 
Hut ours grew fonder, firmer still. 

Twin barks on this world’s changing wave, 
Steadfast in calms, in tempests tried ; 

In concert still our fate we’ll brave, 

Together cleave life’s fitful tide ; 

Nor mourn, whatever winds may blow, 

Youth’s first wild dreams—ten years ago! 

Have we not knelt beside bis bed. 

And watched mir first-born hlo-.-om die? 

Hoped, till the shade of hope had tied, 

Then wept till feeling’s fount was dry? 

Was it not sweet, in that dark hour, 

To think, ’mid mutual tears and sigh-, 

Our bud^hud left its t art lily bow er, 

And bm*t to bloom in J’uradi.-ef 
What to the thought, that soothed that wo 
W ere lm‘ytlefs j<.\y—ten years ago ; 

Yys, it is Mveet, when hca\en is bright. 

To share it- sunftv beams with thee;’ 

Hut sweeter tar, ’mid clouds and blight, 

To have tine near t<» weep with Jim. 

Theii^lry tho-r tfai- though -urnot 1 .ng < )iiiii‘;ol 
From what, we ueie in <a;iicr voutli, 

'l ime, that hath li«*|.es and liicnd- e-tranged, 

Hath left us ]o\r in all it- triili ; 

Sweet feeling- we would not f« i 
For lif* ’> be-t jn\, ten ycai- ag-u 

M ft M <<!.,>, \ f 1 t'r ( i e. 

' Itv Thousa,- Ainl.? 

O ri-e ai d sit in -oft attire, 

t but to know my ><nF> tit - . • ! 

I’d call thee back to days of -trite, 

To wrap my soul around thy lif< ! 

Ask thou this heart for monument, 

Ami mine shall be a large content. 

A crown of hrighte-t stars to thee! 

11ow did thy -pint wait for me, 

And nurse tin waning light, in faith 
That I would stand twixt thee and death 
Then tarry on thv bowing -hore, 

'1 ill 1 hu\T ii^cd thy - o’er. 

1 came not and 1 cry to -ate 

Thy life from out the oblivious grave, 

One day ; that 1 may well declare, 

How I haw- thought of all thy care, 

And line tine more than I lut\e d.-no ; 

And make thy day with gindnes- run. 

I’d tell thee where my youtff hath bn n ; 

Of perils pa-t of glories seen : 

1M speak of all my youth hath done 
And it-k of things, to chou.-e and shun ; 

And smile nt all thy needless fears, 

Hut bow before thy solemn tears. 

Come, walk with me, and see fair earth. 

The ways of men, and join their mirth ! 

Sleep on - for mirth is now a jest; 

Nor dare I call thee from thy rest; 

Well boat thou done thy worldly tusk ; 

Thy mouth hath nought of me to ask ! 

Men wonder till I pass away— 

They think not but of useless clay: 

Alas! for age, thin memory! 

Hut I have other thoughts of thee; 

And I would wade thy dusty grave, 

To kitMs the hood I cannot save. 


0 life and power ! that I might see 
Thy visage swelling to be free! 

Come near, O burst that earthly cloud, 

And meet my visage lowly bowed. 

Alas!—in corded stiffness pent, 

Harkly 1 guess thy lineament. 

1 might have lived, and thou on earth, 

And been to thee like stranger’s birth— 

Thou feeble thing of eld! but gone, 

I feel as in the world alone. 

The wind that lifts the streaming tree— 

The skies seem cold, um.1 new to me. 

I feci a hand untwist the chain, 

Of mother’s love, with strange cold pain 
From round my heart : this bosom’s bare, 
And lesn than wonted life is there. 

(>, well may*llow the-c tears of strife, 

O’er broken fountains of my life ; 

Because my life of thee was part. 

And decked with Hood-drops of thy heart : 

I was the channel of thv love, 

Where limit* than half thy sou. did move: 
How strange, yet ju-t o’er me thy claim, 
Thou aged head ! my life and name. 

Hecau-e 1 know there is not one 
To think of me a- thou ha-t done 
From morn till starlight, \ear by year: 

From me thy smile repaid thy tear; 

And tear- n r me —and no reproof. 

When once 1 dared to -t.iml aloof. 

My puni-hmci.t--that I was far 
When <’md unloosed thv weary -tar: 

My name wx- in thy faintest breath, 

And I wn- in thy dream of death : 

And well 1 know what raised thy head. 
When came the mourner's muffled tread. 

Ala.- ! I cannot tell thee now, 

I could not come to bind thy brow : 

And wealth is late, nor aught I’\e won, 

Were worth to hoar thee call thy son, 

In that dark hour when bands remove. 

And none are named but names of love. 

Ala- for me! that hour is old, 

My hand.-, for tin-, shall miss their bold : 

For thee---no spring, nor silver rain 
Unbutton thy dark grave again. 

No sparrow on the sunny thatch 
Shall chirp for thee her lonely watch. 

Yet, sweet thy re-t from mortal strife. 

And cruel cares that spanned thy life! 

Turn to thy (iod—and blame thy son— 

To give thee* more than I have done. 

Thou Hod, with jov beyond all years. 

Fill high the channels of her tears. 

Thou rarest not now for soft attire, 

Yet w ilt thou hear my last desire; 

For earth I dare not call thee more; 

But speak from off thy awful shore— 

() ask this heart for monument. 

And mine shall he a large content. 

Thv Death of the Him mr A*U»y. 

[By Charles 

There are noble heads bowed down and pale, 
Deep sounds of wo arise. 

And tears flow fast around the couch 
Where a wounded warrior lies; 
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The hue of death is gathering dark 
Upon his lofty brow, 

And the arm of might and valour falls, 

Weak as an infant’s now. 

I saw him ’mid the battling hosts, 

Like a bright and leading star, 

Where banner, helm, and falchion gleamed, 
And flew the bolts of war. 

When, in his plenitude of power 
He trod the Holy Land, 

I saw the routed Saracens 

Flee from his blood-dark brand. 

1 saw him in the banquet hour 
Forsake the festive throng, 

. To seek his favourite minstrel’s haunt, 

And give his soul to song ; 

For dearly as he loved renown, 

He loved that spell-wrought strain 
Which bade the brave of perished days 
Light conquest’s torch ugain. 

Then seemed the bard to cope with Time, 

And triumph o’er his doom— 

Another world in freshness burst 
Oblivion's mighty tomb! 

Again the hardy Britons rushed 
Like lions to the tight, 

While horse and foot—helm, shield, and lance 
Swept by his visioned sight! 

But battle shout and waving plume, 

The drum’s heart-stirring beat, 

The glittering pomp of prosperous war, 

The rush of million feet, 

The magic of the minstrel’s song, 

Which told of victories o’er. 

Are sights and sounds the dying king 
Shall see—shall hear no more ! 

It was the hour of deep midnight. 

In the dim and quiet sky. 

When, with sable cloak and ’broidered pal!. 

A funeral train swept by ; 

Dull arid sad fell tlie torches’ glare 
On many a stately crest— 

They bore the noble warrior king 
To his last dark home of rest. 

The Convict Ship. 

[By T. K. Ilervey.] 

Morn on the waters! and, purple and bright, 

Bursts on the billows the flushing of light; 

O’er the glad waves, like a child of the sun, 

See the tall vessel goes gallantly on ; 

Full to the brf-o/e she unbosoms her sail, 

And her p< \ ims onward, like hope, in the gab 

The winds - mound her, in murmur and song, 

And the surges rejoice as they bear her along: 

See ! she looks up to the golden-edged clouds, 

And the sailor sings gaily aloft in the shrouds ; 
Onward she glides, amid ripple and spray, 

Over the waters—away, and away ! 

Bright as the visions of youth, ere they part, 

Passing away, like a dream of the heart! 

Who—as the beautiful pageant sweeps by, 

Music around her, and sunshine on high— 

Pauses to think, amid glitter and glow. 

Oh ! there be hearts that are breaking below» 

Night on the waves! — and the moon is on high. 
Hung, like a gem, on the brow of the sky, 

Treading its depths in the power of her might, 

And turning the clouds, as they pass her, to light! 


Look to the waters !—asleep on their breast, 

Seems not the ship like an island of rest ? 

Bright and alone on the shadowy main, 

Like a heart-cherished home on some desolate plain 1 
Who—as she smiles in the silvery light. 

Spreading her wings on the bosom of night, 

Alone on the deep, as the moon in the sky, 

A phantom of beauty—could deem with a sigh, 

That so lovely a thing is the mansion of sin, 

And that souls that are smitten lie bursting within 1 
Who, as lie watches her silently gliding, 

Kemembers that wave after wave is dividing 
Bosoms that sorrow and guilt could not sever, 

Hearts which are parted and broken for ever t 
Or deems that lie watches, afloat on the wave, 

The deathbed of hope, or the young spirit’s gravel 

*Tis thus with our life, while it passes ahveg, 

Like a vessel at sen, amidst sunshine and song! 

, Oailv we glide, in the gaze of tin* world, 

With .streamers afloat, and with ewmissCnfurled ; 
All gladness and glory, to wandering e>c«, 

Vet chartered by sorrow, and freighted with .-ugh*.: 
Fading and false is the aspect it wears, 

As riie smiles we put on, just t<- cover our tears ; 

; And the withering thoughts which the worl ’ cannot. 
| know, 

Like heart-broken exiles, lie burning below ; 

Whilst the vessel drive* on t<• that desolate shore, 

| Where the dreams of our childhood are vanished and 
i o'er. 

/Yog-r. 

[By W. Bcekfonl, author of ‘ Vuthek.’] 

Like the low murmur of the secret stream. 

Which through dark alders winds its shaded wav, 
My suppliant, voice is heard : Ah! do not deem 
That on vain t«>> 1 throw rny hours away. 

In the reee-s.-s of the forest tale. 

On the wild mountain, on tin verdant *od, 

Where the fresh breeze- of the morn prevail, 

I wand' r lonely, communing with Hod. 

When the faint sickness of a wounded heArt 

Creeps in cold shuddering* through iny linking 
frame, V,. %y ‘ 

I turn to thee—that Indy peace impart, 

Which soothes the invokers of thy awful name! 

U all pervading Spirit,! sacred Im am ! 

Parent of life and light ! Ktemal Power ! 

(irant me through obvious cloud-’ one transient gleam 
I >f thy bright essence in my dying hour! 


S'mnct ir fit ten on the lltifha-'trvund of hit A 

[Jiy Waiter Paternal.] 

Never, O never on thi* sacred ground 
Pan I let fail iny eve, but it will gate, 

As if no power again its beam could rai#<e. 

To look on aught above, or all around ; 

And aye upon the greenest, oldest mound, 
i That lies on those who lived in cadiest'dayA, 

| To me the inon unknown; it moat delay*, 

; ^Tith strongest spell of strange enchantment bound. 
| Sure not. fur those whom I did never know 
| Can 1 let fall *o big and nail a tear. 

No, *c.in t he fmetaste of a future wo ; 

The oldest grave receive** the ftoontmt bier: 

It i« not for the dead my team do (low, 

But fur the living that nm*t noon lie hem. 
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Ode m the Duke of Wellington , 1814. 

[By John Wilson Crolter.] 

Victor of Ahhrtc'h orient plain, 

Victor of all the field* of Spain, 

Victor of France’* despot reign, 

Thy task of glory done ! 

Welcome! from danger* greatly dared ; 

From triumph* with the vanquished shared; 
From nation* saved, and nation* spared; 
Uncompleted Wellington! 

Unconquercd ! yet thy honour* claim 
A nobler than a eoiujueror’* name : 

At the red wreaths of guilty fame 
Thy generous »*>ul had blushed : 

The blood the tears the world has shed— 
The thongs of mourners—piles of dead - 
The grief—the guilt are on his head, 

The tyrant th**u hast cru"hed. 

Thine was the sword which Justice draws ; 
Thine was the pme and gencroUr* cause, 

Of holy rites urn? human laws, 

The impious thrall to burst ; 

Ami thou wa-t destined for thy par*! 

Thfrn oldest mftid, the firm*'a hem.. 

Artiesv but in Urn wtm o-r’s art - 
And in that art the tit -r. 

And we, who in the eastern skies 
Beheld thy sun oj giorv iIm , 

Still b*ii‘>\Y with esuiitm: es 
His proud nu mi inn ltei.dit. 

Late, on toy grateful country’s breaM, 

Late may that sun descend to rest, 

Beaming through all the golden we-t 
The memory of his light. 


{ Thf A "S f’i. 't '■ l <-*J t-J L<r)td>jn,} 

[By Henry i.uttrrl.] 

First, at the dawn of lingering dav, 

It rises of an iuhy gray ; 

Tlu’ii deepening with a *<>iaid stain 
(if yellow, like a ii«>n\s mam-. 

V apour importunate and dense, 

It wars at once with every o use. 

The earyscape riot. AJ^amund 
Return* a flflil unwonted sound. 

Loath to stand still, a {raid (<> stir, 

The chilled and puzzled passenger, 

Oft blundering from the pavement, fails 
To feel his wav along the rail- ; 

Or at tin* dossing*, in the ndi 
Of every carnage druids tin* pole. 

Scarce an rclip.-e, \\;th pai^ k -.» dun, 

Blot* friun the ia*v «• t heaven the sun. 

Hut noon a thicker, darker cloak 
Wraps all the town, b* hold, in smoke, 

W hich steam-compel! ing trade digger; os 
From all her furnaces and forges 
In pitchy clouds, too dense to rise. 
Descends rejected from the skies; 

Till struggling day, extinguished quite, 
At noun gives place to candle-light. 

O Chemistry, attractive maid. 

Descend, in pity, to our aid : 

Come with thy all-pervading gases, 

Thy crucibles, retorts, and glasses, 

Thy fearful energies and wonders, 

Thy dazzling lights and mimic thunder# ; 
Let Carbon in thy train be seen, 

Dark Azote and fair Oxygen, 

And Wollaston and Davy guide 
The car that bean thee at thy aide, 


If any power can, any how, 

Abate these nuisances, ’tis thou ; * 

And see, to aid thee in the blow, 

The bill of Michael Angelo; 

0 join (success a thing of course is) 

Thy heavenly to his mortal forces; 

Make all chimneys chew the cud 
Like hungry cow*, as chimneys should ! 

And since ’tits only smoke we draw 
\\ itliiu our lungs at common law, 

Into their thirsty tubes be sent 
Fresh air, by act of parliament* 

In this period many translations from classic and 
foreign poets have appeared, at the head of whrh 
stands the version of J>ante by the Kfv. 11. F. CakT 
- universally acknowledged to be m e of the most 
felicitous attempts ever made to transfuse the spirit 
and conception* of a great poet into a foreign tongue. 
The third edition of tills translation was published 
in 1831. Versions of Homer, the Georgies of Vir¬ 
gil, and the < Moron of the German poet Wieland, have 
been published by William Sotheuy. whose original 
poems have already been noticed.’ The comedies of 
Aristophanes have been well translated, with all their 
(jnaint drollery and sarcasm, by Mr Mitchell, late 
fi lh>w' of Sidney-Sus.se* college, Cambridge. Lord 
Sthanuford has gi\cn translations from the Portu- 
guuse poet Can mens; and Du John Buwring, speci¬ 
mens of Russian, Dutch, ancient Spanish, Polish, 
Servian, and Hungarian poetry. A good translation 
of 'lasso has been given by J. II. Wiffen, and of 
Ario-tn by Mr Htkwart K<>m;. I^ord Francis 
Lomnov, Mu Bi.ack.ik, arid others, have translated 
the Faust of Goi-the; and the general cultivation of 
the German language in England has led to the 
translation of various imaginative and critical Ger¬ 
man works in prose. Mu J. G. Lockhart’s trans¬ 
lation of Spanish ballads lias enriched our lyrieaL 
poetry with some romantic songs. The ballads of 
Spain, like those of Scotland, are eminently national 
m diameter and feeling, and hear testimony to tho 
strong passions and chivalrous imagination of her 
once high-spirited people. 


SCOTTISH POETS. 

KOUI1HT nrRXS. 

After the publication of Fcrgusson’s poems, in a 
collected shape, in 1773, there was an interval of 
about thirteen years, during which no writer of 
eminence arose in Scotland who attempted to excel 
in the native language of the country. The in¬ 
tellectual taste of the capital ran strongly in favour 
of metaphysical and critical studies; but the Doric 
muH* was still heard in the rural districts linked to 
gome popular air, some local occurrence or favourite 
sp>t, and was much cherished by the lower and 
middling classes of the people. In the summer 
of 17Sfi, Koiikrt Brass, the Shakspenre of Seot- 
lan3, issued his first volume from the obscure 
press of Kilmarnock, and its influence was imme¬ 
diately felt, ami is still operating on the whole ima¬ 
ginative literature of the kingdom.* Burns was 

! * The edition consisted of GOO copies. A second wm pub- 

, lished in Edinburgh in April 17«7, no lews than SHOO copies 
| being sub’critxKt for by KM) individual*. After hb unexam¬ 
pled popularity in Edinburgh, Burns look the farm of Fill*, 
j Land, near 1 Him fries, married his * bonny Jean,’ and entered 
upon his new occupation at Whitsunday 178B. He had obtained 
an appointment a* an exciseman, but the duties of this office, 
and his own convivial habits, Interfered with hi* management 
of the farm, and he was glad to abandon It. In 1791 he removed 
! to the town of Dumfries, subsisting entirely on his situation in 
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then in his twenty-seventh year, having been born We see him in the veriest shades of obscurity toiling, 
in the parish of Alloway, near Ayr, on the 25th of when a mere youth, 4 like a galley-slave,’ to support 
January 1759. His father was a poor farmer, a his virtuous parents and their household, yet grasp- 
niah of sterling worth and intelligence, who gave ing at every opportunity of acquiring knowledge 
his son what education he could afford. The whole, from men and books—familiar with the history of 


however, was but a small foundation on which to 
erect the miracles of genius! Rol>ert was taught 
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English well, and * by the time he was ten or eleven 
years of .ago, he was a critic in substantives, verbs, 
and particles.’ He was also taught to write, had 
a fortnight’s French, and was one summer-quarter 
at land-surveying. He had a few hooks, among 
which were the Spectator, Pope’s Works, Allan Ram¬ 
say, and a collection of English somjs. Subsequently 
(about Ills twenty-third year) his reading was en¬ 
larged with the important addition ol'Thomson, Shen- 
stone, Sterne, and Mackenzie. < )ther standard works 
soon followed. As the advantages of a liln*ral edu¬ 
cation were not within his reach, it is scarcely to he 
regretted that his library was at first so small. What 
books he had, he read and studied thoroughly 
his attention was not distracted by a multitude of 
volumes—and his mind grew up with original and 
robust vigour. It is impossible to contemplate the 
life of Burns at this time, without a strong feeling 
of affectionate admiration and respect. 11 is manly 
integrity of character (which, as a peasant, he 
guarded with jealous dignity), and his warm and 
true heart, elevate him, in our conceptions, almost 
as much as the native force and beauty of his jwetry, 

the excise, which jit Med L.7<> j>or annum. Here he published, : 
in 1793, a third edition of his poems, A\ith the* addition of Tam 
o’Shanter, and other pier*** composed at Kllinlnnd. He died 
at Dumfries on the 21st of duty 17 %, aged thirty-sown yearn 
and about six months. The story of hi* life is wdl known, 
that even this brief statement »f dates weems uniieeemftrv. In 
1798 a fourth edition of his works was published in Edinburgh. 

years afterwards, in 1800, appeared the valuable and com¬ 
plete edition of Dr Currie, in four volumes, containing the cor¬ 
respondence of the poet, and a number of son«s, contributed to 
Johnson’s Scots Musical Museum, and Thomson'* Select 
Scottish Melodies. The editions of Hums since Moo could 
with difficulty bo ascertained; they were reckoned a few 
years ago at about a hundred. His poems circulate in every 
*hape, and have not yet 4 gathered all their fame.* 


Ilia country, and loving its very soil—worshipping 
the memory of Scotland's ancient patriots and de¬ 
fenders, and exploring every scene and memorial of 
departed greatness— loving also the simple peasantry 
around him, ‘the sentiments and manners he felt 
and saw in himself and his rustic compeers.’ Burn¬ 
ing with a desire to do something for old Scotland’s 
sake, with a heart beating with warm and generous 
emotions, a strong and chair understanding, and a 
spirit abhorring all meanness, insincerity, and op¬ 
pression, Burns, in his early days, might have fur¬ 
nished the subject for a great and instructive moral 
poem. The true elements of poetry v : ‘*ro in his 
life, as in his writings. The wild stirrings of his 
i ambition (which he so nobly compared to the ‘blind 
1 gropings of Homer’s ('yelops round tluKi alU of his 
cave’), the precocious maturity of his pardons and 
his intellect, his manly frame, .that led him to four 
no competitor at the plough, and his exquisite sen¬ 
sibility and tenderness, that made him weep over even 
the destruction of a daisy’s flowvr or a nuupc’s nest, 
these are all moral contrasts and blendings that 
seem to Ik long to the spirit of romantic poetry. His 
writings, as we now know, were but tic* fragments 
of a great mind — the hasty outpourings of a full 
heart and intellect. After he hud become the fashion¬ 
able wonder and idol of Ids day---soon to be cast into 
cold negb'ct and poverty! some errors and frailties 
threw a *hade on tin* noble and atlo ting image, bur 
, its higher lineaments were mver de*tro\cd. The 
column was defuo d, not broken ; ami now that the 
mists of prejudice haw cleared away, its jiM pro¬ 
portions and exulted symmetry are recognised with 
pride and gratitude by hi* admiring countrymen. 

Burns came as a potent auxiliary or fellow-worker 
with Cow per, in bringing poetry into the channel* < f 
truth and nature. There wen-only two war* between 
the Task and the Co Urt\ SutunUu/ A’»<,/«/. No 
poetry was ewr more iu.UantaucwUHh or univer¬ 
sally popular among a people than that of Hums in 
Scotland. It seemed as it a new realm had Ix/en 

added to the dominions of tie* British miw.a new 

and glorious ereatnei, fresh from the hand of nature. 
There was the humour of Smolkui, the pathos and 
tenderness of Sterne or Richardson, the real life, < f 
Bidding, and tin 11 description of Thomson all uu’.lc l 
in delineations of Scottish manners and seiners by 
an Ayrshire ploughman ! The volume contained 
matter for all minds—for the lively and sarcastic, the 
wild ami the thoughtful, the poetical enthusiast and 
the man (if the world. So eagerly was the hook 
sought after, thaf, w here copies of it could not lie 
obtained, many of the poems were transcribed and 
sent round in manuscript among admiring circles. 
The subsequent productions of the poet did not 
materially affect the estimate of his powers formed 
from hi* first volume. Hi* life was at once too idle 
and too busy for continuous study; and, alas! it w»* 
too brief for the full maturity and development 
of his talent*. Where the intellect predominates 
equally with the imagination (and this was the ease 
with Burns), increase of yearn generally adds to the 
strength and variety of the poet’* powers; and we 
have no doubt that, in ordinary circumstances. 
Burns, like Dryd^n, would have improved with 
age, and added greatly to his fame, had he not 
fallen at ho early a juried, Wore his imagina¬ 
tion could be enriched with the riper fruit* of 
knowledge and experience. He meditated a na¬ 
tional drama \ but we might have looked with nmre 
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confidence for a series of tales like Tam o’ Shunter ; 
which (with the elegy on Captain Matthew Hen¬ 
derson, one of the most highly finished and most 
precious of his works) was produced in his happy 
residence at Ellisland. Above two hundred songs 
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were, however, thrown otT by Burns in hi* latter 
years, and they embraced poetry of ail kinds. Mr 
Moore lK‘t*ame a writer of lyrics, ns lie informs his 
readers, that he might express what music conveyed 
to himself. Hums had little or no technical know ¬ 
ledge of music. Whatever pleasure he derived from 
it, was the result of personal associations—the words 
to which airs were adapted, or the locality with 
which they were connected. Ilis whole soul, how¬ 
ever, was full of the finest harmony. So quick and 
genial were his sympathies, that he was easily stirred 
into lyrical melody by whatever was good and lieau- 
tifui in nature Not a bird sang in a bush, nor a 
burn glanced in^tie sun. bur it was eloquence and 
music to Ids ear. He fell in love with every tine 
female face he saw; and thus kindled up. Ids ft cl¬ 
ings took the shape of song, and the words fell as 
naturally into their places as if prompted by the 
most t*erfect knowledge of music. The inward 
melody needed no artificial accompaniment. An 
attempt at a lunger poem would have chilled his 
ardour; but a song embodying some one leading 
idea, some burst of passion, love, patriotism, or 
humour, was exactly suited to the impulsive nature 
of Burns’s genius, and to his situation and circum¬ 
stances. His command of language and imagery, 
always the most appropriate, musical, and graceful, 
was a greater marvel than the creations of a Handel 
or Mozart The Scottish poet, however, knew many 
old airs—still more old ballads; and a few bars of 
the music, or a line of the words, served as a key¬ 
note to his suggestive fancy. He improved nearly 
all he touched. The arch humour, gaiety, sim¬ 
plicity, and genuine feeling of his original songs, 
will be felt as long as * rivers roll and woods are 
green.* They breathe the natural character and 
spirit of the country, and must be coeval with it in 
existence. Wherever the words are chanted, a pic¬ 
ture is presented to the mind; and whether the tone 
be plaintive and sad, or joyous and exciting, one 


overpowering feeling takes possession of the ima¬ 
gination. The susceptibility of the poet inspired 
him with real emotions and passion, and his genius 
reproduced them with the glowing warmth and 
truth of nature. 

* Tam o’ Shunter ’ is usually considered to be 
Burns’s masterpiece: it was so considered by him¬ 
self, and the judgment has been confirmed by Camp¬ 
bell, Wilson, Montgomery, and almost every critic, j 
It displays more various powers than any of his ] 
other productions, beginning with low comic humour 
and Bacchanalian revelry (the dramatic scene at the 
commencement is unique, even in Burns), and rang- ■ 
ing through the various styles of the descriptive, | 
the terrible, the supernatural, and the ludicrous, j 
The originality of some of the phrases and sena- 
ments, as 

Kings may be blest, but Tam was glorious— j 

O’er a’ the ills of life victorious ! I 

the felicity of some of the similes, and the elastic 
force and springiness of the versification, must also 
l>e considered as aiding in the effect. The poem 
reads as if it were composed in one transport of in- ; 
spiration, before the hard had time to cool or to 
slacken in his fervour; and such we know was 
actually the case. Next to this inimitable ‘ tale of 
truth’ in originality, and in happy grouping of j 
images, l>oth familiar and awful, we should be dis¬ 
posed to rank the Address to the Veil. The poet 
adopted the common superstitions of the peasantry 
as t«« the attributes of Satan ; but though his Address 
is mainly ludicrous, he intersperses passages of the 
highest l*enuty, and blends a feeling of tenderness 
and compunction with his objurgation of the Evil 

< >ne. The effect of contrast was never more happily 
displayed than in the conception of such a being 
straying in lonely glens and rustling among trees— 
in the familiarity of sly humour with which the 
poet lectures so awful and mysterious a personage 

< who had, ils he says, almost overturned the infant 
world, and ruined all); and in that strange and in¬ 
imitable outbreak of sympathy in which a hope is 
expressed for the salvation, and pity for the fate, 
even of Satan himself-— 

But fare you weel, auld Nickie-ben ! , 

Oh ! wad ye tak a thought and men’! 

Yn aiblins might—1 dinna ken— 

Still hae a stake ; 

I’m wae to think upo* yon den. 

Even for your sake ! 

The Jottu lU<j<jars is another strikingly original 
production. It is the most dramatic of Ills works, 
and the characters are ail finely sustained. Of the 
( otter’s Saturday Night, the Mountain I>aisy, or the 
Mouse’s Nest, it would be idle to attempt any 
eulogy. In these Burns is seen in his fairest colours 
—not with all his strength, hut in his happiest and 
most heartfelt inspiration—his brightest sunshine 
and his tenderest tears. The workmanship of these 
leading poems is equal to the value of the materials. 
The peculiar dialect of Burns being & composite of 
Scotch and English, w hich he varied at will (the 
Scotch being generally reserved for the comic and 
tender, and the English for the serious and lofty), 
bis diction is remarkably rich and copious. No poet 
is more picturesque in expression. This was the 
result equally of accurate observation, careful study, 
and strong feeling. His energy and truth stamp the 
highest value on his writings. lie is as literal os 
Cow T per. The banks of the I)oon are described as 
faithfully as those of the Ouse; and his views of 
human life and manners are as real and as finely 
moralised. His range of subjects, however, was 
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infinitely more diversified, including a varied and 
romantic landscape, the customs and superstitions 
Of his country, the delights of good feUowship and 
boon society, the aspirations of youthfhl ambition, 
and, above all, the emotions of love, which he de¬ 
picted with such mingled fervour and delicacy. 
This ecstacy of passion was unknown to the author 
of the Task. Nor could the latter have conceived 
-anything so truly poetical as the image of Coila, 
the tutelar genius and inspirer of the peasant youth 
in his clay-built hut, where liis heart and fancy 
overflowed with love and poetry. Cowper read and 
appreciated Burns, and we can picture his astonish¬ 
ment and delight on perusing such strains as Coda’s 
address:— 


‘ With future hope I oft would gaze 
Fond on thy little early ways, 

Thy rudely carolled, chiming phrase, 
In uncouth rhymes. 
Fired at the simple, artless lays, 

Of other tiroes. 


I saw thee seek the sounding shore, 
Delighted with the dashing roar; 

Or when the north his fleecy store 

Drove through the sky, 

I saw grim nature’s visage hoar 

Strike thy young eye. 

Or when the deep green-mantled earth 
Warm cherished every llowret’s birth, 
And joy and music pouring forth 
In every grove, 

I saw thee eye the general mirth 

With boundless love. 


When ripened fields and azure skies, 

Called forth the reapers’ rustling noise, 

I saw thee leave their evening joys, 

And lonely stalk. 

To vent thy bosom’s swelling rise 
In ]>ensive walk. 

When youthful love, warm-blushing, strong, 
Keen-shivering shot thy nerves along, 

Those accents, grateful to thv tongue, 

The adored Name, 

I taught thee how to pour in song, 

To soothe thy flame. 

I saw thy pulse’s maddening play. 

Wild send thee pleasure’s devious way, 
Misled by Fancy’s meteor-ray. 

By passion driven ; 

But yet the light that led astray 

Was light from Heaven. 

I taught thy manners-pain ting strains, 

The loves, th*> ways of simple swains, 

Till now, n'ei all my wide domains 
Thy fame extends; 

And some, the pride of Coila’s plains, 
Become thy friends. 

Thou canst not learn, nor can I show, 

To paint with Thomson’s landscape glow • 
Or wake the bosom-melting throe, 

With Shcnstone’s art; 

Or pour, with Gray, the moving flow 
Warm on the heart. 

Yet, all beneath the unrivalled rose, 

The lowlv daisy sweetly blows; 

Though Luge the forest’s monarch throws 
His army shade, 

Yet green the juicy hawthorn grows 
Adown the glade. 


Then never murmur nor repine ; 

Strive in thy humble sphere to shine ; 

And trust me, not Potoni’s mine, 

Nor king’s regard, 

Can givo a bliss o’ermatching thine, 

A rustic bard. 

To give my counsels all in one— 

Thy tuneful flame still careful fan; 

Preserve the dignity of man, 

With soul erect; 

And trust, the universal plan 
Will all protect. 

And wear thou this*—she solemn said, 

And bound the holly round my head: 

The polished leaves, and berries red, 

Did rustling pl&v; 

And, like a passing thought, she fled ' 

In light away. 

Bums never could have improved uposrthc grace 
and tenderness of this romantic vision—the finest 
revelation ever made of the hope and ambition of a 
youthful poet. Greater strength, however, be un¬ 
doubtedly acquired with the experience of manhood. 
His Tam o’ Shunter, and Bruce’s. Address, mrc the 
result of matured powers; and his songs evince a 
conscious mastery of the art and materials of com¬ 
position. His Vision of Liberty at Lincludcn is a 
great and splendid fragment The reflective spirit 
evinced in his early epistles is found, in his lanes 
Written in Friars’ Carte Hermitage, to have settled 
into a deep vein of moral philosophy, clear and 
true as the lines of Swift, and informed with a 
higher wisdom. It cannot be said that Hums abso¬ 
lutely fails in any kind of composition, except in his 
epigrams; these are coarse without ludng pointed 
or entertaining. Nature, which hail lavished on him 
such powers of humour, denied him wit. 

In reviewing the intellectual career of the poet, 
his correspondence must not be overlooked. His 
prose style was more ambitious than that of his 
poetry. In the latter he followed the dictates of 
nature, warm from the heart, whereas in Ins letters 
he aimed at being sentimental, peculiar, and striking; 
and simplicity was sometimes sacrificed for effect. 
As Johnson considered conversation to be an intel¬ 
lectual arena, wherein every man was bound to do 
his best. Burns seems fu have regarded letter-writing 
in much the same light, and to have considered it 
necessary at times to display all his acquisitions to 
amuse, gratify, or astonish his patronising corre¬ 
spondents. Considerable deductions must, therefore, 
lx* made from his published correspondence, whether 
regarded as an index to his feelings and situation, 
or as models of the epistolary style. In twbjtrt, he 
adapted himself too touch to the character and tastes 
of the person he was addressing, and in style, he was 
led away by a love of display. A tinge of pedantry 
and assumption, and of reckless bravado, was thus 
at times superinduced upon the manly and thought¬ 
ful simplicity of his natural character, which sits as 
awkwardly upon it as the intrusion of Jove or 
Danac into the rural songs of Allan Ramsay.* 

* The scraps of French In his letters to Ihr Moore, Mrs 
HiddeLl, he. have an unpleasant effect. * II ho had an affecta¬ 
tion in anything/ says DugaJd Stewart, * It wu in introducing 
occasionally [in conversation] a word or phrase from that 
language.* Campbell makes a similar statement, and relates 
the following anecdote ‘ One of his friends, who carried him 
Into the company of a French lady, remarked, with anrprlso, 
that ho attempted to converse with her In her own tongue. 
Their French, however, was mutually unintelligible. As far 
as Burns could make himself understood, be unfortunately 
offended tbs foreign lady. He meant to t«U hsr that she was a 
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Burns’s letters, however, are valuable as memorials 
of his temperament and genius. He was often dis¬ 
tinct, forcible, and happy in expression—rich in 
sallies of imagination and poetical feeling—at times 
deeply pathetic and impressive. He lifts the veil 
from the miseries of his latter days with a hand 
struggling betwixt pride and a broken spirit. His 
autobiography, addressed to I)r Moore, written when 
his mind was salient and vigorous, is as remarkable 
for its literary talent as for its modest independence 
and clear judgment; and the letters to Mrs Dunlop 
(in whom he had entire confidence, and whose lady¬ 
like manners and high principle rebuked his wilder 
spirit) are all characterised by sincerity and ele¬ 
gance. One beautiful letter to this lady we are 
tempted to copy : it is poetical in the highest degree, 
and touches with exquisite taste on the mysterious 
union between external nature and the sympathies 
and emotions of the human frame:— 

.* ‘TIlliwlawp, AVir- Yrar-Dat/ Morning, 17 K). 

This, dear madam, is a morning of wishes, and 
would to God that i came under the apostle James’s 
description!— the prayer of a righteous man availeth 
much. In that case, madam, you should welcome 
in a ye#r full of blessings : everything that obstructs 
or disturbs tranquillity and self enjoyment should 
lx? removed, and every pleasure that frail humanity 
can taste should be yours. 1 own myself so little a 
Presbyterian, that I approve of set times and sea¬ 
sons of more than ordinary acts of devotion, for 
breaking in on that habituated routine of life and 
thought which is so apt to reduce our existence to 
a kind of instinct, or even sometimes, and with 
some minds, to a state very little better than mere 
machinery. 

This day, the first Sunday of May, a breezy, 
blue-skied noon some time about the beginning, and 
a hoary morning and cairn sunny day about the end 
of autumn ; these, time out of mind, have been with 
me a kind of holiday. 

I believe 1 owe this to that glorious paper in the 

charming pemon, and delightful in con vernation, but expressed 
himself no as to appear to her to mean that the wiuj foml of 
*pcaking : to which the Gallic dame indignantly replied, that it 
wa» quite as common for to he impertinent as for women 
to bo loquacious.' The friend who Introduced Burn* on this 
occasion and w'w^ierself relate^ho anecdote to Mr Camp¬ 
bell) was Mlsa Margaret Chalmers, afterward# Mrs Lewi* 
Hay, who died In lfU.1 The wonder is, that the disMipHted 
aristocraey of the Caledonian Hunt, and the • buckish trades¬ 
men of I'd in burgh,’ left any part of the original plainness and 
simplicity of his manners. Yet his learned friends saw no 
change in the proud self-sustained and self-measuring poet, 
lie kept hi« ground, and he asked no more. • A somewhat 
clearer knowledge of men's affairs, scarcely of their charac¬ 
ters,* says the quaint but true and weftrhing Thomas* Carlyle, 

* this winter in Edinburgh did afford him; but a sharper feel¬ 
ing of Fortune's unequal arranger.icntu in their wnual dewtiny 
It also left with him. Ho had seen the gay and gorgeous 
arena, in which the powerful are bom to play their ports . 
nay, had himself stood in the midst of it; and he felt more 
bitterly than ever that hero he was but a looker-on, and had 
no part or lot in that splendid game. From this timo a jealous 
indignant fear of social degradation takes po«w*ion of him; 
and perverts, so far as aught could pervert, his private con¬ 
tentment, and hla feelings towards his richer fellows. It was 
clear to Burns that he had talent enough to make a fortune, 
or a hundred fortunes, could he but have rightly willed this. 
It was clear also that he willed something far different, and 
therefore could not make one. Unhappy It was that he had 
not power to chooeo the one and reject the other, but must 
halt for ever between two opinions, two objects; making ham¬ 
pered advancement towards either. But so H la with many 
men; “ wo long for the merchandise, yet would fain keep the 
price ;** and so stand chaffering with Fate, in vexatious alter¬ 
cation, tOI the night come, and our fair is over 1* 


Spectator— the Vision of Mirza—a piece that struck | 
my young fancy before I was capable of fixing an | 
idea to a word of three syllables: “ On the 5th day ; 
of the moon, which, according to the custom of my 
forefathers, I always keep holy, after haring washed 
myself, and offered up my morning devotions, I 
ascended the high hill of Bagdat, in order to pass 
the rest of the day in meditation and prayer/* 

We know nothing, or next to nothing, of the* 
substance or structure of our souls, so cannot ac¬ 
count for those seeming caprices in them, that one 
should be particularly pleased with this thing, or 
struck with that, which, on minds of a different 
cast, makes no extraordinary impression. I have 
some favourite flowers in spring, among which r e 
the mountain-daisy, the harebell, the foxglove, the 
wild-brier rose 1 , the budding bird), and the hoary 
hawthorn, that I view and hang over with parti¬ 
cular delight. I never hear the loud, solitary whistle 
of the curlew in a summer noon, or the wild mixing 
cadence of a troop of gray plovers in an autumnal 
morning, without feeling an elevation of soul like 
the enthusiasm of devotion or ptx j try. Tell me, my 
dear friend, to what can thL be owing? Are we a 
piece of machinery, which, like the /Eolian harp, 
passive, takes the impression of the passing acci¬ 
dent? Or do these workings argue something 
within uh above the trodden clod? I own myself 
partial to such proofs of those awful and important 
realities—a God that made all things—man’s imma¬ 
terial and immortal nature, and a world of weal or 
wo Ixwond death and the grave.’ 

To the doctrine of the immortality of the soul. 
Burns seems to have clung with fond tenacity: it 
survived the wreck or confusion of his early im¬ 
pressions, and formed the strongest and most sooth¬ 
ing of his beliefs. In other respects his creed was 
chiefly practical. * Whatever mitigates the woes, 
or increases the happiness of others,’ be says, 4 this 
is my criterion of goodness; and whatever injures 
society at large-, or any individual in it, this is my 
reason of iniquity.’ The same feeling he had ex¬ 
pressed in one of his early poems— 

But deep this truth impressed my mind, 

Through all his works abroad, j 

The heart benevolent and kind , 

The most resembles God, 

Conjectures have been idly formed as to the probable 
effect which education would have had on Uie mind 
of Burns. We may as well speculate on the change 
which might be wrought by the engineer, the 
planter, and agriculturist, in assimilating the wild 
scenery of Scotland to that of England. Who would 
wish (if it were possible), by successive graftings, 
to make the birch or the pine approximate to the 
oak or the elm ? Nature is various in all her works, 
and has diversified genius as much as she has done 
her plants and trees. In Bums we have a genuine 
Scottish poet: why should we wish to mar the 
beautiful order and variety of nature by making 
him a Dry den or a Gray? Education could not 
have improved Burns's songs, liis Tam o* Shanter, 
or any other of his great poems. He would never 
have written them but for hi* situation and feelings 
as a peasant—and could he have written anything 
better? The whole of that world of passion and 
beauty which he has laid open to us might have 
been hid for ever; and the genius which was so well 
and worthily employed in embellishing rustic life, 
and adding new interest and glory to hi# country, 
would only have swelled the long procession of Eng¬ 
lish poets, Btript of his originality, and bearing, 
though proudly, the ensign of conquest and sub¬ 
mission. 
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[ fivm Bunts'8 Epistles.'] 

We'll sing auld Coila’s plains and fells, 
Her moors red-brown wi’ heather IxjIIs, 
Her banks and braes, her dens and dells, 
Where glorious Wallace 
Aft bure the gree, as story tells, 

Frae southron billies. 

At Wallace’ name what Scottish blood 
But boils up in a spring-tide flood! 

Oft have our fearless fathers strode 
By Wallace’ side. 

Still pressing onward, red-wat shod, 

Or glorious died ! 

Oh sweet are Coila’s haughs and woods, 
When lintwhites chant ainang the buds. 
And jinkin’ hares in amorous winds, 

Their loves enjoy, 

While through the braes the cushat croods 
With wailfu’ cry l 

Even winter bleak has charms to me 
When winds rave through the naked tree; 
Or frosts on hills of Ochiltree 
Are hoarv gray : 

Or blinding drifts wild furious flee, 
Darkening the day! 

Oh nature ! a* thy shows and forms 
To feeling, pensive hearts hae charms! 
Whether the summer kindly warms, 

Wi’ life and light. 

Or winter howls in gusty storms 
The lang, dark night! 

The Muse, nae poet ever fand her. 

Till by himsel he learned to wander, 
Adown some trotting burn’s meander, 

And no think lang; 

Oh sweet, to stray and pensive ponder 
A heart-felt sang! 

Then farewell hopes o’ laurel-boughs, 

To garland my poetic brows! 

Henceforth I’ll rove where busy ploughs 
Are whistling thrang, 

And teach the lanely heights and howes 
My rustic sang. 

I’ll wander on, with tentless heed 
How never-halting moments speed, 

Till fate shall snap the brittle thread ; 

Then, all unknown, 

I’ll lay me with the inglorious dead, 

Forgot and gone! 

But why o’ death begin a tale ? 

Just now wi n living sound and hale, 

Then top and maintop crowd the sail. 

Heave care o’er side ! 

And large before enjoyment’s gale, 

Let’s tak the tide. 

This life, aae far’s I understand, 

Is a* enchanted fairy land, 

Where pleasure is the magic wand, 

That, wielded right, 

Maks hours like minutes, hand in hand. 
Dance by fu’ light. 

The magic wand then let us wield ; 

For, ance that five-and-forty’s speeded, 

See, crazy, weary, joyless eild, 

Wi’ wrinkled face, 

Comes hostin’, hirplin’ owre the field, 

Wi* crecpin* pace. 


When ance life’s day draws near the gloamin’. 
Then fareweel vacant careless roarnin , 

And fareweel cheerfu’ tankards foamin’, 

And social noise; 

And fareweel dear, deluding woman ! 

The joy of joys ! 

Oh Life! how pleasant in thy morning. 

Young Fancy’s rays the hills adorning! 
Cold-pausing caution’s lesson scorning, 

We frisk away, 

Like schoolboys, at the expected warning, 

To joy and play. 

We wander there, we wander here, 

We eve the rose upon the brier. 

Unmindful that the thorn is near, 

Among the leave*! 

And though the puny wound appear, ' 

Short while it grieves. 

To a Mountain Daisy % 

On turning one down with the plough in April 17Hd. 

Wee, modest, crimson-tipped flower, 

Thou’s met me in an (nil houj ; 0 

For I maun crush aiming the stoure 
Thy slender stem : 

To spare thee now is past mv power, 

Thou bonnie gem. 

Alas ! it’s no thy neihor sweet, 

The bonnie lark, companion meet, 

Bending thee ’nmng the dewy woet! 

Wi* speckled breast, 

When upward-springing, blithe, t*» greet 
The purpling east. 

(’auld blew the bitter-biting north 
Upon thv early, humble birth ; 

Yet cheerfully thou glinted forth 
Amid the storm, 

Scarce reared above the parent earth 
Thy tender form. 

The flaunting flower* «>ur gardens yield. 

High sheltering wood* and wa’s maun shield ; 
But thou, beneath the random bield 
()’ clod or static, 

Adorns the histie t^ibble-field, 

Unseen, alanc. 

There in thy scanty mantle clad, 

Thy snawie bosom sun-ward spread, 

Thou lifts thy unassuming head 
In humble guise ; 

But now the share up tears thy l>ed, 

And low thou lies! 

« 

Such is the fate of artless maid, 

Sweet flowret of the rural shade ! 

By love’s simplicity betrayed, 

And guileless trust, 

Till she, like thee, all soiled, is laid 
Low i’ the dust. 

Such is the fate of simple bard, 

On life’s rough ocean luckless starred! 

Lnskilful he to note the card 
Of prudent lore. 

Till billows rage, and gales blow hard. 

And whelm him o’er! 

Buch fate to suffering worth is given, 

Who long with wants and woes has striven, 

By human pride or cunning driven 
To misery’s brink. 

Till wrenched of every atay but Heaven, 

He, ruined, sink! 
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Even thou who mourn’st the daisy’s fate, 

That fate is thine—no distant date ; 

Stem Ruin’s ploughshare drives, elate, 

Full on thy bloom, 

Till crushed beneath the furrow’s weight, 

Shall be thy doom. 

On Captain Matthew Jfendcrton. 

A gentleman who held the jwitent for IiIh honours Immediately 
from Almighty God. 

* Should the poor be flattered V — ShakijH-are. 

Hut now his radiant onirw in run, 

Fur Matthew'* course wa* bright ; 

Bin turn] was like the glorious sun, 

A mate him* heavenly light f 

Oh ]>£ath ! thou tyrant fell and bloody! 

The meikle devil wi’ a woodie 
llaurl thee hame to bin Mark smiddie, 

« * O’er hurchcon hides, 

And like stock-fish come o’er his studdie 
Wi’ thy auld sides! 

He’s pane! he’s pane ! he’s frae us tom, 

The ae best fellow e’er was horn ! 

T)*e, Matthew, Nature’s sel’ shall mourn 
By wood and wild, 

Where, Imply, Pity strays forlorn, 

Frae man exiled ! 

Ye hills, near neibors o’ the starns. 

That proudly rock y«»ur cresting cairns! 

Ye clifL, the haunts «>f sailin'? yearn*, 1 
Where echo slumber* ! 

Come join, ye Nature’s sturdiest bairns, 

My wailing numbers! 

Mount, ilka grove the etishut kens! 

Ye hazelly shaw* and briery dens! 

Ye bumies, wimpling down your glens 
Wi’ toddlin’ din, 

Or foaming strung, wi’ hasty stens, 

Frae lin to lin! 

Mourn, little harebells oVr the lea ; 

Ye stately foxgloves fair to see ; 

Ye woodbines hanging bonnilte 

In scented bowers; 

Ye roses on your thorny tree, 

The first o’ flower*. 

At dawn, wRen every pTassv blade 
Droop* with a diamond at its head, 

At even, when beans their fragrance shed 
1’ the rustling pale, 

Ye maukins whiddin through the glade, 

< oine join mv wail. 

Mourn, ye wee songster* o’ the wood ; 

Ye grouse that crap the Ik Ether hud ; 

Ye curlews calling through a cltui ; 

Ye whittling plover ; 

And mourn, ye whirring paitrick brood ! 

lie’s pane for everl 

Mourn, sooty coots, and speckled teals, 

Ye fisher herons, watching eels ; 

Yo duck and drake, wi’ airy wheels 
Circling the lake ; 

Ye bitterns, till the quagmire reel*, 

Hair for his sake. 

Mourn, elamering craiks at close o’ day, 

Wlang fields o* flowering clover gay; 

And when ye wing your annual way 
Frae our cauld shore, 

Tell thae far worlds wha lies in clay 
Wham we deplore. 

1 Eagles. 


Ye houlets, frae your ivy bower, 

In some auld tree, or eldritch tower, 

What time the moon, wi* silent glower 
Sets up her horn, 

Wail through the dreary midnight hour 
Till waukrife morn 1 

Oh, rivers, forests, hills, and plains! 

Oft have ye heard my canty strains: 

But now, what else for me remains 
Hut tales of wo ? 

And frae my een the drapping rains 
Maun ever flow.* 

Mourn, spring, thou darling of the year, 

Ilk cowslip cup shall kep a tear: 

Thou, Milliner, while each corny spear 
Shoots up its head. 

Thy gay, gram, flowery tresse- shear 
For him that’s dead. 

Thou, autumn, wi’ thy yellow hair, 

In grief thy sallow mantle tear! 

Thou, winier, hurling through the air 
The roaring b\*st, 

Wide o’er the naked world declare 

The worth we’ve lost! 

Mourn him, thou sun, great source of light! 
Mourn, empress the silent night! 

And you, ye twinkling stamies bright, 

My Matthew mourn ! 

For through your orb he’s ta’en his flight, 

Ne’er to return. 

Oh, Henderson ! the man—the brother ! 

And art thou gone, and gone f**r ever! 

And hast thou crossed that unknown river, 
Life's dreary hound ! 

Like thee, where shall we find another, 

The world around I 

Go to your sculptured tombs, ye great, 

In a’ the tinsel trash o’ state ! 

But by thy honest turf I’ll wait, 

Thou man of worth ! 

And weep the ae best fellow’s fate 
E’er lay in earth. 

[ Sony*.] 

Afa^htraon's Farewell* 

Farewell, ye dungeons dark and strong, 

The wretch’s destinie ! 

Macpherson’s time will not be long 
On yonder gallows-tree. 

Sac rantingly, sae wantonly, 

Sae dauntingly gaed he ; 
lie played a spring, and danced it round. 
Below the gallows tree. 

Oh, what is death but parting breath! 

On many a bloody plain 
Hve dared his face, and in this place 
1 scorn him yet again ! 

Untie these bands from off my hands, 

And bring to me my sword ; * 

And there’s no a man in all Scotland, 

But I’ll brave him at a word. 

I’ye lived a life of sturt and strife ; 

I die by treachcric ; 

It bums my heart I must depart 
And not avenged be. 

Now farewell light—thou sunshine bright, 
And all beneath the sky l 
Mav coward shame distain his name, 

The wretch that dares not die 1 
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Afenie. 

Again rejoicing nature sees 

Iler robe assume its vernal hues, 

Her leafy locks wave in the breeze, 

All freshly steeped in morning dews. 

In rain to me the cowslips blaw, 

In vain to me the violets spring; 

In vain to me, in glen or shaw, 

The mavis and the lintwhite sing. 

The merry ploughboy cheers his team, 

Wi’ joy tfiie tentie seedsman stalks ; 

But life to me’s a weary dream, 

A dream of ane that never wauks. 

The wanton coot the water skims, 

Amang the reeds the ducklings cry, 

The stately swan majestic swims. 

And everything is blessed but I. 

The shepherd steeks his faulding slap, 

And owre the moorland whistles shrill; 

Wi* wild, unequal, wandering step, 

I meet him on the dewy hill. 

And when the lark, ’tween light and dark, 
Blithe waukens by the daisy’s side, 

And mounts and sings on flittering wings, 

A wo-worn ghaist I hameward glide. 

Come, Winter, with thine angry howl, 

And raging bend the naked tree: 

Thy gloom will soothe my cheerless soul, 

When nature all is sad like me! 

Ae Fond Kiss. 

These exquisitely affecting stanzas contain the essence < 
a thousand love tales.’— Scott.] 

Ae fond kiss, and then we sever; 

Ae fareweel, alas ! for ever! 

Deep in heart-wrung tears I ’11 pledge thee, 
Warring sighs and groans I'll wage thee. 

Who shall say that fortune grieves him, 

While the star of hope she leaves him ? 

Me, nae eheerfu’ twinkle lights me; 

Dark despair around benights me. 

I’ll ne’er blame my partial fancy, 

Kaething could resist my Nancy; 

But to see her was to love her; 

Love but her, and love for ever. 

Had we never loved sae kindly, 

Had we never loved sae blindly, 

Never met—or never parted, 

We had ne’er been broken-hearted. 

Fare thee weel, thou first and fairest! 

Fare thee weel, thou best and dearest! 

Thine be ilka joy and treasure, 

Peace, enjoyment, Jove, and pleasure! 

Ae fond kiss, and then wc sever; 

Ae farewell, alas ! for ever! 

Deep in ;r j tears I’ll pledge thee, 

Warring groans I’ll wage thee! 

My IJonnie Mary. 

Go fetch to me a pint o’ w ine, 

And fill it in a silver taaaie ; 

That I may drink, before I go, 

A service to my bonnie lassie; 

The boat rocks at the pier o’ I^eith, 

Fu’ loud the wind blaws frae the Ferry; 

The ship ride* by the Berwick-law, ' * 

And I maun leave my bonnie Mary. 

The trumpet* sound, the banners fly, 

The glittering spear* are ranked ready ; 

The shouts o* war are heard afar, 

The battle closes thick and bloody; 


But it’s not the roar o* sea or shore 
Wad mako me langer wish to tarry; 

Nor shouts o* war that’s heard afar— 

It’s leaving thee, my bonnie Mary. 

Alary A forison. 

One of my Juvenile works.’— Hums. * Of all the produc¬ 
tions of Burns, the pathetic ami serious love songs which he 
has left boliind him in the manner of old ballads, are perhaps 
those which take the deepest and most lasting hold of the 
mind. Such arc the lines of Mary Morison, Ato.’— Jiaxlitt.'] 

Oh Mary, at thy window be, 

It is the wished, the trysted hour ! 

Those smiles and glances let me see, 

That make the miser’s treasure poor: 

IIow blithely wad 1 bide the stouro, 

A wearv slave frae sun to sun, 

Could I the rich reward secure. 

The lovely Mary Morison. 

Yestreen when to the trembling string 
The dance gaed through the lighted ha’, 

To thee my fancy took its wing, 

I sat, but neither heard mtr saw. 

Though this fair, and that was braw, 

And von the toast of a’ the town, 

I sighed, and said amang them a*, # 

‘ Ye are na Mary Morison.’ 

Oh Mary, canst thou wreck his pence, 

Wha for thy sake wad gladly die? 

Or enlist thou break that heart of his, 

Whose only faut is loving thee ? 

If love for love thou wilt na gie, 

At least be pity to me shown ; 

A thought ungentle canna be 
The thought o’ Mary Morison. 

liruce's Address. 


Wha wiil be a traitor knave f 
Wha can fill a coward’s grave 
Wha sae base as In* a slave ? * ; 

Let him turn and flee! 

Wha for Scotland’s king and law 

Freedom’s sword will strongly draw, j 

Freeman stand, or freeman fa’, 

Let him follow me ! j 

By oppression’s woes ami pains ! j 

By your sons ift servile chains ? \ 

Wc will drain our dearest veins, j 

But they shall be free! I 

La)' the proud usurper* low ! | 

Tyrants fall in every foe J 
Liberty’* in every blow! 

Let us do, or Jic l 

ALEXANDER WILSON. 

Alexander Wilson, a distinguished naturalist, 
w as also a good Scottish poet, lie was a native of 
Paisley, and bom July 6, 1766. II c was brought 
up to the trade of a weaver, but afterwards preferred 
that of a pedlar, selling muslin and otlwar wares. In 
1789 he added to Ids other commodities a prospectus 
of a volume of poems, trusting, as lie said, 

If the pedlar should fail to be favoured with sale, 

Then 1 hope you’ll encourage the poet 
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Scots, wlm hut* wi* Wallace bled, 
Scots, tthum Bruce ha 1 - aften led : 

Wei come to your gory bed, 

Or to victory ! 

N‘»w*s the day, and now’s the hour; 
See the front o' battle lour ; 

See approach proud Ld ward's power— 
C’haini and slavery ! 
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He did not succeed in either character; and after 
publishing his poems ho returned to the loom. In 
1792 he issued anonymously his best poem, Watty 
and Meg, which was at first attributed to Burns. 

A foolish personal satire, and a not very wise ad¬ 
miration of the principles of equality disseminated 
at the time of the French Revolution, drove Wilson i 
to America in the year 1794. There he was once ■ 
more a weaver and a pedlar, and afterwards a 
schoolmaster. A love of ornithology gained upon 
him, and ho wandered over America, collecting 
specimens of birds. In 1808 appeared his first 
volume of the American Ornithology , and he 
continued collecting and publishing, traversing j 
swamps and forests in quest of rare birds, and j 
undergoing the greatest privations and fatigues, j 
till he had committed an eighth volume to the 
press. Ik’ sank under his severe latxmrs on the ! 
23d of August 1813, and was interred with public 
honours at Philadelphia. In the Ornithology of 
Wilson wewee the fancy and descriptive powers of 
the poet. The following extract is part of his ac¬ 
count of the bald eagle, and is extremely vivid and 
Striking :— 

‘The celebrated cataract of Niagara is a noted 
place of resort for*the bald eagle, as * 'ell on account 
of the fish procured there, as fur the numerous car¬ 
cases of squirrels, deer, l>cars, and various other 
animals, that, in their attempts to cross the river 
alwjve the falls, have been dragged into the current, 
and precipitated down that tremendous gulf, where, 
among the ris ks that bound the rapids below, they 
furnish a rich repast for the vulture, the raven, and 
the bald eagle, the subject of the present account. 
He lias been long known to naturalists, being com¬ 
mon to lxith continents, and occasionally met with 
from a very high northern latitude to the borders 
of the torrid zone, but chiefly in the vicinity of the 
sea, and along the shores and cliffs of our lakes and 
large rivers. Formed by nature for braving the 
severest cold, feeding equally on the product* of thi 
sea and of the land, possessing powers of flight 
capable of outstripping even the tcmi>ests them¬ 
selves, unawed hy anything hut man, and, from 
the ethereal heights to which he soars, looking 
abroad at one glance on an immeasurable expanse 
of forests, fields, lakes, and ocean deep below him, 
he appears indifferent to the little localities of 
change of scidbns, as in "4 few minutes he can 
pass from summer to winter, from the lower to the 
higher regions of the atmosphere, the abode of 
eternal cold, and from thence descend at will to the 
torrid or the arctic regions of the earth. He is, 
therefore, found at all seasons in the countries he 
inhabits ; but prefers such places as have been 
mentioned above, from the gjpat partiality he has 
for fish. 

In procuring these, he displays, in a very singular 
manner, the genius and energy of his character, 
which is fierce, contemplative, daring, and tyranni¬ 
cal ; attributes not exerted but on particular occa¬ 
sions, but when put forth, overpowering all opposi¬ 
tion. Elevated on the high dead limb of some 
gigantic tree that commands a wide view of the 
neighbouring shore and ocean, he seems calmly to 
contemplate the motions of the various feathered 
tribes that pursue their busy avocations below j the 
snow-white gulls slowly winnowing the air; the 
busv tringro coursing along the sands; trains of 
ducks streaming over the surface; silent and watch¬ 
ful cranes intent and wading; clamorous crows; 
and all the winged multitudes th&t subsist by the 
bounty of tliis vast liquid magazine of nature. High 
over all these hovers one whose action instantly 
arrests his whole attention. By his wide curvature 


of wing, and sudden suspension in air, he knows 
him to be the fish-hawk, settling over some devoted 
victim of the deep. His eye kindles at the sight, 
and balancing himself with half-opened wings on 
the branch, he watches the result. Down, rapid as 
an arrow from heaven, descends the distant object 
of his attention, the roar of its wings reaching the 
ear as it disappears in the deep, making the surges 
foam around. At this moment the eager looks of 
the eagle are all ardour; and, levelling his neck for 
flight, he sees the fish-hawk once more emerge, 
struggling with his prey, and mounting in the air 
with screams of exultation. These* are the signal 
for our hero, who, launching into the air, instantly 
gives chase, and soon gains on the fish-hawk; each 
exerts his utmost to mount above the other, uis- 
playing in these rencontres the most elegant and 
sublime aerial evolutions. The unencumbered eagle 
rapidly advances, and is just on the point of reaching 
his opponent, when, with a sudden scream, probably 
of despair and honest execration, the latter drops 
his fish : the eagle, poising himself for a moment, aa 
if to take a more certain aim, descends like a whirl¬ 
wind, snatches it in his grasp ere it reaches the 
water, and bears his ill-gotten booty silently away 
to the woods.’ 

By way of preface, * to invoke the clemency of 
the reader,’ Wilson relates the following exquisite 
trait of simplicity and nature:— 

* In one of my late visits to a friend in the coun¬ 
try, I found their youngest son, a fine boy of eight 
or nine years of age, who usually resides in town 
for his education, just returning from a ramble 
through the neighbouring w*ood» and fields, where 
he had collected a large and very handsome bunch 
of wild flowers, of a great many different colours; 
and, presenting them to his mother, said, “Look, 
my dear mamma, what beautiful flowers I have 
found growing on our place! Why, all the woods 
are full of them! red, orange, and blue, and ’most 
every colour. Oh ! I can gather you a whole parcel 
of them, much handsomer than these, all growing 
in our own woods! Shall I, mamma ? Shall I go 
and bring you more?” The good woman received 
the bunch of flowers with a smile of affectionate 
complacency ; and, after admiring for some time the 
beuutiful simplicity of nature, gave her willing con¬ 
sent, and the little fellow went off on the wings of 
eestacy to execute his delightful commission. 

The similarity of tliis little boy’s enthusiasm to 
my own struck me, and the reader will need no 
explanations of mine to make the application. 
Should my country receive with the same gracious 
indulgence the specimens which 1 here humbly pre¬ 
sent her ; should she express a desire for me to go 
and bring her more, the highest wishes of my ambi¬ 
tion will be gratified; for, in the language of my 
little friend, our whole w oods are full of them, and I 
can collect hundreds more, much handsomer than 
these.’ 

The ambition of the poet-naturalist was amply 
gratified. 

[A Village Scald surprising her Husband in an 
Alc-housc.] 

I* the thrang o * stories tell in, 

Shakin hands and jokin queer, 

Swith ! a chap comes on the hallan— 

* Mungo! is our Watty here!’ 

Maggy’s weel-kent tongue and hurry 
Darted through him like a knifes 
Up the door flew —like a fury 
In came Watty's scoldin wife. 
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• Nasty, gude-for-naetliing being ! 

0 ye snuffy drucken sow! 

Bringin wife and weans to ruin, 

Drinkin here wi’ sic a crew! 

Rise! ye drucken beast o’ Bethel! 

Drink’s your night and day’s desire; 

Rise, this precious hour! or laith 1*11 
Fling your whisky i’ the fire!’ 

Watty heard her tongue unhallowed, 

I Paid his groat vrV little din, 

I Left the house, while Maggy fallowed, 
Flyting t>* the road bellin’. 

Folk frae every door came lampin, 

Maggy curst them ane and a’, 

Clapped wi’ her hands, and stampin, 

Lost her bauchels 1 i’ the snaw. 

Ilame, at length, she turned the gavel, 

Wi’ a face as white’s a clout, 

Bagin like a very devil, 

Kickin stools and chairs about. 

‘Ye’ll sit wi’ your li miners round ye— 

Hang you, sir, I’ll be your death I 

Little bauds my hands, confound you, 

But I cleave you to the teeth!’ 

Watty, wha, ’midst this oration. 

Eyed her whiles, but durst iia speak, 

Sat, like patient Resignation, 

Trembling by the ingle-cheek. 

Sad his wee drap brosc he sippet, 

(Maggy's tongue gaed like a bell), 

Quietly to liis bed he slippet, 

Sighin aften to himsel— 

* Nane are free frae some vexation, 

Ilk ane has his ills to dree ; 

But through a’ the hale creation 
Is nae mortal vexed like me.’ 

[A Pedlar s Story.] 

I wha stand here, in this bare scowrv coat, 

Was ance a packman, worth mony a groat; 

I’ve carried packs as big’s your meiklc tabic ; 

I’ve scarted pats, and sleepit in a stable: 

Sax pounds I wadna for rny pack ance tacn, 

And I could bauldly 1-rag ’twas a’ mine aim 

Ay! time were days indeed, that gar’d me hope, 
Aiblins, through time to warsle up a shop; 

And aw a wife aye in my noddle ran, 

I kenned my Kate wad grapple at me than. 

Oh, Kate was past compare ! sic cheeks ! sic ecu! 
Sic Bmiling looks! were never, never seen. 

Dear, dear I lo'ed her, and whene’er we met, 
Pleaded to have the bridal day but set; 

Stapped her pouches fu’ o’ preens and laces, 

And thought rnvsel weel paid wi’ twa three kisses: 
Yet still she put i: :t!?*frae day to day, 

And aften kindjy m my lug would say, 

‘ Ae half-year langer’s no nae unco stop, 

We’ll marry then, and syne set up a shop.’ 

Oh, sir, but lasses’ words arc saft and fair, 

They soothe our griefs and banish ilka c are: 

Wha wadna toil to please the lass he loes ? 

A lover true minds this in all he does. 

Finding her mind was thus sac firmly bent, 

And that I couldna get her to relent, 

There was nought left but quietly to resign, 

To heeze my pack for ae lang hard campaign ; 

And as the Highlands was the place for meat, 

I ventured there in spite o’ wind and weet. 

Cauld now the winter blew, and deep the snaw 
For three hale days incessantly did fa*; 

1 Old shoes. 


Far in a muir, arn&ng the whirling drift, 

Where nought was seen but mountains and the lift, 

1 lost my road and wandered mony a mile, 

Maist dead wi* hunger, cauld, and fright, and toil. 
Thus wandering, east or west, 1 kenned na where, 

My mind o’ercome wi* gloom and black despair, 

Wi’ a fell ringe I plunged at ance, forsooth, 

Down through a wreath o’ snaw up to my mouth — 
Clean owre my head my precious wallet flew. 

But wlmr it gaed, Ford kens—1 never knew! 

What great misfortunes are poured down on some ! 
I thought my fearfu’ hinder-end was come ! 

Wi’ grief and sorrow was my saul oweroast, 

Ilk breath 1 drew was like to be my last ; 

For aye the inair I warsled rouu’ and roun’, 

I land mysel aye stick the deeper down ; 

Till ance, at length, wi’ a prodigious pull, 

I drew inv puir cauld carcass frae the hole, 

Lang, lang 1 sought, and gruped for my pack, 

Till night and hunger forced im to come back. 

For three lang hours I wandered up nfid down, 

Till chance at last conveyed me to a town ; 

There, wi’ a trembling hand, I \vr>>tc my Kate 
A sad account of u* my luckless Tate, 

But bade her aye he kind, and no despair, 

•ince life was left, I soon would gather mair, # 

Wi’ whilk 1 hoped, within a towniont’s date, 

To be at hame, and share it a* wi' Kate. 

Fool that 1 was! how little did 1 think 
That love would soon be h»-t f--r faut «•* clink ! 

The loss o’ fair-won wealth, though hard to bear, 

Afore this—ne’er had power to force a tear. 

1 trusted time would bring thing" round again. 

And Kate, dear Kate! would then be a’ mine ain : 
Consoled my mind in lu>p<> <.’ bettor luck 
But, oh ! what -ad re vet so! how t hund< r* truck ! 
Whcnae black day brought word frae Bab m\ blither, 
That — A'uf' mas rri'<{ and /namrd on unithre ! 

Though a’ my friends, and ilka comrade sweet, 

At ance had Wrapped cauld dead at my feet ; 

< >r though I'd heard the last day’** dreadful ca*, 

Nae deeper horror owre my heart c-.iild u*; 

I cursed inyscl, J cursed my luckier fare. 

And grat—and subbing cried, ( »h Kate! oh Kate! 

Frae that day f-rth 1 never muir did wool. 

But drank, arid ran headforemost to the deil ! 

Mv siller vanished, far frae hame 1 pined, 

But Kate f >r ever ran JOT'"*" mv mind ; 

In bn' were a’ my Impr^ the-e Imja^wre vain, 

And imvv I'll never see her like again. 

Ill/ Ton MV< SKILL. 

Ilr.rToii Ma<m:ill (174f»- 18] was brought up 
to a mercantile life, but was unsuccessful in most of 
his business affairs. He cultivated in secret an 
attachment to the noises, which at length brought 
him fame, though nor wealth, in 17*!* he published 
a legendary poem, 7 hr and in 171*0 his moral 

tale, Scotland's Skaith, or tin Jftstnn/ d Will and 
Jean. The object of this production was to depict 
the evil effects of intern jh. ranee. A happy rural 
pair art* reduced to ruin, descending by gradual 
steps till the husband is obliged to enlist as a soldier, j 
and the w ife to beg with her children through the I 
country. The situation of the little ale-house where 
Will begins his unlucky potations is finely described. 

In a howiTi whose bonny burnie 
^ Whimpering rowed its crystal flood, i 

Near the road where travellers tun* aye, j 

Neat and beild a cot-house stood : i 

\\ hitc the wa’s wi’ roof new thee kit, 

Window broads just painted ml ; j 

Down ’mang trees and braes it reekit, j 

Haflins seen and haflins hid. ! 
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HECTOR MACKEILL. 


Up the gavel-end thick spreading 
Crap the clasping ivy green, 

Back owrc firs the high craigs dead in, 
liaised a* round a coney screen. 

Down below a flowery meadow 

Joined the humic's rambling line; 

Here it was that Howe the widow 
That same day set up her sign. 

Brattling down the brae, and near its 
Bottom, Will first marvelling sees 

4 Porter, Ale, and British Spirits,’ 

Painted bright between twa trees. 

4 (Jodsake, Tam ! here’s xvalth for drinking! 

Wha can this new-comer be?* 

* Ilout,’ quo’ Tam, 4 there’s drouth in thinking— 
Let’s in, Will, and syne we’ll see.’ 

• 

The rustic friends have a jolly meeting, and do not 
separate till ‘’tween twa and three’ next morning. 
A weekly club is set up at Maggy Howe's, a news¬ 
paper is procured, and poor Will, the hero of the 
tale. Incomes a pot-1 stunt 1 politician, and soon goes 
to ruin. His wife also takes to drinking. 

Whf*was ance like Willie (inirlace * 

W ha in neebonring town or farm ! 

Beauty’s bloom shone in his lair face, 

Deadly strength was in his arm. 

W ban he first saw Jeanie Miller, 

W ha wi’ Jeanie could compare ! 

Thousands had mair brawn and .mller, 

But war <my ball sac lair! 

St them '—bow changed wi’ drinking! 

A’ tin ir touthl'u’ lx*aut\ gane ! 

Daveretl, d*-itt*d, dai/.ed, ami blinking— 

Worn to jM'rfrrt skin and bane! 

In the eauld month o’ November 
((‘laise ami cash and credit out), 

Towering o’er a dung ember, 

Wi’ ilk face as white’s a clout ! 

Bond and bill and debts a’ Hoppit, 

Ilka “beaf sclt on the bent ; 

Tattle, beds, and blankets roupit 
Now to pay the laird his rent. 

No anithcr night to lodge here 
No a friend their cuums#> plead ! 

He’s ta’on on to be a sodger, 

She wT weans to beg her bread ! 

The little domestic drama is happily wound up : 
Jeanie obtains a cottage and protection from the 
Duchess of Buccleucdi ; and Will, after losing a leg 
in battle, returns, ‘ placed on Chelsea's bounty,’ and 
finds his wife and family. 0 

Sometimes briskly, sometime* fiaggin’, 
Sometimes helpit, Will gat forth ; 

On a cart, or in a wagon, 

Hiqding aye towards the north. 

Tired ae e’en mg, stepping booty. 

Pondering on his thru ward fate. 

In the bonny mouth o’ July, 

Willie, heedless, tint his gate. 

Saft the southland breeze was blawing, 

Sweetly sughed the green nik wood ; 

Loud the din o’ streams fast fa’ing, 

Struck the ear wi* thundering thud; 

Kwes and lambs on braes ran bleating; 

Unties chirped on ilka tree; 

Frae the west the sun, near setting, 

Flamed on Roslin's towers sae hie. 


Roslin’s towers and braes sae bonny! 

Craigs and water, woods and glen l 
IloMlin’s banks unpeered by ony, 

Save the Muses’ Hawthornden ! 

Ilka sound and charm delighting, 

Will (though hardly fit to £&ng) 

Wandered on through scenes inviting, 

Listening to the mavis’ sang. 

faint at length, the day fast closing, 

On a fragrant strawberry steep, 

Lsk’s sweet dream to rest composing, 

Wearied nature drapt asleep. 

4 Soldier, rise !—the dews o’ e’ening 
Gathering, fa’ wi* deadly skaith !— 

Wounded soldier ! if complaining, 

Sleep na here, and catch your death.* 

* * * 

Silent stept he on, poor fallow! 

Listening to his guide before, 

O’er green knowo and flowery hallow, 

Till th-y reached the cot-nouse door. 

I<aigh it was, yet sweet am* humble; 

Decked wi* honeysuckle round ; 

C’lear below* Ksk’s waters rumble, 

Deep glens murmuring back the sound. 

Melville’s tower.? *ac white and stately, 

Dim by gloaming glint to view ; 

Through Lasswade’s dark woods keek sweetly 
Skies sae red and lift sae blue. 

Lmering now, in transport mingle 
Mother fond and happy wean, 

Smiling round a canty ingle 
Bleezing on a clean hearthst&ne. 

‘Soldier welcome ! come, be cheerie— 

Here yeVe rest and tak’ your bed— 

Faint, wae- me ! ye seem, and wean*, 

Pale's your cheek sae lately red!’ 

‘(‘hanged I am,’ sighed Willie till her; 

‘ Changed, nae doubt, changed can be; 

Vet, alas! does Jeanie Miller 
Nought o’ Willie (iairlace seel’ 

Hue ye marked the dew* o’ morning 
Glittering in the sunny ray, 

Quickly IV, when, without warning, 

Hough blasts came and shook the spray ! 

llac ye seen the bird fast fleeing, 

Drap when pierced by death mair fleet! 

Then see Jean wi* colour decing, 

Senseless drap at Willie's feet. 

After three lang years* affliction 
(A* their woes now hushed to rest), 

Jean ance mair, in fond affection, 

Clasps her Willie to her breast. 

The simple truth and pathos of descriptions like 
these appealed to the heart, and soon rendered Mac- 
neill’s poem universally popular in Scotland. Its 
mural tendency was also a strong recommendation, 
and the same causes still operate in procuring 
readers for the tale, especially in that class best 
fitted to appreciate its rural beauties and homely 
pictures, and to receive benefit from the lessons it 
inculcates. M acne ill wrote several Scottish lyrics, 
but he wanted the true genius for song-writing—-the 
pathos, artlessness, and simple gaiety which should 
accompany the flow- of the music. He published a 
descriptive poem, entitled The Links of Forth, or a 
Parting Peep at the Corse of Stiriing ; and some prose 
tales, in which he laments the effect of modern 
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change and improvement. The latter years of the 
poet were spent in comparative comfort at Edin¬ 
burgh, where he enjoyed the refined and literary 
society of the Scottish capital till an advanced age. 

Mary of Castle-Cary, 

Saw ye my wee thing, saw ye my ain thing, 

Saw ye my true love down on yon lea— 

Crossed she the meadow yestreen at the gloaming, 
Sought she the bumie where flowers the haw-tree; 
Her hair it is,lint-white, her skin it is milk-white, 
Dark is the blue of her soft rolling e’e; 

Red, red are her ripe lips, and sweeter than roses, 
Where could my wee thing wander frac me ? 

I saw nae your wee thing, I saw nae your ain thing, 
Nor saw I your true love down by yon lea; 

But 1 met*my bonnie thing late in the gloaming, 
Down by the bumie where flowers the liaw-tree : 
Her hair it was lint-white, her skin it was milk-white, 
Dark was the blue of her soft rolling e’e ; 

Red were her ripe lips and sweeter than roses— 

Sweet were the kisses that she gave to me. 

It was nae my wee thing, it was nae my ain thing, 

It was nae my true love ye met bv the tree: 

Proud is her leal heart, and modest her nature, 

She never loved ony till ance she loed me. 

Her name it is Mary, she's frae Castle-l'ary, 

Aft has she sat when a bairn on my knee: 

Fair as your face is, wert fifty times fairer, 

Young bragger, she ne’er wad gie kisses to thee. 

It was then your Mary ; she’s frae Castle-Cary, 

It was then your true love 1 met by the tree; 
Proud as her heart is, and modest her nature, 

Sweet were the kisses that she gave to me. 

Sair gloomed his dark brow, Mood-red his cheek grew, 
Wild flashed the fire frae his red rolling e’e: 

Ye’se rue sair this morning your boasts and your 
scorning, 

Defend ye, fause traitor, fu’ loudly ye lie. 

Away wi’ beguiling, cried the youth smiling— 

Off went the bonnet, the lint-white locks flee, 

The belted plaid fa’ing, her white bosom shnwing, 

Fair stood the loved maid wi’ the dark rolling e’e. 
Is it m y wee thing, is it my ain thing, 

Is it my true love here that 1 nee i 
0 Jamie, forgie me, your heart’s constant to me, 

I’ll never mair wander, dear laddie, frae thee. 

ROBERT TANNAHILL. 

Robert Tannahill, a lyrical poet of a superior 
order, whose songs rival all but the best of Burns's 
in popularity, was born in Paisley on the 3d of June 
1774. His education was Limited, but he was a 
diligent re a student. He was early sent to 

the loom, we;»■ oeing the staple trade of Paisley, 
and continued to follow liis occupation in his native 
town until Ins twenty-sixth year, when, with one of 
his younger brothers, he removed to Lancashire. 
There he continued two years, when the declining 
state of his father’s health induced him to return. 
He arrived in time to receive the dying blessing of 
his parent, and a short time afterwards we find him 
writing to a friend—* My brother Hugh and I are 
all that now remain at home, w ith our old mother, 
bending under age and frailty; and but seven years 
back, nine of us used to sit at dinner together.’ 
Hugh married, and the poet was left alone with his 
widowed mother. On this occasion he adopted a 
resolution which he has expressed in the following 
lines;— 


Ttic Filial Vow. 

Why heaves my mother oft tho deep-drawn sigh ? 
Why starts the big tear glistening in her eye? 

Why oft retire to hide her bursting grief? 

Why socks she not, nor seems to wish relief? 

Tis for ray father, mouldering with the dead, 

My brother, in bold manhood, lowly laid, 

And for the pains which age is doomed to bear, 

She heaves the deep-drawn sigh, and drops the secret 
tear. 

Yes, partly these her gloomy thoughts employ, 

But mostly this o’crclouds her every joy ; 

She grieves to think she may be burdensome, 

Now feeble, old, and tottering to the tomb. 

O hear ine, Heaven ! and record inv vow ; 

Its non-performance let thv wrath pursue! 

I swear, of what thy providence may give, 

My mother shall her due maintenance have. 

’Twas hers to guide me through life’s early day, 

To point out virtue’s paths, and lead the way : 

Now, while her powers in irigij languor sleep, 

Ti« mine to hand her down life’s rugged steep ; 

With all her little weaknesses to Mar, 

Attentive, kind, to soothe her every care. * 

Tis nature bids, and truest pleasure flows 
From lessening an aged parent’s woes. 

The filial piety of Tannahill is strikingly apparent 
from this effusion, but the inferiority of the lines to 
any of his Scottish songs shows how little at home 
he was in English. Ilis mother outlived him thirteen 



Robert Tannahill. 

years. Though Tannahill had occasionally com- 
posed verses from a very early age, it was not till 
after this time that he attained to anything beyond 
mediocrity. Becoming acquainted with Mr J{. A. 
Smith, a musical combiner, the poet applied himself 
sedulously to lyrical composition, aided by the en¬ 
couragement and the musical taste of his friend. 
Smith set some of his songs to original and appro* 
priatc airs, and in 1607 tiie poet ventured on the 
publication of a volume of poems and songs, of which 
the first impression, consisting of 900 copies, were 
sold in a few weeks. It is related that in a solitary 
walk on one occasion, his musing* were interrupted 
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by the voice of a country girl in an adjoining field 
singing by herself a song of liis own— 

We*!! meet beside the dusky glen, on yon burnside; 

and he used to say he was more pleased at this evi¬ 
dence of his popularity, than at any tribute which 
had ever been paid him. He afterwards contributed 
some songs to Mr George Thomson’s Select Melo¬ 
dies, and exerted himself to procure Irish airs, of 
which he was very fbnd. Whilst delighting all 
classes of his countrymen with his native songs, the 
poet fell into a state of morbid despondency, aggra¬ 
vated by bodily weakness, and a tendency to con¬ 
sumption. He had prepared a new edition of his 
poems for the press, and sent the manuscript to Mr 
Constable the publisher; but it was returned by that 
gentleman, in consequence of his having more new 
works on ha’id than lie could undertake that season. 
This disapjtointincnt preyed on the spirits of the 
sensitive poet, and his melancholy became deep and 
hahituaL H(/"burned all his manuscripts, and sank 
into a state of mental derangement. Returning 
from a visit to Glasgow on the 17th of May 181<>, 
the unhappy poet retired to rest; but * suspicion 
having Wn excited, in ul>out an hour afterwards it 
was discovered that Jie had stolen out uuperceived. 
Search was made in every direction, and by the 
dawn of the morning, the coat of the poet was dis¬ 
covered lying at the side of the tunnel of a neigh- 
lxmring brix>k, pointing out hut t<x> surely where 
his Ixxly wax to be found.’* Tannahill was a modest 
and temperate man, devoted to his kindred and 
friends, and of unblemished purity and correctness 
of conduct. His lamentable death arose from no 
want or irregularity, hut was solely caused by that 
morbid disease of the mind which at length over¬ 
threw his reason. The jxx?ms of this ill-starred son 
of genius ar<' greatly inferior to his songs. They 
have all a commonplace artificial character. His 
lyrics, on the other hand, are rich and original both 
in description and sentiment. His diction is copious 
and luxuriant, particularly in describing natural 
objects and the tx*culiar features of the Scottish 
landscape. His simplicity is natural and unaffected ; 
and though he apjx*ars to have possessed a deeper 
sympathy with nature than with the workings of 
human feeling, or even the jmssion of love, he is 
often tender and pathetic, llis ‘Gloomy winter’s 
now awa* is a beam if ul concentration of tenderness 
and melody. 

27it lima o’ LhdqukUhrr. 

Ivet us go, lassie, go, 

To the hr«u* o* Balquhither, 

Where the blae-bcrrie* gr«»w 

’Moug the bonnie Highlrad heather; 

Where the deer and the roe, 

Lightly hounding together, 

Sport the long summer day 
On the braes o* Balquhither. 

I will twine thee a bower 
By the clear siller fountain, 

And 1*11 cover it o'er 

Wi’ the flowers of the mountain ; 

I will range through the wilds. 

And the deep glens sac drearie, 

And return wi* the spoils 
To the bower o' my dearie. 

When the rude wintry win* 

Idly raves round our dwelling, 

And the roar of the linn 
On the night breeze is swelling, 

* Memotr prettied to Tsnn&hlU't Works. Glasgow: 1836. 


So merrily we’ll sing. 

As the storm rattles o’er us, 

Till the dear shieling ring 
Wi* the light lilting chorus. 

Now the summer *s in prime 
Wi* the flowers richly blooming, 

And the wild mountain thyme 
A* the moorlands perfuming; 

To our dear native scenes 
Let us journey together, 

Where glad innocence reigns 
’Mang the braes o’ Balquhithe’v 

71 tc Bract o’ Gltnijftr . 

Keen blawx the win’ o’er the braes o’ Gle offer, 

The auld castle turrets are covered with gnaw; 

How changed frae the time when I met wi’ my lover 
Amang the broom bushes by Stanley green shaw! 
The wild flowers o’ summer were spread a’ sae bonnie, 
The mavis sang sweet frae the green birken tree ; 
But far to the amp they hae marched my dear Johnie, 
And now- it it winter wi’ nature and me. 

Then ilk thing around us was blithesome and cheerio, 
Then ilk thing around us was bonnie and braw ; 
Now naething is heard but the wind whistling drearie, 
And naething is seen but the wide-spreading snaw. 
The trees are a’ ban 1 , and the birds mute and dowie ; 
They shake the cauld drift frae their wings as they 
flee ; 

And chirp out their plaints, seeming wae for my 
Johnie j 

’Tin winter wi’ them, and ’tia winter wi’ me. 

Yon cauld sleety cloud skiffs alang the bleak moun¬ 
tain. 

And shakes the dark firs on the steep rocky brae, 
While down the deep glen bawls the snaw-flooded 
fountain, 

That murmured sae sweet to my laddie and me. 

It’s no its loud roar on the wintrv wind swellin’, 

It’s no the cauld blast brings the tear i’ my e’e ; 

F>»r <)! gin I saw but my bonnie Scots callan, 

The dark days o’ winter were summer to me. 

TiiC Flower o’ Ihunblanc . 

The sun has gane down o’er the lofty Benlomond, 

And left the red clouds to preside o’er the scene. 
While lanelv 1 stray in the calm summer gloamin, 

To muse on sweet Jessie, the flower o* Dumblane. 
llow sweet is the brier, wi’ its saft fauldin’ blossom ! 

And sweet is the birk, wi’ its mantle o’ green ; 

Yet sweeter and fairer, and dear to this bosom, 

Is lovely young Jessie, the flower o’ Dumblane. 

She’s modest as onv, and blithe as she’s bonnie; 

For guileless simplicity marks her its ain : 

And far be the villain, divested of feeling, 

Wha’d blight in its bloom the sweet flower o’ Dum¬ 
blane. 

Sing on, thou sweet mavis, thy hymn to the e’ening; 

Thou’rt dear to the echoes of Calderwood glen : 

Sae dear to this bosom, sae artless and winning, 

Is charming young Jessie, the flower o’ Dumblane. 

How lost were my days till I met wi’ my Jessie! 

The sports o’ the city seemed foolish and vain ; 

I ne’er saw a nymph 1 would ca’ mv dear lassie, 

Till charmed wi’ sweet Jessie, the flower o’ Dum¬ 
blane. 

Though mine were the station o* loftiest grandeur, 
Amidst its profusion I’d languish in pain, 

And reckon as naething the height o’ its splendour. 

If wanting sweet Jessie, the flower o* Dumblane. 
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Gloomy Winter'* note A tea. 

Gloomy winter’s now awa, 

Saft the west 1 in breezes blaw : 

’Mang the birks o’ Stanlcy-ahaw 
The mavis sings fu’ cheerie O. 

Sweet the craw-flowers early bell 
Decks Glenifler’s dewy dell. 

Blooming like thy bonnie sel\ 

My young, iuy artless dearie 0. 

Come, my lassie, let us stray. 

O’er CUeukilloch’s sunny brae. 

Blithely spend the gowden day 
Midst joys that never wearie 0. 

Towering o’er the Newton woods, 

Lavrocks fan the snaw-white clouds; 

Siller saughs, wi’ downie buds. 

Adorn the banks sae brierie O. 

Round the sylvan fairy nooks, 

Feathery brekans fringe the rocks, 

’Naath the brae the bumie jouks, 

And ilka thing is cheerie O. 

Trees may bud, and birds may sing, 

Flowers may bloom, and verdure spring, 

Joy to me they eanna bring, 

Unless wi’ thee, my dearie 0. 

RICHARD GALL. 

Contemporary with Tannaliill, and possessing a 
kindred taste in song-writing, was Kichari> Gall 
( 1776-1801), who, whilst employed as a printer in 
Edinburgh, threw off some Scottish songs that were 
justly popular. 4 My only jo and dearie < V for pleas¬ 
ing fancy and musical expression, is not unworthy 
Tannahill. 4 I remember,' says AlldVi Cunningham. 
4 when this song was exceedingly popular: its sweet¬ 
ness and ease, rather than its originality and vigour, 
might be the cause of its success. The third verse 
contains a very beautiful picture of early attach¬ 
ment—a sunny bank, and some sweet soft school¬ 
girl, will appear to many a fancy when these lines 
are sung.’ 

My only Jo and Dearie O. 

Thy cheek is o’ the rose’s hue, 

My only jo and dearie O ; 

Thy neck is like the siller-dew 
Upon the hanks sae briery O; 

Thy teeth are o’ the ivory, 

0 sweet’s the twinkle o’ thine ee ! 

Nae joy, nae pleasure, blinks on me, 

My only jo and dearie 0. 

The birdie sings upon the thorn 
Its sang o’joy, fu’ cheerie O, 

’ Rejoicing in the summer mom, 

Nae Ivin' to mak it eerie O ; 

But little kens the sangster sw’eet 
Aught o’ the cares I hae to meet, 

That gar my restless bosom beat, 

My only jo and dearie 0. 

Whan we were baimies on yon brae, 

And youth was blinking bonnie O, 

Aft we wad daff the lee-lang day. 

Our joys fu’ sweet and mony O; 

Aft I wad chase thee o’er the lea, 

And round about the thorny tree, 

Or pu’ the wild flowers a’ for thee, 

My only jo and dearie O. 

I hae a wish I canna tine, 

’Mang a’ the cares that grieve me 0; 

I wish thou wert for ever mine, 

And never mair to leave me O : 


Then I wad daut thee night and day, 

Nor itlier warldly care wad hae, 

Till life's warm stream forgot to play, 

My only jo and dearie O. 

Fa mail to Ayrshire. 

[Tills song of Gall’s has lx*en often printed—in conmquenoe 

of its locality—as the composition of Jtum*.] 

Scenes of wo and scenes of pleasure, 

Scenes that former thoughts renew ; 

Scenes of wo and scenes of pleasure. 

Now a sad and last adieu ! 

Bonny Roon, sae sweet at gloaming, 

Fare thee weel before 1 gang— 

Bonny Roon, where, early roaming, 

First I weaved the rustic sang ! 

Bowery adieu ! where hoc decoying, 

First enthralled this heart o’ mine; 

Then' the saftest sweets enjoying, 

Sweets that memory ne'er shtfll tine! 

Friends so dear my bosom ever, 

Ye hae rendered moi tents dear; 

But, alas! when forced to sever, 

Then the stroke, oh! how seven*! 

Friends, that parting tear reserve it* 

Though 'tis doubly dear to me ; 

Could l think l did deserve it. 

How much happier would I be! 

Scenes of wo and scenes of pleasure, 

Scenes that former thoughts renew; 

Scenes of wo and scenes of pleasure, 

Now a sad and last adieu! 

JOHN MAYN’E. 

John Mays*:, author of the* Siller Cun, Glasgow, 
and other poems, was a native of Dumfries*- bom in 
! the year 1761—and died in London in lfW». He 
was brought up to the printing business, and whilst 
apprentice in the Dumfries Journal oflire in 1777, 
in his sixteenth year, he published the germ of 
his 4 Siller Gun' in a quarto page of twelve stanzas. 
The subject of the jwxm is an ancient custom in 
Dumfries, called 4 Shooting for the Siller Gun,’ the 
gun being a hi nail silver tuts* presented by Janies 
VI. to the ineorjiorated trades ils a prize to the best 
marksman. This poem Mr Mavne continued to 
enlarge and improv<*\ip to the ftine of his death. 
The twelve stanzas expanded in two years to two 
cantos; in another year (1780) the poem was pub¬ 
lished—enlarged to three cantos—in Ruddiman's 
Magazine; and in 1808 it was published in Ixmdon 
in four cantos. This edition was seen by Sir Walter 
Scott, who said (in one of his notes to the Lady of 
the Lake) ‘that i t surpassed the efforts of 1‘Yrgusson, 
and came near to tnose of Bums.’ In 1 B.'J6 the ‘ Siller 
Gun’ was again reprinted with the addition of a fifth 
canto. Mr Mayne was author of a short poem on 
Halloween, printed in Ruddiman’s Magazine m 1780; 
and in 178 1 he published at Glasgow his fine ballad 
of Lttqan Jlrars , which Burns had seen, and two linen 
of which he copied into his Logan Water. The 
4 Siller Gun’ is humorous and descriptive, and is 
happy in both. The author is a shrewd and lively 
observer, full of glee, and also of gentle and affec¬ 
tionate recollections of his native town and all its 
people and pastimes. The ballad of 4 Logan Braes’ 
is a simple and beautiful lyric, superior to the more 
elaborate version of Bums. Though long resident 
in lamdun (as proprietor of the Star newspaper), 
Mr Mayne retained his Scottish enthusiasm to the 
last, and to those who, like ourselves, recollect him 
in advanced life, stopping in the midst of his duties, 
as a public journalist, to trace some remembrance 
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of his native Dumfries and the banks of the Nith, 
or to hum over some rural or pastoral song which 
| lie had heard forty or fifty years before, his name, 
| as well as Ms poetry, recalls the strength and per¬ 
manency of early feelings and associations. 

Logan lima. 

By Logan streams that rin sac deep, 

Fu’ aft wi* glee I've herded sheep ; 

Herded sheep ami gathered sloes, 

Wi* my dear lad on Hogan brae#. 

But wue’s my heart, time days are gane, 

And I wi' grief may herd alane, 

While my dear lad maun foot* his fat*", 

Far, far frae me and Logan brae*. 

Nae mair at Logan kirk w ill he 
Atwecfi the preachings meet wi’ me; 

Meet wi’ me, or when it's mirk. 

Convoy tnodinme frae Logan kirk. 

I weel may sing thae days are gane : 

Frae kirk and fair I come alane. 

While my dear Aid maun face hi** lues. 

Far, far frae me and Logan braes. 

Atw’cn, wlmnJhope amuLt is gale 
1 dauner out and t alane; 

Sit alane Ivencath the tree 
Where aft he kept his tr\*t wi’ne. 

Oh ! coil Id 1 see thae days again, 

M y lover skaithlc^, ami mv ain ! 

Belowd by friend*, nnered by fu* **, 

We’d live in bli^rs on L'-gan brae* I 

}f> fen i>f Kirkro.iorl. 

} ( llekn Irving, a yinimr lady of oxqwUim beauty and aorrmi- 

plUhmcn?*, <LniKbt< r of tin* l.air<l <>f kirkronnel, in Annan- 
dale, w»M) betrothal to Adam 1'lctuinx dv K irkpatriek, a voting 
gentleman of rank and fortune in that noijcht*oiirht*»d. " nlk 
Iiik with her lover on the sweet hanks of the Kirtle, she was 
murders! hy a d»*Api<oinled and nanpuinarv rival. Tlw* catas¬ 
trophe h*»k place during the reign of Mary Queen of Scuts, rend 
l* the subject of three different ballad-: the first two are old, 
the third h the- com position of the author of the * Siller Gun.* 
It wa* first inserted in the Ldinlmrgh Annual Register (1815) 
by Sir Walter Scott, j 

I wish I were where Helen lies, 

For, night ai^kduy, on me^hc cries ; 

And, like an angel, t<> the skies 
Still seems to beckon me ! 

For me she lived, for me she sighed, 

For me she wished t<> be a bride ; 

For me in life’s sweet morn she died 
On fair KirkcoimcTI.ee! 

; Where Kirtle-waters gently wgul, 

A# Helen on my arm reclined, 

A rival with a ruthless mind. 

Took deadly aim at me: 

My love, to disappoint the foe. 

Hushed in between me and the blow ; 

And now her corse is lying low 
j On fair Kirkconnel-I.ee! 

Though heaven forbids my wrath to swell, 

1 curse the hand by which she fell— 

The fiend who made my heaven a hell, 
j And tore my love from me! 

j For if, where all the graces shine— 
j Oh! if on earth there's aught divine, 

; My Helen! till these charms were thine— 

They centered all in thee! 

Ah ! what avails it that, amain, 

I clove the assassin’s head in twain I 
No peace of mind, my Helen slain, 


No resting-place for me: 

I see her spirit in the air— 

1 hear the shriek of wild despair, 

When Murder laid her bosom bare, 

On fair Kirkconnel-Lec! 

Oh ! when I’m sleeping in my grave, 

And o’er my head the rank weeds wave. 

May He who life and spirit gave 
l nite my love and me ! 

Then from this world of doubts and sighs, 

My soul on wings of jxiace shall rise ; 

And, joining Helen in the skies, * 

Forget Kirkconnel-Lee ! 

To the Hirer Nith. 

Hail, gentle stream t for ever dear 
Thv rudest murmurs to mine ear ! 

Toni from thv banks, though far I rove, 

The .slave of poverty and love, 

Ne’er shaM thv bard, where’er he be, 

Without a sigh remember thee ! 

F«>r there my infant years l*ogan. 

And there m v happiest minutes ran ; 

And there to love and friendship true, 

The blossoms of affection grew. 

Blithe on thy banks, thou sweetest stream 
That ever nursed <» poet’s dream ! 

(>ft have I in forbidden time 
(If youth could sanctify a crime), 

With hazel rod and fraudful fly, 

Kn«narcd thy unsusjKctini: fry ; 

In pairs have dragged them from their den. 
Till, chased by lurking fishermen, 

A wav I've flown as fleet as wind, 

My lagging followers far l<chind, 

And when the vain pursuit wad o’ei, 

Returned successful as before. 

[Mustering of the Tanks to Shoot for the SiUer Oust. ] 

The lift was clear, the mom serene, 

'The sun just glinting owre the scene, 

When James M 4 Noe began again 
To Wat to arms, 

Housing the heart o’ man and wean 
Wi 1 war’s alarms. 

Frae far and near the country lads 
(Their joes ahint them on their yads) 

Flocked in to see the show in s«juadl ; 

And, what was dafter, 

Their pawky mithers ami their dads 
Cam trotting after! 

And mony a l>eau and Wile were there, 

Hoi ted wi’ dozing on a chair ; 

For lest they’d, sleeping, spoil their hair, 

< >r miss the sight, 

The gowks, like bairns before a fair, 

Sat up a’ night! 

Wi* hats as black as ony raven, 

Fresh as the rose, their beards new shaven, 

And a’ their Sunday’s deeding having 
Sae trim and gay, 

Forth cam our Trades, some ora saving 
To waix that day. 

Fair fa* ilk canny, caidgy carl, 

Weel may he bmik his new apparel! 

And never dree the bitter snarl 
O' scowling wife! 

But, blest in pantry, barn, and barrel, 

Be blithe through life! 

493 



r stoic 1780 


CYCLOPJBDIA OF 


TILL TFIK PRESENT TIMS. 


Hech, sirs! what crowds cam into town, 

To see them mustering up and down ! 

Lasses and lads, sun-burnt and brown— 
Women and weans, 

Gentle and semple, mingling, crown 
The gladsome scenes 1 

At first, forenent ilk Deacon’s hallan, 

His ain brigade was made to fall in; 

And, while the muster-roll was calling, 

And joy bells j owing, 

Hefc-pints, weel spiced, to keep the saul in. 
Abound were flowing! 

Broiled kipper, cheese, and bread, and bam, 
Laid the foundation for a dram 
O’ whisky, gin frae Rotterdam, 

Or cherry brandy; 

Whilk after, a’ was fish tliat cam 
To Jock or Sandy: 

0 ! weel ken they wha lo’e their chappin, 

Drink maks the auidest swack and strapping; 
Gars Care forget the ills that happen— 

The blate look spruce— 

And even the thowless cock their tappin, 

And craw fu’ croose ! 

The muster owre, the different bands 
File atf in parties to the sands; 

Where, ’mid loud laughs and clapping hands, 
Gley’d Geordy Smith 
Reviews them, and their line expands 
Al&ng the N ith I 

But ne’er, for uniform or air, 

Was sic a group reviewed elsewhere ! 

The short, the tall; fat folk, and spare ; 

Syde coats, and doekit; 

Wigs, queues, and clubs, and curly hair; 
Round hats, and cockit! 

As to their guns—thae fell engines, 

Borrowed or begged, were of a’ kinds 
For bloody war, or bad designs, 

Or shooting cushies— 

Lang fowling-pieces, carabines, 

And blunderbusses! 

Maist feck, though oiled to raak them glimmer, 
Hadna been shot for mony a simmer; 

And Fame, the story-telling kimmer, 

Jocosely hints 

That some o’ them had bits o’ timmer 
Instead o’ flints! 

Some guns, she threeps, within her ken, 

Were spiked, to let nae priming ben; 

And, as in tv there were ten 
nn-eaten stocks, 

Sae, here and there, a rozit-end 
Held on their locks ! 

And then, to show what difference stands 
Atween the leaders and their bands, 

Swords that, unsheathed since Prestonpans, 
Neglected lay. 

Were furbished up, to grace the hands 
0* chiefs this day 1 

* Ohon !’ says George, and ga’c a grane, 

* The age o’ chivalry is gane !’ 

Syne, having owre and owre again 

The hale surveyed. 

Their route, and a* thing* else, made plain. 

He snuffed, and said : 


4 Now, gentlemen! now, mind the motion, 

And dinna, this time, mak a botion : 

Shouther your arms l 01 ha’d them tosh on, 

And not athrawl 

Wheel wi’ your left hands to the ocean, 

And march awa !’ 

Wi’ that, the dinlin drums rebound. 

Fifes, clarionets, and hautboys sound ! 

Through crowds on crowds, collected round, 

The Corporations 

Trudge aff, while Echo’s self is drowned 
In acclamations ! 

SIR ALEXANDER BOSWELL. 

Sir Alexander Boswell (1775-1822), the eldest 
son of Johnson’s biographer, was author of some 
amusing songs, which are still very popular. AuUi 
' Gudeman , ye're a 1 true hen Carle , Jcrony's Bawbee, 
Jenny Dang the HVam, *Scc. display considerable 
i comic humour, and coarse but characteristic paint- 
!ing. T’hc higher qualities of simple rustic grace an<L 
! elegance he seems never to have attempted. In 

* 1805 Sir Alexander collected his fugitive pieces, and 
; published them under the title of Sonys chiefly in the 
i Scottish Dialect. In 1810 he published a Scottish 
| dialogue, in the style of Fergussbn, calk'd lldinburyh, 
j or the Ancient Royalty ; a Sketch of Manners, by Simon 
j Gray. This Sketch is greatly overcharged. Sir 
j Alexander was an ardent lover of our early litera¬ 
ture, anti reprinted several works at his private 

* printing-press at Auchinleek. When polities ran 
high, he unfortunately wrote some j>ersonal satires, 
for one of which he received a challenge from Mr 

, Stuart of Duncarn. Tie* parties met at Auchtcr- 
. tool, in Fifeshire : conscious of his error, Sir Alex¬ 
ander resolved not to fire at his opponent; but Mr 
Stuarts shot took effect, and the unfortunate baronet 
fell. He died from the wound on the following day, 
the 2f>th of March 1822. lie had been elevated to 
| the baronetcy only the year previous. 

* Jenny Dang the Wearer. 

At Willie’s wedding oh the green, 

The lassies, bonny witches ! 

Were a’ dressed out in aprons clean, 

And braw white Sunday mutches: 

Auhl Maggie bade the lads ink’ tent, 

But Jv»ck would not believe her; 

But soon the ffrfi hi* folly klmt, 

For Jenny dang the weaver. 

And Jenny dang, Jenny dang, 

Jenny dang the weaver ; 

But soon the f>ol his folly kent, 

For Jenny dang the weaver. 

At ilka country dance or reel, 

Wi’ her lie would be bobbing ; 

When she sat down, he sat down, 

And to her would be gabbing; 

Where’er she gaed, baith butt and ben, 1 

The coof would never leave her; 

Aye heckling like a docking hen, 

But Jenny dang the weaver. 

Jenny dang, Ac. 

Quo’ he, My lass, to speak my mind, 

In troth I needna swdther ; 

You’ve bonny een, and if you’re kind, 

I’ll never seek an it her: 

He hummed and hawed, the lass cried, Peugh, 

And bade the coof no deave her; 

Syne snapt her fingers, lap and leugh, 

And dang the silly weaver. 

And Jenny dang, Jenny dang, 

Jenny dang the weaver; 

Syne snapt her fingers, lap and leugh, 

And dang the mxly weaver. 
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Jenny 1 « Bawbee. 

I mot four chaps yon birks amang, 

Wi* hingin' lujjs, and faces lang; 

I spoored at ncibour Bauldy Strang, 

Wlttt’s thae I seel 

Quo* ho, ilk cream-faced, pawky chiel, 

Thought himsel’ cunnin* as the de’il, 

And acre they cam, awa to steal 
Jenny’s bawbee. 

The first, a captain till his trade, 

Wi* skull ill lined, and back weed clad, 

Marched round the barn, and by the shod, 

And pappit on his knee. 

Quo* he, * My goddess, nymph, and queen, 

Your beauty's dazzled baith my eon 
But dc’il if beauty ho had seen 

But—Jenny’s bawbee. 

A lawyer ixust^wi’ bletherin' gab, 

Wha speeches wove like ony wab, 

In ilk ane’s corn aye took a dab, 

And a* for a fee 4 

Accounts he had through a* the town, 

And tradesmen’s tongues im<* mair co..ld drown ; 

II ui tli now he thought to rb*ut hi** gown 

Wi 1 Jenny’s haw bee. 

A Norland laird neist trotted up, 

Wi* bawscneJ naig and *-i 11 »*r whop, 

Cried, ‘There’s mv U*hm, lad, hand the grup, 

<>r tie’t till a tt«*e. 

What's gowd to me!™ I’ve walth o’ lan’; 

Bestow on ane o’ worth y»»ur han’;’ 

He thought t<» pay w hat he was aw n 
Wi* Jenny’s bawbee. 

A* spruce frae ban'boxes nnd tubs, 

A Thing earn nei*i (but life has rubs), 

Foul were the roads, and fou the dubs, 

Ah ! waes me! 

A* clatty, squintin' through a glass, 

He gimed, 4 1’faith a Unmie la*w !* 

He thought to win, wi’ front o’ bras*, 

Jenny’s bawbee. 

She bade the laird gang comb his wig, 

The sodger no to strut sac big, 

The lawyer no IWbe a prig, # 

The fool cried, ' Tehee, 

I kent that 1 could never fail!’ 

She print'd the dish-clout till his tail, 

And cooled him wi’ a water-pail, 

And kept her bawbee. 

(Vood Night, and Joy In' jg’ ye u\ 

[This song is supposed to proceed from the mouth of an aged 
chieftain.' 

Good night, and joy be wi* ye a’; 

Your nannies* mirth has charmed my heart ; 
May 1 ife’s fell bloats out owre ye blaw ! 

In sorrow may ye never part! 

My spirit lives, but strength is gone; 

The mountain-fires now blaze in vain : 
Remember, sons, the deeds I’ve done, 

And in your deeds I’ll live again! 

When on yon muir our gallant clan 
Frae lioaating foes their banners tori', 

Wha showed himself a better man, 

Or fiercer waved the red claymore! 

But when in peace—then mark mo there— 

When through the glen tho wanderer came, 

I gave him of our lordly fare, 

I gave him here a welcome home. 


Tho auld will speak, the young maun hear ; 

Bo cantie, but be good and leal; 

Your ain ills aye hae heart to bear, 

Anithcr’s aye hae heart to feel. 

So, ere I set, I’ll see you shine. 

I’ll see you triumph ere I fa*; 

My parting breath shall boast you mine— 

Good night, and joy be wi' you a\ 

[The High Street of Edinburgh.'] 

[From 4 Edinburgh, or the Ancient Royalty. *J 

Tier upon tier I see the mansions rise, 

Whoso azure summits mingle with the skies; 

There, from the earth the labouring porters bear 
The elements of fire and water high in air; 

There, us you scale the steps with toilsome tread. 

The dripping barrel mudifies your head ; 

'Thence, as adowu the giddy round you wheel, 

A rising porter greets you with his creel! 

Here, in these chambers, ever dull and dark, 

The lady gay received her gayer spark, 

Who, clad in silken coat, with cautious tread, 
Trembled at opening casement!, overhead ; 

But when in safety at her porch he trod, 

He seized the ring, and rasped the twisted rod. 

No idlers then, I trow, were seen to meet, 

Linked, six a-row, six hours in Princes Street ; 

But, one by one, they panted up the hill. 

And picked their steps with most uncommon skill; 
Then, at the Cross, each joined the motley mob— 

4 How arc ye, Tam ? and how’s a’ wi’ve, Bob V 
Next to u neighbouring tavern ail retired. 

And draughts wine their various thoughts inspired. 
(Ter draughts of wine the beau would moan his love ; 
< Ter droughts of wine the eit his bargain drove ; 

( Ter draughts of wine tho writer penned the will ; 
And legal wisdom counselled o’er a gill. 

* * * 

Yes, mark the street, for youth the great resort, 

I I*.s spacious width the theatre of sport. 

'There, midst the crowd, the jingling hoop is driven; 
Full many a leg is hit, and curse is given. 

There, on the pavement, mystic forms are chalked, 
Defaced, renewed, delayed—but never balked ; 

There romping Miss the rounded slate may drop, 

And kick it out with persevering hop. 

There, in the dirty current of the strand, 

Boys drop the rival corks with ready hand, 

And, wading through the puddle with slow pace, 
Watch in solicitude the doubtful race! 

And there, an active band, with frequent boast, 

Vault in succession o’er each wooden post. 

Or a bold stripliug, noted for his might, 

Heads the array, and rules the mimic fight. 

From hand and sling now fly the whizzing stones, 
ITiheeded broken heads and broken bones. 

Tho rival hosts in close engagement mix, 

Drive and are driven by the dint of sticks. 

The bicker rages, till some mother’s fears 
King a sad story in a bailie’s ears. 

Her prayer is heard ; the order quick is sped, 

And, from that corps which hapless Porteous led, 

A bravo detachment, probably of two, 

Kush, like two kites, upon the warlike crew, 

Who, struggling, like the fabled frogs and mice, 

Are pounced upon, and carried in a trice. 

But, mark that motley group, in various garb— 

There vice begins to form her rankling barb ; 

Tho germ of gambling sprouts in pitch-and-toss, 

And brawl, successive, tells disputed loss. 

From hand to hand the whirling halfpence pass, 

And, every copper gone, they fly to brass. 

Those polished rounds which decorate the coat, 

And brilliant shine upon some youth of note, 
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Offspring of Birmingham’s creative art, 

Now from the faithful button-holes depart. 

To sudden twitch the rending stitches yield, 

And Enterprise again essays the field. 

So, when a few fleet years of his short span 
Have ripened this dire passion in the man, 

When thousand after thousand takes its flight 
In the short circuit of one wretched night, 

Next shall the honours of the forest fall, 

And ruin desolate the chieftain’s hall; 

Hill after hill some cunning clerk shall gain ; 

Then in a mendicant behold a thane! 

t 

JAMES nOGCJ. 

James Hogg, generally known by Ins poetical 
name of 4 The Ettrick Shepherd,’ was perhaps the 
most creative and imaginative of the uneducated 
poets. His fancy had a wide range, picturing in its 
flights scenes of wild aerial magnificence ami beauty. 
His taste was very defective, though he had done 
much to repair his early want of instruction. His 
occupation of a shepherd, among solitary hills and 
glens, must have been favourable to his poetical en¬ 
thusiasm. He was not, like Burns, thrown into 
; society when young, and forced to combat with mis¬ 
fortune. His destiny was unvaried, until he had 
| arrived at a period when the bent of Iris genius w as 
! fixed for life. Without society during the day, his 
! evening hours were spent in listening to ancient 
I legends and ballads, of which his mother (like Burns’s) 

| was a great reciter. This nursery of imagination he 
I has himself beautifully described:— 

* 0 list the mystic lore sublime 

j Of fairy tales of ancient time 1 
i I learned them in the lonely glen, 

The last abodes of living men, 
j Where never stranger came our way 
: By summer night, or winter day; 

Where neighbouring hind or cot was none— 

Our converse was with heaven alone— 

With voices through the cloud that sung, 

And brooding storms that round us hung. 

0 lady, judge, if judge ye may, 

How stern and ample was the sway 
Of themes like these when darkness fell, 

And gray-haired sires the tales would tell! 

When doors were barred, and elder dame 
Plied at her task beside the flame 
That through the smoke and gloom alone 
On dim and umbered faces shone— 

The bleat of mountain goat on high, 

That from the cliff came quavering by ; 

The echoing rock, the rushing flood, 

The cataract’s swell, the moaning wood ; 

The undefined and mingled hum— 

Voice of the desert never dumb! 

All these have left within this heart 
A feeling tongue can ne’er itnpart ; 

A wilder* : unearthly flame, 

A somei: it’s without a name. 

Hogg was descended from a family of shepherds, 
and born, as he alleged (though the point was often 
disputed) on the 25th January (Burns’s birthday), 
in the year 1772. When a mere child he was put 
out to service, acting first as a cow-herd, until cap¬ 
able of taking care of a flock of sheep. He had in 
all about half a year’s schooling. When eighteen 
years of age he entered the service of Mr Laidlaw, 
Blackhouse. He was then an eager reader of poetry 
and romances, and he subscribed to a circulating 
library in Peebles, the miscellaneous contents of 
which he perused with the utmost avidity. He was 
a remarkably fine-looking young man, with a pro¬ 
fusion of light-brown hair, which he wore coiled up 


under his hat or blue bonnet, the envy of all the 
country maidens. An attack of illness, however, ' 
brought on by over-exertion on a hot summer day, 
completely altered his countenance, and changed the 
very form of his features. His first literary effort , 
was in song-writing, and in 1801 he published a | 
small volume of pieces. He was introduced to Sir ' 
Walter Scott by his master’s son, Mr William Laid- j 
law, and assisted in the collection of old ballads for 1 
the Border Minstrelsy. He soon imitated the style • 
of these ancient strains with great felicity, and pub- j 
lished another volume of songs and poems under the i 
title of The Mountain Hard. He now embarked in 
sheep-farming, and took a journey to the island of 
Harris on a speculation of this kind ; but all he had 
saved as a shepherd, or by his publication, waa lost 
in these attempts. He then repaired to Edinburgh, 
and endeavoured to subsist by Iris pen. , A collection 
of songs, The Forest Minstrel was his first effort: 
his second was a jH*riodical nilled The Spy ; hut it 
was not till the publication of the ldu»*ns \Yukc % in 
1813, that the shepherd established his reputation 
as an author. This * legendary jiocni ’ consists of a 
collection of tales ami ballads supposed to be sung 
to Mary Queen of Scots by tlit* native bards of Scot¬ 
land assembled at a royal wa,ku at llcjyrood, in 
order that the fair queen might prove 

The wondrous powers of Scottish song. 

The design was excellent, and the execution so varied 
and masterly, that Hogg "as at once placed among 
the first of our living The different produc¬ 

tions of the native minstrels are strung together by 
a thread of narrative so gracefully written in many 
parts, that the reader is surprised equally at the de¬ 
licacy and the genius of the author. At the conclu¬ 
sion of the poem, Hogg alludes to his illustrious 
friend Scott, and adverts with some filling to an 
advice which Sir Walter had once given him, to itb- ; 
stain from his worship of poetry. 

The land was chanced to list his lays ; 

It knew the harp of ancient days. 

The border chiefs that long had been 
In sepulchres unhearsed and green, 

Passed from their mouldy vaults away 
In armour red and »t»*rn array. 

And by their moonlight hulls were sicu j 

In visor, helm, a%l habergeon** 

Even fairies sought our'land again, 

So powerful was the magic strain. , 

Blest be his generous heart for aye! 

He told me where the relic lay ; 

Pointed iny way with ready w ill M 

Afar on Ettrick’s wildest hill ; I 

Watched rnv first notes with curious eye, > 

And wondcrafcat my min-treNy : j 

He little weened a parent’** tongue 
Such strains had o’er my cradle sung. j 

But when to native feeling* true, } 

I struck u|*»n a chord was new ; ■ 

When by myself I ’gan to play, 

Jle tried to wile my harp away. 

Just when her notes began with skill, • 

To sound beneath the southern hill, 

And twine Around my bosom's core, i 

How could we part for evermore I j 

’Twas kind nous all—J cannot blame— \ 

For bootless is the minstrel flame : j 

But sure a bard might well have knowti ? 

Another’s feelings by his own l j 

Scott was grieved at this allusion to his friendly i 
counsel, as it was given at a time when ho one ' 
dreamed of the shepherd possessing the powers that 
he displayed In the 4 Queen’s Wake.’ Various works 
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now proceeded from his pen— Mari or of the Moor , a The scarlet hypp and the hindberrye, 
poem in the Spenserian stanza; The Pilgrims of the And the nut that hang frae the hazel tree; 

Sun, In blank verse; The Hunting of Ba/llewe, The For Kilmeny was pure as pure could be. 

Poetic Mirror , Queen Hijndt , Dramatic Tales, &c. Also But lang may her minuy look o’er the wa’, 
several novels, a* Winter Evening Tales , The Brownie And lang may she seek i* the greenwood ehaw; 
of Bocfsbech, The Three Perils oj Man, The Three Perils I*ang the laird of Duneira blame, 
of Woman , The Confessions of a Sinner , &c. & c. And lang, lang greet or Kilmeny come hame ! 

Hogg’s prose is very unequal. He had no skill in When many a day had come and fled, 
arranging incidents or delineating character. He is When grief grew calm, and hope was dead, 
often coarse and extravagant; yet some of his stories When mass for Kilmeny’* soul had been sung, 
have much of the literal truth and happy minute When the beadsman had prayed, and the dead-bell 


painting of Defoe. The worldly schemes of the 
shepherd were seldom successful. Though lie had 
failed as a sheep fanner, he ventured again, and took 
a large farm. Mount llcnger, from the Duke of Buc- 
cleuch. Here he also was unsuccessful; ami his sole 
support, for the latter years of his life, was the re- 
munoration*afforded by his literary lalioiirs. He 
j lived in a cottage which he had built at Altrive, on 
j a piece of nioofland (seventy acres) presented to 
him by the •Duchess of Buccleuch. His love of 
angling and field-sports amounted to a passion, and 
when he could no loqger fish or hunt, he declared 
his belief that his death was near. In the autumn 
of 1835 he was attacked with a dropsical complaint; 
and on the 21st November of that ver, after some 
days of insensibility, he breathed his last as calmly, 
and with ns little pain, as he ever fell asleep in his 
gray plaid on the hill-side. His death was deeply 
mourned in the vale of Ettrick. fur all rejoiced in 
his fame; and notwithstanding hi* personal foibles, 
the shepherd was generous, kind-hearted, and chari¬ 
table far beyond his mean*. 

In the activity and versatility of his powers, Hogg 
resembled Allan Ramsay more than he dul Burns. 
Neither of them hod the strength of passion or the 
grasp of intellect peculiar to Burns; but, on the 
l other hand, their style was more discursive, playful, 
and fanciful. Burn* seldom project# himself, as it 
j were, out of his own feelings and situation, whereas 
I kith Ramsay and Hogg are happiest when they soar 
! into the world of fancy or the sc enes of antiquity 
j The Ettrick Shepherd abandoned himself entirely to 
} the genius of old romance and legendary story. He 
loved, like Spenser, to luxuriate in fairy visions, and 
j to picture scene# of supernatural splendour and 
< beauty, where 

; The emm44 fields are qf dazzling glow, 

I And the flowers of everlasting blow. 

S His * Kilmeny * is one of the finest fairy tales that ever 
1 was conceived by poet or painter; and passages in 
the * Pilgrims of the Sun ’ have the same abstract 
remote beauty and lofty imagination. Burns would 
have scrupled to commit himself to these aerial 
phantoms. His visions were typre material, and 
linked to the joys ami sorrows of actual existent*. 
Akiu to this peculiar feature in Hogg’s p<x»try is 
the spirit of most of his song#—n wild lyrical flow 
of fancy, that is sometimes inexpressibly sweet and 
musical. He wanted Art to construct a fable, and 
taste to give due effect to his imagery ami concep¬ 
tions; but there are few poets who impress us so 
much with the idea of direct inspiration, and that 
poetry is indeed an art 4 ttnteacbable and untaught* 

Bonny Kilmeny. 

[From the 4 Queen's Wake.*] 

Bonny Kilmeny gaed up the glen ; 

But it waana to meet Duneira*« men, 

Nor the my monk of the isle to see. 

For Kilmeny was pure as pure could be. 

It was onlv to bear the yorlin sing. 

And pu* the cress-flower round the spring; 


rung, 

Late, late in a gloamin, when all was still. 

When the fringe was red on the western hill. 

The wood was sere, the moon i* the wane. 

The reek o* the cot hung over the plain 
Like a little wee cloud in the world its lane; 

When the ingle lowed with an eiry leme, 

I^tte, late in the gloamin, Kilmeny came hame! 

4 Kilmeny, Kilmeny, where have you been 1 
L&ng hae we sought baith holt and dean; 

By linn, by ford, and greenwood tree. 

Yet you are ^alesome and fair to see. 

Where gat ye that joup o* the lily thrsn ? 

That bonny snood of the birk #*e green ? 

And these roses, the fairest that ever were seen I 
Kilmeny, Kilmeny, where have you been ?* 

Kilmeny looked up with a lovely grace. 

But nae smile was seer, on Kilmeny’s face; 

As still wa# her look, and as still was her ee. 

As the stillness that lay on the cinerant lea, 

< >r the mist that sleeps on a wavelets sea. 

For Kilmeny hud been she knew not where. 

And Kilmenv had seen what she could not declare; 
Kilmeny had been where the cock never crew, 
Where the rain never fell, and the wind never blew. 
But it seemed as the harp of the sky had rung. 

And the airs of heaven played round her tongue. 
When she spake of the lovely forms she had seen, 
And a land where sin had never been. 

In yon greenwood there is a waik, 

And in that waik there is a wene. 

And in that wene there is a maike 
That neither hath flesh, blood, nor bane; 

And down in yon greenwood he walks his lane! 

In that green wene Kilmeny lay. 

Her l*>*oni happed wri’ the flow rets gay; 

But the air was soft, and the silence deep. 

And bonny Kilmeny fell sound asleep; 

She kend nae urnir, nor opened her ee. 

Till waked by the hymns of a far country*. 

She wakened on couch of the silk sae slim. 

All striped wi r the bars of the rainbow’s rim ; 

And lovely beings round were rife. 

Who erst had travelled mortal life. 

They clasped her waist and licr hands sac fair. 

They kissed her check, and they kamed her hair. 
And round came many a blooming fere. 

Saying, 4 Bonny Kilmeny, ye’re welcome here!’ 

• * * 

They lifted Kilmeny, they led her away, 

And she w alked in the light of a sunless day; 

The «ky was a dome of crystal bright. 

The fountain of vision, and fountain of light; 

The emerald held# were of dazzling glow, 

A*d the flowers of everlasting blow. 

Then deep in the stream her body they laid. 

That her youth and beauty never might fade; 

And they smiled on heaven when they saw her lie 
In the stream of life that wandered by; 

And she heard a song, the heard it suug, 

She kend not where,but sae sweetly it rung, 

It fell on her ear like a dream of the morn. 

* 0! blest be the day Kilmeny was born! 

The sun that shines on the world sae bright, 

A borrowed gleid free the fountain of lijpit; 
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And the moon that sleeks the sky eae dun. 

Like a gowden bow, or a beamless sun, 

Shall wear away, and be seen nae mair, 

And the angels shall miss them travelling the air. 
But lang, larig after baith night and day, 

When the sun and the world have eolyed away; 
When the sinner has gane to his waesome doom, 
Kilmeny shall smile in eternal bloom! ’ 

* e * 

Then Kilmeny begged again to see 
The friends she had left in her own country®, 

To tell of the place where she had been, 

And the glories that lay in the land unseen. 

With distant music, soft and deep, 

They lulled Kilmeny sound asleep; 

And when she awakened, she lay her lane, 

All happed with flowers in the greenwood wene. 
When seven lang years had come and fled, 

When grief was calm and hope was dead, 

When scarce was remembered Kilmeny’* name, 
Late, late in the gloamin Kilmeny came hame! 
And oh, her beauty was fair to see, 

But still and steadfast was her ee; 

Such beauty bard may never declare. 

For there was no pride nor passion there; 

And the soft desire of maiden’s een, 

In that mild face could never be seen. 

Ilcrseymar was the lily flower. 

And her cheek the moss-rose in the shower; 

And her voice like the distant melodye, 

That floats along the twilight sea. 

But she loved to raike the lanely glen. 

And keeped afar frae the haunts of men, 

Her holy hymns unheard to sing, 

To suck the flowers and drink the spring, 

But wherever her peaceful form appeared, 

The wild beasts of tlie hill were cheered ; 

The wolf played blithely round the field, 

The lordly bison lowed and kneeled, 

The dun deer wooed with manner bland, 

And cowered aneath her lily hand. 

And when at eve the woodlands rung. 

When hymns of other worlds she sung. 

In ecstacy of sweet devotion. 

Oh, then the glen was all in motion ; 

The wild beasts of the forest came, 

Broke from their bughts and faulds the tame, 

And goved around, charmed and amazed; 

Even the dull cattle crooned and gazed. 

And murmured, and looked with anxious pain 
For something the mystery to explain. 

The buzzard came with the throstle-cock ; 

The corby left her houf in the rock ; 

The blackbird alang wi’ the eagle flew; 

The hind came tripping o’er the dew ; 

The wolf and the kid their raike began, 

And the tod, and the lamb, and the leveret ran ; 
The hawk and the hern attour them hung. 

And the n ^ nml the mavis forhooyed their young; 
And all , rful ring were hurled: 

It was lih* ... eve in a sinless world! 

When a month and a day had come and gane, 
Kilmeny sought the greenwood wene, 

There laid her down on the leaves so green, 

And Kilmeny on earth was never mair seen ! 

To the Comet of mi. 

Horn lovely ia this wildered scene. 

As twilight from her vaults so blue 
Steals soft o'er Yarrow’s mountains green, 

To sleep embalmed in midnight dew! 

AH hail, ye hills, whole towering height. 

Like shadows, scoops the yielding sky! 

And thou, mysterious guest of night, 

Dread traveller of immensity I 


Stranger of heaven! 1 bid thee hail! 

Shred from the pall of glory riven, 

That flashest in celestial gale. 

Broad pennon of the King of Heaven! 

Art thou the flag of wo and doath, 

From angel's ensign-staff unfurled 1 
Art thou the standard of his wrath 
Waved o’er*a sordid sinful world! 

No, from that pure pellucid beam, 

That erst o’er plains of Bethlehem shone, # 

No latent evil we can deem, 

Bright herald of the eternal throne ! 

Whate’er portend* thy front of fire, 

Thy streaming lock* so lovely pale— 

Or peace to man, or judgment* dire, 

Stranger of heaven, 1 bid thee hail! 

Where hant thou roamed these thousand years! 

Why sought these polar paths again, 

From wilderness of glowing spheres,’ 

To fling thy vesture o’er the wain I 

And when thou scal’st the Milky Way, 

And vanishest from human view, 

A thousand worlds shall hail thy ray 
Through wild* of you crupyroai blue ! 

0 ! on thy rapid prow to glide! 

To sail the boundless skies with then, 

And plough the twinkling stars aside, 

Like foam-bells on a tranquil sea! 

To brush the embers from the sun. 

The icicles from off the pole; 

Then far to other systems run. 

Where other moons and planets roll ! 

Stranger of heaven ! O let thine eye 
Smile on a rapt enthusiast’s dream; 

Eccentric as thy course on high, 

And airy as thine ambient beam ! 

And long, long may thy silver ray 
Our northern arch at ere adorn ; 

Then, wheeling to the east away, # 

Light the gray portals of the mom ! 

Tr/tm the Kyt comes Hame, 

Come all ye joVy shepherds . 

That whistle through the glen, 

I’ll tell ye of a secret 
That courtiers diuna ken ; 

What is the greatest bliss 
That the tongue o’ man can name! 

Ti« to woo a bounie lassie 
When the kye comes hame. 

When fee kye comes hame. 

When the kye comes hame, 

’Tween the gloamin and the mirk. 

When the kye comes hame. 

’Tis not beneath the coronet. 

Nor canopy of state, 

•Ti* not on couch of velvet. 

Nor arbour of the great— 

Tie beneath the spreading birk. 

In the glen without the name, 

Wi’ a bonnie, boniue lawn©. 

When the kye comet hame. 

There the blackbird bigs his aeet 
For the mate he le’es to see, 

And on the topmort boogfc, 

O, a happy Bird it he! 

♦Iti by ms*y *e* thle w*c tbai 

which appeared at the birth oar 

4 n 



ENGLISH LITERATURE. 


AIXAN CUNNINGHAM. 


Then he pour* hi* melting ditty, 

And love i* a* the theme, 

And he'll woo hi* bonnie lassie 
When the kye come* hame. 

When the blewart bear* a pearl, 

And the daisy turn* a pea, 

And the bonnie luekcn gowan 
Ha* f&uldit up her ee, 

Then the lavrock frae the blue lift, 

Draps down, and think* nae shame 
To woo his bonnie lassie 
When the kye comes hame. 

See yonder pawky shepherd 
That lingers on the hill— 

His yowes are in the fauld. 

And his lambs are lying still ; 

Vet downa gang to bed. 

For his heart is in a flame 
To meet his bonnie lassie 
Wh«yi file kye comes hame. 

When the little wee bit heart 
Rises high in*the breast, 

And the little wee bit stam 
Rises red in the east, 

0 ^here’s a j<*y sa<* dear, 

That the heart can hardly frame, 

\W a bonnie, bonnie lassie, 

When the kye comes hame. 

Then since all nature joins 
In this lore without alloy, 

O, wlm wad prove a traitor 
To nature’* dearest jny? 

Or wha wad choose a crown, 

Wi’ its perils and its fame, 

And miss his bonnie lassie 
When the kye comes hame. 

When the kye count* hame. 

When the kye comes hame. 

Tween the g loam in and the mirk. 

When the kye comes hame. 

TV Sly fork* 

Hi rtf of the wilderness. 

Blithesome and cumberle**. 

Sweet he thy matin o’er moorland and lea! 
Kmhlem of happiness, 

Blest iswhv dwelling^*** 0 — 

O to abide in the desert with thee! 

Wild is thy lay and loud, 

Far in the downy cloud, 

Hove gives it energy, love gave it birth. 

Where, on thy dewy wing. 

Where art thou journeying ! 

Thy lay is in heaven, thy love is on earth. 

O’er fell and fountain sheen, 

O’er rnoor and mountain green. 

O’er the red streamer that heralds the day, 

Over the cloudlet dim, 

Over the rainbow’s rim, 

Musical cherub, soar, singing, away! 

Then, when the gloaming comes, 

Low in the heather blooms. 

Sweet will thy welcome and bed of love be! 
Emblem of happiness, 

Blest is thy dwelling-place— 

O to abide in the desert with thee! 

ALLAN CUNNINGHAM. 

Allan Cunningham, a happy imitator of the old 
Scottish ballads, and a man of various talents, was 
born at Blackwood, near Dalswinton, Dumfriesshire, 
December 7, 1784. His father was gardener to a 


neighbouring proprietor, but shortly afterwards 
became factor or land-steward to Mr Milter of Dal¬ 
swinton, Bum*’* landlord at ElUsland. Mr Cun¬ 
ningham had few advantages in his early days, 
unless it might be residence in a fine pastoral and 
romantic district, then consecrated by the presence 



and the genius of Bums. His uncle having attained 
some eminence as a country builder, or mason, 
Allan was apprenticed to him, with a view to join¬ 
ing or following him in his trade ; but this scheme 
ilid not hold, and in 1810 he removed to Ixrndon, 
and connected himself with the newspaper pre*s. 
In 1 s 14 he was engaged ns clerk of the works, 
or superintendent, to the late Sir Francis Chantrey, 
the eminent sculptor, in whose establishment he 
continued till his death, October 29, 1842. Mr 
Cunningham was an indefatigable writer. He 
early contributed poetical effusions to the perio¬ 
dical works of the'day, and nearly all the songs 
and fragments of verse in Cromck’s Remains of 
Nitlmlale and Galloway Song (1810) are of his 
composition, though published by Cromek as un¬ 
doubted originals. Some of these are warlike and 
Jacobite, some amatory and devotional (the wild 
lyrical breathings of Covenanting love and piety 
among the hills), and all of them abounding in 
traits of Scottish rural life and primitive manners. 
As songs, they are not pitched in a key to be 
popular; but for natural grace and tenderness, and 
rich Doric simplicity and fervour, these pseudo-an¬ 
tique strains of Mr Cunningham ore inimitable. In 
1822 he published Sir Marmaduke Maxwell, a dra¬ 
matic poem, founded on Border story and supersti¬ 
tion, and afterwards two volumes of Traditional 
Tales . Three novels of a similar description, but 
more diffuse and improbable —namely, F<**/ Jones, 
Sir Michael Scott, and Lard Haitian, also proceeded 
from his fertile pen. In 1832 be appeared again at 
a poet, with a 4 rustic epic,* in twelve parts, entitled 
The Maid of Ebar . lie edited a collection of Scot¬ 
tish songs, in four volumes, and an edition of Bums 
in eight volumes, to which he prefixed a lire of the 
poet, enriched with new anecdotes And Information. 
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To Murray’s Family Library he contributed a aeries 
of Lives of Eminent British Painters , Sculptors, and 
Architects, which extended to six volumes, and 
proved the most popular of all his prose works. 
His last work (completed just two days before his 
death) was a Life of Sir David Wilkie . the distin¬ 
guished Artist, in three volumes. All these literary 
labours were produced in intervals from his stated 
avocations in Chantrey’s studio, which most men 
would have considered ample employment, llis 
taste and attainments in the fine arts were as 
remarkable a feature in his history as his early 
ballad strain!; and the prose style of Mr Cunning¬ 
ham, when engaged on a congenial subject, was 
justly admired for its force and freedom. There w as 
always a freshness and energy about the man and 
his writings that arrested the attention and excited 
the imagination, though his genius was but little 
under the control of a correct or critical judgment. 

! Strong nationality and inextinguishable ardour 
formed conspicuous traits in his character ; and 
altogether, the life of Mr Cunningham was a fine 
. example of successful original talent and perse¬ 
verance, undebased by any of the alloys by which 
the former is too often accompanied. 

The Young MaxireU. 

4 Where gang ye, thou silly auld carle 1 
And wh&t do ve carry there V 
4 I’m gaun to the hill-side, thou sodger gentleman, 
To shift my sheep their lair.’ 

j Ae stride or twa took the sill v auld carle, 

I An* a gude lang stride took he: 

4 1 trow thou to be a feck auld carle, j 

Will ye shaw the way to me ? * 

And he has gane wi’ the silly auld carle, J 

Adown by the greenwood side; 

* Light down and gang, thou sodger gentleman, 

For here ye canna ride.’ 

He drew the reins o’ his bourne gray steed, 

An’ lightly down he sprang: 

Of the corneliest scarlet was his weir coat, 

Whare the gowden tassels hang. 

He has thrown aft'his plaid, the silly auld carle, 

An* his bonnet frae ’boon his breo; 

An’ wha was it but the young Maxwell! 

An’ his gude brown sword drew he! 

‘Thou killed my father, thou vile South’ron ! 

An* ye killed my brethren three ! 

Whilk brake the heart o’ my ae sister, 

1 loved as the light o* my ee I 

Draw out yere sword, thou vile South’ron! 

Red wat wi’ blude o’ my kin! 

That sword it crapped the bonniest flower 
E’er lifted its head to the sun! 

There’s ae sad stroke for rny dear auld father! 

There’s twa for my brethren three! 

An’ there’s ane to thy heart for my ae sister, * 
Wham I loved as the light o’ my ee/ 

flame, I fame, Ilame. 

H&roe, hame, hame, hamc fain wad I be, 

O hame, hame, hame, to my ain countrie ! 

When the flower is i* the bud, and the leaf is on the 
tree. 

The larks shall sing me hame in my ain countrie; 
Hame, hame, hame, hame fain wad 1 be, 

0 hame, hame, hame, to my ain countrie! 

The men leaf o’ loyalty *s begun for to fa*. 

The bonnie white rose it is withering an’ a’; 


But I’ll water’t wi’ the blude of usurping tyrannic, 

An’ green it will grow in nnr ain countrie. 

Hame, hame, hame, hame lain wad 1 Ik?, 

0 hame, hame, hame, to my ain countrie! 

0 there’s naught frae ruin my country can save. 

But the keys o* kind heaven to open the grave, 

That a’ the noble martyrs wha died for loyaltic, 

May rise again and fight for their ain countrie. 

Hame, hame, hame, hame fain wad 1 Ik*, 

0 hame, hame, hame, to my ain countrie! 

The great are now gane, a’ wha ventured to save, 

The new grass is springing on the tap o’ their graves; 
But the sun through tne mirk blinks blithe in ray e’e, ) 
4 I’ll shine on ve yet in yea 1 ain countrie/ ! 

Hame, hame, Lame, hame fain wad I be, I 

Hame, hame, hame, to rny ain countrie! , 

j 

[Fragment.] J 

Gane were but the winter*c*uld, i 

And gane were but the nnavC, 

I could sleep in the wild woods. 

Where primroses! bWw. 

Cauld’* the snaw at my head, j 

And cauld at my feet ? ; 

And the finger o* death’s at my een, jl 

Closing them to sleep. j 

Let nane tell my father. 

Or my mither sat* dear, 

I’ll meet them baith in heaven i 

At the spring o’ the year. 

She's Gane to I hr (ill in Ifearm, 

She’s gane to dwall in heaven, my lamia, 

She’s gane to dwall in heaven ; 

Ye’re owre pure, quo* the voice o’ God, 

For dwaliing out o’ heaven ! 

O what’l she do in heaven, my lassie ? 

O what’l she do in heaven ? 

She’ll mix her ain thoughts wi’ angel*’ tang*, 

An’ make them inair meet for heaven. 

She was beloved by a’, my lassie, * 

She was beloved by a* ; 

But an angel fell in love wi’ her, 

An 1 took her frae u* a*. 

Low there thou lies, my luasie, 
liOw there thou lies ; 

A bonnier form ne’er went to the yird. 

Nor frae it will arise ! 

Fu’ soon I’ll follow thee, my lassie, 

Fu’ soon I’ll follow thee; 

Thou left me nought to covet ahin*, 

But took gutfories* scl’ wi* thee. 

I looked on thy death-cold face, my lassie, 

I looked on thy death-cold face; 

Thou seemed a lily new cut i’ the bud. 

An’ fading in its place. 

I looked on thy death-shut eye, my lassie, 

I looked on thy death-shut eye ; 

An’ a lovelier light in the brow of heaven 
Fell time shall ne’er destroy. 

Thy lips were ruddy and calm, my lassie. 

Thy lips were ruddy and calm; 

But gane was the holy breath o’ heaven 
To aing the evening psalm. 

There’s naught but dust now mine, lassie, 

There’s naught but dust now mine; 

My saul’s wi’ thee i’ the cauld grave, 

An’ why should 1 stay behin’ l 
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A Wet Sheet and a Flowing Sea. 

A wet sheet and a flowing sea, 
jA wind that follow* fust, 

And fill* the white and rustling sail, 

And bends the gallant mast; 

And^bends the gallant mast, my boys. 

While, like the eagle free, 

Away the good ship flies, and leaves 
Old England on the lee. 

O for a soft and gentle wind! 

I heard a fair one erv ; 

But give to me the snoring breeze. 

And white waves heaving high ; 

And white waves heaving high, my boys, 

The good ship tight and free— 

The worl<L«f waters is our home. 

And merry men are we. 

There’s tempest in yon honied moon, 

And lightning in yon cloud ; 

And hark the music, mariners. 

The wind is piping loud ; 

The wind is piping loud, my boys, 

The lightning flashing free— 

While Sin* hollowsouk our palace is, 

Our heritage the **<■». 

My Name 0. 

Red mw* the Nith ’tween bank and brae. 

Mirk is the night and rainie O, 

Though heaven und earth should mix in storm 
I'll gang and see my Naim* O ; 

My Nanie <), my Nanie O ; 

My kind and winsome Nanie O, 

She tin Id* my heart in love’s dear bands. 

And uaue can do’t but Name O. 

In preaching time sae meek she stands, 

Sac saintly and sac bmmie (), 

I cannot get ne glimpse of grace. 

For thieving looks at Nanie (>; 

My Nanie O, my Nanie (); 

The world's in love with Nanie O ; 

That heart is hardly worth the wear 
That wadna love my Nanie O. 

My breast can scarce contain my heart, 

When dancing she moves £nely i) ; 

1 guess what heaven is by her eye#. 

They sparkle sac divinely O; 

My Nanie O, my Nanie O; 

The flower o’ NithsdaleN Nanie 0; 

Love looks frac ’ueath her lang brown hair, 
And says, 1 dwell with Nanie 0. 

Tell not, thou star at gray daylight, 

O’er Tinwald-top so bonnie 
My footsteps ’mang the morning dew 
When coining frac my Nanie 0 ; 

My Nanie 0, my Nanie O; 

Nano ken o* me and Nanie 0; 

The stars and moon may tell't aboon, 

They winna wrang my Nanie 0! 

The Port's Bridal-Day Song . 

0! my love’s like the steadfast sun, 

Or streams that deepen as they run ; 

Nor hoary hairs, nor forty years, 

Nor moments between sighs and tear*— 

Nor nights of thought, nor days of pain, 

Nor dreams of glory dreamed in rain— 

Nor mirth, nor sweetest song which flow# 

To sober joys and soften woes, 

Can make my heart or fancy flee 
One moment, my sweet wife, from thee. 


Even while I muse, 1 see thee sit 
In maiden bloom and matron wit— 

Fair, gentle as when first I sued, 

Ye seem, but of sedater mood; 

Y et my heart leaps as fond for thee 
Ar when, beneath Arbigland tree, 

W e stayed and wooed, and thought the moon 
Set on the sea an hour too soon ; 

Or lingered ’mid the falling dew. 

When looks were fond and words were few. 

Though I see smiling at thy feet 
Five sons and ae fair daughter swe^t; 

And time, and care, and birth-time woes 
Have dimmed thine eye,and touched thy rose; 

To thee, and thoughts of thee, belong 
All that charms me of tale or song ; 

When words come down like clews unsought, 

With gleams of deep enthusiast thought, 

And fancy in her heaven flies free— 

They come, my love, they come from thee. 

O, when more thought we gave of old 
To silvei than some give to gold ; 

*7'was sweet to sit and ponder o\r 
What things should deck our humble bower! 
Twm sweet to pull in hope with thee 
The golden fruit from Fortune*# tree ; 

And sweeter still to choose and twine 
A garland for the se locks of thine— 

A song-wreath which may grace my Jean, 

While rivers flow and woods are green. 

At.times there come, as come there ought, 

(>ravc moment* of sedater thought— 

When Fortune frowns, nor lends our night 
fine gleam of her inconstant light; 

And Hope, that dis ks the peasant's bower. 

Shine# like the rainbow through the shower, 

O, then I sec, while seated nigh, 

A mother’s heart shine in thine eye ; 

And proud resolve and purpose meek. 

Speak of thee more than word* can apeak : 

1 think the wedded wife of mine 
The best of ail that’s not diiine. 

WILLIAM TENNANT. 

In 1812 appeared a singular mock heroic poem, 
A ns ter Fair , written in the ottava rima stanza, since 
made so popular by Byron iu his Beppo and Don 
Juan. The subject was the marriage of Maggie 
Lauder, the famous heroine of Scottish song, but 
the author wrote not for the multitude familiar 
with Maggie’s rustic glory. He aimed at pleasing 
the admirers of that refined conventional poetry, 
half serious and sentimental, and half ludicrous 
and satirical, which was cultivated by Berni, Ariosto, 
and the lighter poets of Italy. There was classic 
imagery on familiar subjects—supernatural ma¬ 
chinery (as in the Rape of the Lock) blended with 
the ordinary details of domestic life, and with lively 
and fanciful description. An exuberance of animal 
spirits seemed to carry the author over the most 
perilous ascents, and his wit and fancy were rarely 
at fault. Such a pleasant sparkling volume, in a 
style then unhackneyed, was sure of success. ‘An* 
ster Fair’ sold rapidly, and has since been often re¬ 
published. The author, Wuijam Tennant, is a 
native of Anstruther, or Anster, who, whilst filling 
the situation of clerk in a mercantile establishment; 
studied ancient and modem literature, and taught 
himself Hebrew. His attainments were rewarded 
in 1813 with an appointment as parish schoolmaster, 
to which was attached a salary of L.40 per annum 
—a reward not unlike that conferred on Mr Abraham 
Adams in Joseph Andrews, who being a scholar and 
mm of virtue, was 4 provided with a han d s ome in* 
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come of L.S3 a-year, which, however, he coold not 
make a great figure with, because be lived in a dear 
country, and was a little encumbered with a wife and 
six children.’ The author of ‘ Anster Fair' has since 
been appointed to a more eligible and becoming 
situation—teacher of classical and oriental languages 
.in Dollar Institution, and, more recently, a professor 
in St Mary’s college, St Andrews. He has published 
I some other poetical works—a tragedy on the story of 
Cardinal Beaton, and two poems, the Thane of Fife , 
and the Dinging Down of the Cathedral. It was 
said of Sir I}javid TVilkie that he took most of the 
figures in bis pictures from living characters in the 
county of Fife, familiar to him in his youth: it is 
more certain that Mr Tennant’s poems are all on 
native subjects in the same district. Indeed, their 
strict locality has been against their popularity; 
but 4 Anster Fair’ is the most diversified and richly 
humorous of them all, and besides being an animated, 
witty, and agreeable poem, it has the merit of being 
the first work of the kind in our language. The 
Monks and Giants of Mr Fro re (published under 
the assumed name of Whistlecraft), from which 
Byron avowedly drew his Beppo, did not appear till 
some time after Mr Tennant’s poem. Of the higher 
and more poetical parts of ‘ Anster Fair,’ we sub¬ 
join a specimen :— 

I wish I had a cottage snug and neat 
Upon the top of many fountained Ide, 

That I might thence, in holy fervour, greet 

The bright-gowned Morning tripping up her side: 
And when the low Sun’s glorv-buskincd feet 
Walk on the blue wave of the iEgean tide, 

Oh! 1 would kneel me down, and worship there 
The God who garnished out a world so bright and 
fair! 

The saffron-el bowed Morning up the slope 
Of heaven canaries in her jewelled shoes. 

And throws o’er Kelly-law’s sheep-nibbled top 
Her golden apron dripping kindly dews; 

And never, since she first began to hop 

Up heaven’s blue causeway, of her beams profuse, 
Shone there a dawn so glorious and so gav. 

As shines the merry dawu of Anster market-day. 

Round through the vast circumference of sky 
One speck of small cloud cannot eye behold, 

Save in the east some fleeces bright of dye, 

That stripe the hem of heaven with woolly gold, 
Whereon are happy angels wont to lie 
Lolling, in amaranthine flowers enrolled. 

That they may spy the precious light of God, 

Flung from the blessed East o’er the fair Earth 
abroad. 

The fair Eaith laughs through all her boundless range. 
Heaving htyr green hills high to greet the beam; 

City and village, jrfceejde, C ot, and grange, 

Gilt as with Nature's purest leaf-gold seem ; 

The heaths and upland muif&, and fallows, change 
Their barren brown into a ruddy gleam, 

And, on ten thousand dew-bent leaves and sprays, 
Twinkle ten thousand suns, and fling their petty 
rays. 

Up from their nests and fields of tender com 
Full merrily the little skylarks spring, 

And on their dew-bedabbled pinions borne, 

Mount to the heaven’s blue key-stone flickering ; 
They turn their plume-soft bosoms to the morn, 

And hail the genial light, and cheer’ly sing; 

Echo the gladsome hi Ilk and valleys round, 

As half the bells of Fife ring loud and swell the 
sound. 


For when the first u pel oping ray was flung 
On Anster Steeple's swallow-harbouring top, 

Its bell and all the bells around were rung 
Sonorous jangling, loud, without a stop; 

For, toilingly, each bitter beadle swung, 

Even till he smoked with sweat, hi* greasy rope, 
And almost broke his bell-wheel, ushering in 
The morn of Anster Fair with tinkle-tankling din. 

And, from our steeple’s pinnacle outspread, 

The town’s long colours flare and flap on high, 
Whose anchor, blazoned fair in green and red. 

Curls, pliant to each breeze that whistles by ; 
Whilst on the boltsprit, stem, ami topmast head 
Of brig ami sloop that in the harbour lie, 

Streams the red gaudery of flags in air, 

All to salute and grace the mom of Anster Fair. 

The description of the heroine is equally passionate 
and imaginative : — 

Her form was as the Morning’s blithesome star, 

That, capped with luttlrmi* coronet of beams, 

Hides up the dawning orient in her car, 

New-washed, and doubly fulgent from the streams— 
The Chaldee ahepherd eyes her light afar, 

And on hia knees adores her as she gleam ; 

So shone the stately form of Maggie Lauder, 

And so the admiring crowds pay homage and applaud 
her. 

Each little step her trampling palfrey took, 

Shaked her majestic person into grace, 

And as at times his glossy sides she struck 
Endearingly with whip’s green silken lace, 

(The prancer seemed to court such kind rebuke, 
Loitering with wilful tardiness of pace), 

By Jove, the very waving of her arm 

Had power a brutish lout to unbrulify aud charm! 

Her face was as the summer cloud, whereon 
The dawning sun delights to rest his rny»! 
Compared with it, old Sharon’s vale, o’ergrown 
With flaunting roses, had resigned its praise; 

For why ! Her face with heaven’s own roue* shone, 
Mocking the mom, and witching men to gate; 

And he that gazed with cold unarm t ten soul. 

That blockhead’s heart was ice thrice baked beneath 
the Bole. 

Her locks, apparent tiiits of w iry goal, 

Lay on her lily temple*, fairly dangling, 

And on each hair, so harmless to behold, 

A lover’s soul hung mercilessly strangling; 

The piping silly zephyrs vied to unfold 

The tresses in their arms so slim ami tangling, 

And thrid in sport these lover-noosing snares, 

And played at hid|>and-seek amid the golden hair*. 

Her eye was as an honoured palace, where 
A choir of lightsome Graces frisk and dance; 

What object drew her gaze, how mean *oo’er, 

Got dignity and honour from the glance; 

Wo to the man on whom she unaware 
Did the dear witchery of her eye elance! 

’Twas such a thrilling, killing, keen regard— 

May Heaven from such a look preserve each tender 
bard! 

So on she rode in virgin majesty, 

Charming the thin dead air to kirn her lips, 

And with the light and grandeur of her eye 
Shaming the proud sun into dim eclipse j 
While round her presence clustering far and nigh, 

On horseback some, with silver spurt and whips. 
And some afoot with shoes of dazzling buckles, 
Attended knights, and lairds, and downs with homy 
knuckles. 
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Hi* humour and lively oharahteriatic painting are 
well diaplayed in the account of the different parties 
who, gay and fantastic, flock to the fair, as Chaucer’s 
pilgrims did to the shrine of Thomas4*Becket 
The following verses describe the men from the 
north:— 

Comes next from Row-shire and from Sutherland 
The homy-knuckled kilted Highl&ndman : 

From where unon the rocky Caithness strand 
Breaks the long wave that at the Pole began, 

And where Lochfine from her prolific sand 

Her herrings gives to feed each bordering clan, 

Arrive the brogue-shod men of generous eye, 

Plaided and breechless ail, with Esau’s hairy thigh. 

They come not now to fire the Lowland stacks, 

Or foray on the banks of Fort ha’s firth ; 

Claymore and broadsword, and Lochabcr an-, 

Are left to rust above the smoky hearth; 

Their only arm$ are bagpipes now and sacks ; 

Their teetii are set most desperately for mirth; 

And at their broad and sturdy backs are hung 
Great wallets, crannied with cheeee and bannock* 
and cold tongue. 

Nor staid away the Islanders, that lie * 

To Inflict of the ’Atlantic surge exponed ; 

From Jura, Arran, Harm, List, and Skye, 

Piping they come, unshared, unbreeched, unhosed; 
And from that Lie, whose abbey, structured high, 
Within its pr»*cincts bolds dead kings enclosed, 
When; St ('olumba oft is fiwn to waddle 
Gowned round with flaming fire upon the trpire 
astraddle. 

Next from the far-famed ancient town of Ayr, 

(Sweet Avr! with crops of ruddy damsels blest, 
That, shooting up, and waxing fat and fair. 

Shine on thy braes, the lilies <*f the west!) 

[ And from Dumfries, and from Kilmarnock (where 
Are night-caps made, the cheapest and the best) 

! Blithely they ride on ass and mule, with sacks 
In lieu of saddles placed upon their asses’ backs. 

, Close at their heels, bestriding well-trapped nag, 

| Or humbly riding asses’ backbone bare, 
j Come Glasgow's merchants, each with money-bag, 

I To purchase Dutch lintaeod at Anster Fair— 
Sagacious fellows all, who well may brag 
Of virtuous industry and t^ents rare ; 

The accomplished men o’ the counting-room coufest, 
And fit to crack a joke or argue with the best. 

Nor keep their homes the Borderers, that stay 
Where purls the Jed, and E*k, and little Liddel, 
Men that can rarely on the bagpipe play. 

And wake the unsober spirit of the fiddle; 

Avowed freebooters, that have many a day 

Stolen sheep and cow, yet nevtfr owned they did ill; 
Great rogue*, for sure that wight is but a rogue 
That blots the eighth command from Moses* decalogue. 

And some of them in sloop of tarry side, 

Come from North-Berwick harbour sailing out; 
Others, abhorrent of the sickening tide. 

Have ta’eu the road by Stirling brig about, 

And eastward now from long Kirkaldy ride. 

Slugging on their slow-gaited asses stout, 

While dangling at their backs are bagpipe* hung, 

And dangling hangs a tale on every rhymer’s tongue, 

WILLIAM StOTHKRWELL. 

Wiliams Motherwell (1797*1835) was born in 
Glasgow, but, after his eleventh year, was brought 
up under the care of an unde in Paisley. At the 
ago of twenty-one, he was appointed deputy to the 
sheriff-clerk at that town. He early evinoed a love 


of poetry, and in 1819 became editor of a miscellany 
entitled the Harp qf Batfrtwduri. A taste for an¬ 
tiquarian research— 

Not harsh and crabbed, as dull fools suppose— 

divided with the muse the empire of Motherwell’s 
genius, and he attained an unusually familiar ac¬ 
quaintance with the early history of our native 
literature, particularly in the department of tradi¬ 
tionary poetry. The results of this erudition ap¬ 
peared in Minstrelsy Ancient and Modem (1827), a 
collection of Scottish ballads, prefaced by a histo¬ 
rical introduction, which must be the basis of all 
future investigations into the subject. In the follow¬ 
ing year he became editor of a wceklj r journal ir 
Paisley, and established a magazine there, to which 
he contributed some of his happie st poetical effu¬ 
sions. Tlie talent and spirit which he evinced in 
his editorial duties, were the means of advancing 
him to the more important office of conducting the 
Glasgow Courier, in which situation he continued 
till his deat.i. In 1832 he collected and published 
his poems in one volume. He also joined with 
Hogg in editing the works of Bums; and he was 
collecting materials for a life of Tannahill, when he 
was suddenly cut off by a fit of apoplexy at the 
early age of thirty-eight. The taste, enthusiasm, 
and social qualities -f Motherwell, rendered him 
very popular among his townsmen and friends. As 
! an antiquary, he was shrewd, indefatigable, and 
truthful. Asa poet, he was happiest in pathetic or 
sentimental lyrics, though his own inclinations led 
j him to prefer the chivalrous and martial style of 
| the old minstrels. 

Jeanie Morrison. 

I’ve wandered east, I’ve wandered west, 

Through raouy a weary way ; 

But never, never can forget 
The luve of life’s young day! 

The fire that** blawn on Beltane e’en. 

May weel be black gin Yule; 

But blacker fa’ awaits the heart 
Where first fond luve grows cule. 

0 dear, dear Jeanie Morrison, 

The thochts o’ bygane years 

Still fling their shadows owre my path. 

And blind my cen wi’ team! 

They blind my een wi’ saut, saut tears, 

And sair and sick I pine. 

As memory idly summons up 
The blithe blinks o’ langsyne. 

H’was then we luvit ilk ither weel, 

’Twas then we twa did part ; 

Sweet time!—sad time !—twa bairns at schule, 
Twa bairns, and but ae heart! 

Twa* then we sat on ae laigh bink, 

To lear ilk ither lear ; 

And tones, and looks, and smiles were abed. 
Remembered ever rnair. 

I wonder, Jeanie, aften yet, 

When sitting on that bink. 

Cheek touchin’ cheek, loof locked in loof, 

What our wee heads could think. 

When baith bent doun owre ae braid page, 

Wi’ ae buik on our knee, 

Thy lips were on thy lesson, but 
My lesson was in thee. 

0 mind ye how we hung our heads. 

How cheeks brent red wi* shame, 

Whene’er the schule- weans, lau ghin , •**&» 

We cleeked thegithex haute! 
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And mind ye o’ the Saturdays 
(The achule then skail’t at noon), 
When we ran aff to speel the braes— 
The broorny braes o’ J une ? 

My head rins round and round about. 
My heart flows like a sea. 

As ane by ane the thochts rush back 
O' schule-time and o’ thee. 

Oh, roomin' life ! oh, roomin' luvc ! 

Oh, lichtsoroe days and lang, 

When hinnied hopes around our hearts, 
Like simmer blossoms, sprang! 

O mind ye, lure, how aft we left 
The deavin* dinsome toun, 

To wander by the green bumside, 

And hear its water croon ! 

The simmer leaves hung owre our heads, 
The flowers burst round our feet, 

And in the gloamin’ o’ the wud 
The throssil whusslit sweet. 

The throssil whusslit in the wud. 

The bum sung to the trees, 

And we with Nature’s heart in tune, 
Concerted harmonies; 

And on the knowe abune the bum. 

For hours thegither sat 
lu the silentness o’ joy, till baiih 
Wi* vera gladness grat! 

Aye, aye, dear Jeanie Morrison, 

Tears trinkled doun your cheek, 

Like dew-beads on a rose, yet nane 
Had ony power to speak ! 

That was a time, a blessed time, 

When hearts were fresh and young, 
When freely gushed all feelings forth. 
Unsyllabled—unsung! 

I marvel, Jeanie Morrison, 

Gin 1 hae been to thee 
As closely twined wi' earliest thocht* 

As ye hae been to me i 
Oh ! tell me gin their music fills 
Thine ear as it does mine; 

Oh ! say gin e'er your heart grows grit 
Wi’ dreaming* o’ langsyne ( 

I’ve wandered east, I’ve wandered west. 
I've borne a weary lot ; 

But in my wanderings, far or near. 

Ye never were forgot. 

The fount that first burst frae this heart, 
Still travels on its way; 

And channels deeper as it rins, 

The luve o’ life’s young day. 

0 dear, dear Jeanie Morrison, 

Sh. were Hindered young, 

I’ve i *■ : M en your face, nor heard 

The music o' your tongue ; 

But I could hug all wretchedness. 

And happy could I dee. 

Did I but ken your heart still dreamed 
O' bygane days and me ! 

Tht Midnight Wind . 

Mournfully! oli, mournfully 
This midnight wind doth sigh. 

Like some sweet plaintive melody 
Of ages long gone by: 

It speaks a tale of other years— 

Of hopes that bloomed to die— 

Of sunny smiles that set in tears, 

And loves that mouldering lie J 


Mournfully I oh, mournfully 
This midnight wiud doth moan ; 

It stirs some chord of raemoiy 
In each dull heavy tone. 

The voices of the much-loved dead 
Seem floating thereupon— 

All, all my fond heart cherished 
Kre death had made it lone. 

Mournfully! oh, mournfully 
This midnight wind doth swell. 

With its quaint pensive minstrelsy, 
Hope's passionate farewell 
To the dreamy joys of early years, 

Kre yet grief’s canker fell 
On the heart’s bloom—ay, well may tears 
Start at that parting knell! 


Sirvrd Chant of Thorstcin Hautii. 

' 'Tis not the gray hawk’s flight o’er mountain and mere; 

! Tis not the fleet hound’s course, tracking the door; 
'Tis not the light hoof-print of Mark steed or my, 
Though sweltering it gallop a long summer’* uay. 
Which mete forth the lordship l challenge a* mine: 
Ha ! ha! tis the good brt*nd f 

I clutch in my strong hand. 

That can their broad marches and number* define. 
Land (ji> kk! 1 kiss thee. 

| Dull builders of houses, base tillers of earth, 

! Gaping, ask roe what lordships 1 owned at my birth ; 
j But the pule fools wax mute when l point with my 
! sword 

j East, west, north, and south, shouting, 'There am I 
! lord!’ 

1 Wold and waste, town ami tower, hill, valley, and 
| stream, 

* Trembling, bow to my sway, 

In the fierce battle fray. 

When the star that rules fate is this falchion’s mi 
gleam. 

I MiohtGivek! I kins thee. 

j I've heard great harp* sounding in brave bower and . 

hall ; ; 

! I've drank the sweet music that bright lip* let fall; 

I've hunted in greenwood, and heard small birds * 4 rig ; 

■ But away with this idlo-and cold jarponing! 

; The music I love is the shout of the brave, 
j The yell of the dying, . 

The scream of the flying, 

! When this arm wield* death's sickle, and garner* the 
grave. 

Joy Giver I I kiss thee. 

1 1 

Far isles of the occur thy lightning bath known, •! 
And wide o’er the mainland thy horror* hare shone. »j 
(ireat sword of my father, stem joy of his hand ! j * 

Thou hast carved his name deep on the stranger’s led j 
strand, H 

And won him the glory of undying song, 
j Keen cleaver of gay crests, 

' Sham piercer of broad breasts. 

Grim slayer of heroes, and scourge of the strong! 

Fame Giver ! 1 kiss thee. 

In a love more abiding than that the heart knows 
For maiden more lovely than summer's first rose. 

My heart's knit to thine, and lives but for thee; 

In dreamings of gladness thou’rt dancing with roe. 

Brave measures of madnews, in soma battle field. 

Where armour is ringing. 

And noble blood springing. 

And cloven, yawn helmet, stout hauberk, and shield. 
Death Giver! 1 kiss thee. 
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The smile of a maiden's eye soon may depart; 

And light is the faith of fair woman's heart 
Changeful as light clouds, and wayward as wind. 

Be the passions that govern weak woman's mind. 

But thy metal's as true as its polish is bright: 

When ills wax in number, 

Thy love will not slumber; 

But, starlike, bums fiercer the darker the night. 
Heart G laburner ! I kiss thee. 

My kindred have perished by war or by wave ; 

Now, childless ana sirele##, 1 long for the grave. 
When the path of our glory is shadowed in death. 
With me thou wilt si umber below the brown heath ; 
Thou wilt rest on my bosom, and with it decay; 
While harps shall l>e ringing, 

Ami Scalds shall be singing 
The deeds we4iave done in our old 1 carles# day. 
Song Giver! 1 kiss thee. 


ROBERT NICOLL. 

Robert Nicole (18^4-1837) was a young man of 
: high promise and amiable dispositions, who culti- 
; v a ted literature amidst many discouragements. He 
was a natifcMif Auclftergaven, in Perthshire. After 
passing through a series of humble employments, 
during which he steadily cultivated his mind by 
muling and writing, he assumed the editorship of 
the JsttiU Ttmes, a weekly paper representing tlu* 
extreme of the liberal class of opinions. He wrote as 
one of the three hundred might la* supposed to have 
fought at Thermopylae, animated by the pure love of 
his species, and zeal for what he thought their in¬ 
terests ; hut, amidst a struggle which scarcely ad¬ 
mitted of a moment for reflection on hi# own posi¬ 
tion, the springs of a naturally weak constitution 
were rapidly giving way, and symptoms of con¬ 
sumption became gradually apparent. The poet 
died in his twenty-fourth year, deeply regretted by 
the numerous friends whom his talents and virtues 
had drawn around him. Nieoll's poems are short 
occasional pieces and songs—the latter much in¬ 
ferior to his serious poems, vet displaying happy 
rural imagery and fancy. 

If: are Jirrthrrg o'. 

; A happy bit hame this nuld world would be, 

If men, when they're here, could make nhift to agree. 
An’ ilk said to his neighl>our, in cottage an* ha’, 
j 'Come, gi'e me your hand—we are brethren a'.* 


We love the same simmer day, sunny and fair; 

Hame! oh, how we love it, an’ a' that are there! 

Frae the pure air of heaven the same life we draw— 
Come, gi’e me your hand—we are brethren a'. 

Frail sh&kin' auld age will soon come o'er us baith, 
An' creeping aUng at his back will be death; 

Syne into the same mitlier-yird we will fa*: 

Come, gi’e me your hand—we are brethren a'. 

Thought* of Heaven . 

High thoughts! 

They come and go, * 

Like the soft breathings of a listening maiden, 
While round me flow 

The winds, from woods and fields with gladness 
laden : 

When the com*# rustle on the ear doth come— 

When the eve’# beetle sound# it# drowsy hum— 

When the stars, dewdrop# of the summer sky. 

Watch over all with soft and loving eye— 

While the leave# quiver 
By the lone river, 

And the quiet heart 
From depths doth call 
$ And garners all— 

Earth grows a shadow 
Forgotten whole, 

And Heaven live# 

In the blessed soul! 

High thought*! 

They arc with me. 

When, deep within the bosom of the forest. 

Thy morning melody 

Abroad into the sky, thou, throstle, pourest. 
When the young sunbeams glance among the tree#— 
When on the ejir come# the soft song of bees— 

When every branch has it# own favourite bird 
And mug# of summer, from each thicket heard !— 
Where the owl flitteth. 

Where the rue sitteth. 

And holiness 

Seems sleeping there; 

While nature’s prayer 
Goes up to heaven 
In purity. 

Till all is glory 
And joy to me ! 

I High thoughts! 

They are my own 

When I am resting on a mountain’s bosom. 

And see below me strewn 

The huts and home# where humble virtue# blos- 


I kcn na why anc wi anither should fight, When 1 can trace each streamlet through the meadow— 

; When to pw would makt- » bo.lv ■•.«*>« an r.-ht, , when j f oI l„ w every fitful »hadow— 

\\ hen man meet# wi man, ti# the#est way ava, J yvhen I can watch the winds among the com, 

j To say, (h e mo your hand —we arc brethren a .’ 1 And see the waves along the forest borne ; 

( My coat is a coarse ane, .h’ your* may be Sue, i ' Vher f »»lue-bcll and heather 

! And I maun drink water, while you may drink wine ; i J ^ re blooming together, 

! But we baith ha’e a leal heart, u ns jetted to «haw: far doth come 

Sae gi'e me your hand—we are brethren a’. ( The Sabbath bell. 

O’er wood and fell; 

The knave ye would scorn, the unfaithfu* deride ; j I hear the beating 

Ye would stand like a rock, wi’ the truth on your wide ; j Of nature's heart; 

Sae would I, an' nought else would I value a straw ; 1 Heaven is before me— 

Then gi'e me your hand— we are brethren a’. j God! Thou art! 


Ye would scorn to do fausely by woman or man ; 

/ baud by the right aye, as weel as I can ; 

We are ane in our joys, our affections, an' a’; 

Gome, gi'e me your hind—we are brethren a*. 

Your mother has lo'ed you as wither# can lo'e; 

An' mine has done for me what mi then* can do; 

Wo ate ane high an* laigh, au’ we thouldna bo twa: 
Sue gi'e me your hand—we are brethren a*. 


j High thoughts! 

They visit us 

In moments when the soul is dim and darkened; 
They come to bless 

After the vanities to which we hearkened: 

When weariness hath come upon the spirit-- 
(Those hours of darkness which we all inherit)— 
Bursts there not through a glint of warm sunshine, 

A winged thought# which bids us not repine! 

SOS 
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Id joy and gladness. 

In mirth and sadness. 

Come signs and tokens; 

Life’s angel brings 
Upon its wings 
Those bright communings 
The soul doth keep— 

Those thoughts of hearen 
So pure and deep ! 

[DeoiA.] 

[This poem is supposed to have been the last, or among the 
• last, of NicoU's compositions.] 

The dew is <m the summer’s greenest grass, 

Through which the modest daisy blushing peeps ; 
The gentle wind that like a ghost doth pass, 

A waving shadow on the corn-field keeps ; 

But 1, who love them all, shall never be 
Again among the woods, or on the moorland lea ! 

The sun shines sweetly—sweeter may it shine!— 
Blessed is the brightness of a summer day ; 

It cheers lone hearts; and why should J repine, 
Although among green fields I cannot stray ! 
Woods! I have grown, since last I heard you wave, 
Familiar with death, and neighbour to the grave! ’ 

These words have shaken mighty human souls— 

Like a sepulchre’s echo drear they sound- - 
E’en as the owl’s wild whoop at midnight rolls 
The ivied remnants of old ruins round. 

Yet wherefore tremble? Can the soul decay ? 

Or that which thinks and feels in aught .e’er fade 
away J 

Are there not aspirations in each heart 
After a better, brighter world than this \ 

Longings for beings nobler in each part— 

Things more exalted—steeped in deeper bliss ? 

Who gave us these? What are they? Soul, in thee 
The bud is budding now for immortality! 

Death comes to take me where I long to be; 

One pang, and bright blooms the immortal flower; 
Death comes to lead me from mortality, 

To lands which know not one unhappy hour ; 

I have a hope, a faith—from sorrow here 

I’m led by Death away—why should I start und fear ? 

If I have loved the forest and the field. 

Can I not love them deeper, better there ? 

If all that Power hath made, to me doth yield 
Something of good and beauty—something fair— 
Freed from the grossness of mortality, 

May I not love them all, and better all enjoy ? 

A change from wo to joy—from earth to heaven, 

Death gives me this—it leads me calmly where 
The souls that long ago from mine were riven 
May meet againI Death answers many & prayer. 
Bright d;ty. f-hine on ! be glad : days brighter far 
Are stretched before my eyes than those of mortals 
are! 

ROBERT QILFIULAN. 

Though no Scottish poetry besides that of Burns 
attracts attention out of its native country, there is 
not wanting a hand of able and warm-hearted men 
who continue to cultivate it for their own amuse¬ 
ment and that of their countrymen. Amongst these 
may be mentioned Messrs Rodger, Ballanttne, 
Vedder, and Gray : a high place in the class is due 
to Mr Robert Gilfillan, a native of Dunfermline, 
whose Poem and Songs have passed through three 
editions. The song* of Mr Gilfillan are marked by 
gentle and kindly feelings, and & smooth flow of 
versification, which makes them eminently suitable 
for being expressed in music. 


The Hxik'e Sony. 

Oh ! why left I my ham©! 

Why did I cross the deep! 

Oh ! why left I the land 
Where ray forefathers sleep! 

1 sigh for Scotia’s shore, 

And 1 gaxe across the sea. 

But 1 c&nna get a blink 
O’ my ain countrie! 

The palm-tree waveth high. 

And fair the myrtle springs ; 

And, to the Indian maid, 

The bulbul sweetly sings. 

But 1 din mi see the broom 
Wi* its tiuwelw on the lea, 

Nor hear the Untie’* sang 
O’ my ain countrie \ 

Oh ! he ix* no Sabbath bell 
Awakes the Sabbath mom, 

X<»r song of reaper* heard , 

Amang the yellow corn : 

For the tyrant's voice is here, 

And the wail of sfaverie ; 

1 But the miu of freedom shines 

! In my ain countrie ! 

| There’* a hope for every wo, 

j And a balm for every pain, 

But the first joys o’ our heart 
Come never back again. 

There’s a track upon the deep. 

And a path across the sea ; 

But, the weary ne’er return 
To their ain countrie! 

In the Day* o’ Isvigsyne. 

In the days o’ langwvne, when we carle* were young. 
An’ nue foreign fashions amang us had sprung ; 

When we made our ain bannock*, and brewed our ain 

Jill. 

An’ were clad frae the sheep that gaed white on thebill ; 
f t ! the thocht o’ time days gar* my auld heart aye fill! 
In tlie days o’ langsync we were happy and free, 
Proud lords on the land, and kings on the sea ! 

To our foes we were fierce, to our friends wc were kind, 
An" where battle raped loudest, you ever did find 
The banner of Scotland float high in the wind ! 

In the days o’ langsyne we aye ranted and *ang 
By the warm ingle sine, or the wihf brae* amang ; 

< >ur lads busked braw, and our lasses looked fine. 

An* the sun on our mountains seemed ever to nhitie ; 
O! where is the Scotland «* bonnie langsyne ! 

In the days o’ langsyne ilka glen had its tale, 

Sweet voices were heard in ilk breath o’ the gale ; 

An’ ilka wee burn had a sang o’ its ain, 

As it trotted alaiy through the valley or plain ; 

Shall we e’er hear the music o’ streamlet* again ! 
hi the days o* langwvne there* were feasting and glee, 
Wi’ pride in ilk heart, and joy in ilk «?; ftyne, 
And the auld, ’rnang the nappy, their eild seemed to 
It was your wtoup the nicht, and the morn ’twa* mine : 
O! the days o’ Jangwyne—O! the day* o’ langsyne. 

The HilU o’ Oallowa \ 

[By Thomas Cunningham.] 

[Thomas Cunningham was the senior of his brother Alton 
by some years, and was a copious author to pro** aa4 van*, 
though with an undistinguished oaam, long before the anther 
of the Lives of the British Painters was known. Be died la 

imj 

Amang the birks sae blithe and gay, 

1 met my Julia hameward gann ; 

The Untie* ohantit on the spray, 

The iammiet lotxpii on the lawnJ 
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On ilka howm the sward was mawn, 

The braes wi’ gowana buakit braw, 

And gloamiu’s plaid o* gray was thrawn 
Out owre the hills o* Gaflowa’. 

Wi’ mu m'ic wild the woodlands rang. 

And fragrance winged ulang the lea, 

As down we sat the dowers amang, 

Upon the banks o' stately Dec. 

My Julia’s arms encircled me, 

And s&ftly slade the hours awa*, 

Till dnwin eoost a glimmerin' ce 
Upon the hills o’ Oallowa*. 

It innit owsen, sheep, and kyc, 

It isna gowd, it isna gear, 

ThiM lifted ee wad hate, quoth I, 

The warld’s drumlie gloom to cheer. 

But gi'e t<i me my Julia dear, 

Ye powers wha row this yirthen ha', 

And <)! sue blithe through life I’ll steer, 

Amang tIge hills o’ Uallowa’. 

Whan gloamin’ dauners up the hill, 

And our gudeman ea’s hame the yowes, 

Wi’ her I’ll trace tli? mossy rill 

That ow re the muir meandering rows; 

Or, t inLamang tly* scraggy knowes, 

Mv hirkin pipe I’ll sweetly Maw, 

And Vmg the streams, the straths, and howea, 

Tlu; hill* and dales o’ (.iallowV. 

And when auld Scotland's heathy hills, 

Her rural nymphs and joyous swains, 

Her flowery wilds and wimplitig rills, 

Awake nae mair mv canty strains ; 

Whure friendship dwell* and freedom reigns, 

Wlutre heather blooms and muircocks craw, 

U! dig my grave, and hide my bant** 

Amang the hills «•’ (iullowa . 

Lucy's Flittin'. 

[By William Laid law.] 

(William Laidlaw in son of the Kltriek Shepherd’# master a« 
lilaekhouse. All who have read Lockhart's Life of Scott, 
know how elonely Mr I.aidlaw was connected with the illus¬ 
trious baronet of AhUttshird. lie wits his c"ni|Nution in some 
of hi* early wanderings, hi* friend and land-steward in ad¬ 
vanced years, his amanuensis in the composition of some of 
his novels, and he was one of the few who watched over his 
la>t sad and painful moments, Lxuy'i Flittin' is deservedly 
popular for its uiAffected tmlAe#s und simplicity. In 
printing the song, llogg added the last four lines to ‘ complete 
the story.'] 

'Twaf when the wan leaf frae the birk-tree was fa'in, 
And Martinmas dowie had wound up the year, 
That Lucy rowed up her wee ki**t wi’ her a’ in’t. 

And left her auld maister ami neibours sac dear : 
For Lucy had served i’ the glen u#the simmer; 

She cam then* afore the bloom cam on the ]>ea; 

An orphan was she, and they had been gude till her, 
Sure that was the thing hrocht the tear to her ee. 

She gaed by the stable where Jamie wag stannin*; 

Iticht aair was his kind heart her flittin’ to ace ; 

* Fare ye weel, Lucy 1* quo’ Jamie, and ran in ; 

The gatherin’ team trickled fast frae her ee. 

As down the bum-side she gaed slow wi' her flittin*, 

* Fare ye weel, Lucy!’ was ilka bird’s sang ; 

She heard the craw say in’t, high on the tree sittin’, 
And Iiobin was chirp in’t the brown leaves amang. 

4 Oh, what Is’t that pits my puir heart in a flutter! 

And what gam the tears come sac fast to my ee t 
If I waana ettled to be ony better, 

Then what gam me wish ony better to be! 

I’m just like a lamtnle that loses its mither 5 
Nae mither or friend the puir lammie can see; 

I fear I hae tint my puir heart a’thegither, 

Nae wonder the tear fa’s sae fast frae my ee. 


Wi’ the rest o’ my claee I hae rpwed up the ribbon, 
The bonnie blue ribbon that Jamie gae me; 
Yestreen, when he gae me’t, and saw ! was sabbin*, 
I’ll never forget the wae blink 0 ’ his ee. 

Though now hesaidnaethingbut ** Fare ye weel, Lucy!” 

It made me 1 neither could speak, hear, nor see : 

He couldna say mair but just, u Fare ye weel, Lucy!” 
Y et that I will mind till the day that I dee. 

The lamb likes the gowan wi’ dew when its droukit; 

The hare likes the brake and the braird on the lea ; 
But Lucy likes Jamie —she turned and she lookit, 
She thocht the dear place she wad nurer mair see. 

! Ah, weel may young Jamie gang dowie and cheerless! 
t And weel may he greet on the bank o’ the bum! 
j For bonnie sweet Lucy, sac gentle and peerless, 
j Lies cauid in her grave, and will never return! 

The Brownie of Blednoch. 

[By William Nicholson.] 

There cam a at range wight to our town-on*, 

An’ the flent a body did him ken ; 

He tilled na lang, but he glided ben 
( Wi’ a dreary, dreary hum. 

His face did glow like the glow o’ the west, 

When the drumly cloud has it half o’ercast; 

Ur the struggling moon when she’s sair distrest. 

O, sirs ! ’twas Aiken-drum. 

I trow the bauldest stood aback, 

Wi’ a pa|K* an* a glower till their lugs did crack, 

As the «hapele*M phantom mum’Ung spak— 

11 tie ye wark for Aiken-drum l 

O! had ye scon the bairns’ fright, 

As they stan d at this wild and unyirthly wight; 

As they skulkit in 'twocn the dark and the light. 

And graned out, Aiken-drum! 

The black dog growling cowered his tail. 

The lassie swarded, loot fa* the pail; 

Bob’s lingle bmk as he men’t the flail. 

At the sight o’ Aiken-drum. 

His matted head on his breast did rest, 

A lang blue beard wan’em! down like a Test; 

But the glare o’ his ee hath na*; bard exprest. 

Nor the ski rues o’ Aiken-drum. 

Roun* bis hairy form there was naething seen 
But a philabog 0 ’ the rashes green, 

An’ his knotte<l knees played aye knoit between-— 
What a sight was Aiken-drum ! 

On his wauchie arms three claws did meet, 

As they trailed on the grun’ bv his taelees feet ; 

E’en the auld gudeman himsel* did sweat, 

To look at Aiken-drum. 

But he drew a score, hitnael’ did sain* 

The auld wife tried, but her tongue was pane 5 
While the young ane closer clasped her wean, 

And turned frae Aiken-drum. 

But the canny auld wife cam till her breath. 

And she deemed the Bible might ward aflf ecaith, 

Be it benshee, bogle, ghaist, or wraith— 

But it feared na Aiken-drum. 

< His presence protect ua!* quoth the auld gudtm*n $ 
‘ What wad ye, whare won ye, by sea or bv Isn’t 
I conjure ye— speak — by the beuk in my hau’l 
What a granc ga’e Aiken-drum ! 

* I lived in a lan’ where we saw nae sky, 

I dwalt in a spot where a burn tins na by $ 

But I'se dwalf now wi’ you if ye like to toy— 

Hae ye wark for Aiken-drum! 
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HI shiel a* your sheep i’ the raornin* sune, 

1*11 berry your crap by the light o’ the moon, 

An* b» the baims wi an unkenned tune, 

If ve’ll keep puir Aiken-drum. 

HI loup the linn when ye canna wade. 

I’ll kirn the kirn, an’ I’ll turn the bread; 

An* the wildest filly that ever ran rede, 

I*ae taineV quoth Aiken-drum. 

To wear the tod frae the flock on the fell, 

To gather the dew frae the heather bell, 

An’ to look atomy face in your clear crystal well. 
Might gi’e pleasure to Aiken-drum. 

I’se seek nae guids, gear, bond, nor mark ; 

I use nae beddin’, shoon, nor sark ; 

But a cogfu’ o’ brose ’tween the light an’ dark 
Is the wage o’ Aiken-drum.’ 

Quoth the wylie auld wife, * The thing speaks wecl 
Our workers are scant—we hue routh o’ meal; 

Gif he’ll do as he says—be lie man, In* he deil— 

Wow! we*ll try this Aiken-drum.’ 

But the wenches skirled, 1 He’s no be here! 

His eldritch look gars us swarf wi' fear ; 

An’ the feint a ane will the house come near, 

If they think but o’ Aiken-drum.’ 

‘ Puir clipmalabors ! ye hae little wit; 

Is’tna ballowmas now, an* the crap out yet V 
fcjae she silenced them a’ wi’ a stamp o’ her fit;— 

* Sit yer wa’s down, Aiken-drum.' 

Roun’, a’ that side what wark was dune 
By the streamer’s gleam, or the glance o’ the moon 
A word, or a wish, an’ the brownie cam Mine, 

Sae helpfu’ was Aiken-drum. 

On Blednock banks, an’ on crystal Tree, 

For roony a day a toiled wight was he ; 

While the bairns played harmless roun’ his knee, 

Sae social was Aiken-drum. I 

But a new-rnade wife, fu’ o’ frippish freaks. 

Fond o’ a’.things feat for the five first weeks, 

Laid a mouldy pair o* her ain man’s breek* 

By the brose o’ Aiken-drum. 

Let the learned decide when they convene. 

What spell was him an’ the breeks between ; 

For frae that day forth he was nac mair seen. 

An’ sair-missed was Aiken-drum. 

He was heard by a herd gaun by the Thrieve, 

Crying, ‘ Lang, lang now may I greet an* grieve ; 

For, alas 1 I hae gotten baith fee an’ leave— 

0 ! luckless Aiken-drum !* 

Awa, ye v. 'ing sceptic tribe, 

Wi* your j*i >>- .-in' your cons wad ye decide 
’Gain the sponsible voice o’ a hale country side, 

On the facts ’bout Aiken-drum ? 

Though the ‘ Brownie o’ Bledoocli’ lang be gane, 

The mark o’ his feet’s left on mony a stane ; 

An* mony a wife an* mony a wean 
Tell the feats o' Aiken-drum. 

E’en now, light loons that jibe an’ sneer 
At spiritual guests an’ a’ sic gear. 

At the Glasbnoch mill hac swat wi’ fear. 

An* looked roun* for Aiken-drum. 

An’ guidly folks hae gotten a fright, 

When the moon was set, an’ the stars gied nae light, 
At the roaring linn, in the howe o’ the night, 

Wi’ sughs like Aiken-drum. 


Song, 

[By Joseph Train.] 

[Mr Train will be memorable in our literary history for tbs 
assistance he rendered to 81r Walter Scott in the contribution 
of some of the stories on which the Waverley novels worn 
founded. He entered life as a private soldier, and rose by 
merit to bo a supervisor of excise, from which situation Us 
has now retired on a superannuation allowance.] 

Wi’ drums and pipes the clachan rang, 

1 left my goats to wamler wide; 

And e’en as fast an I could bang, 

I bickered down the mountain side. 

My hazed rung and ban lock plaid 
Awa’ I Hang wi* cauhl disdain. 

Resolved 1 would nae lunger bide 
To do the auld thing o’er again. , 

Ye barons bold, whose turrets rise 

A boon the wild woods white w * .maw, 

1 trow the laddies ye may prize, 

Wha fight your battles far awa’. 

Wi* them to stan’, wi' th«u to fa’. 

Courageously 1 crossed the main ; 

To see, for Caledonia, 

The auld thing wtvl done o'er again.* 

Right far a-fiel’ I freely fought, 

’Gainst mony an outlandish loon ; 

An* wi* inv good claymore I’ve brought 
Mony a l»eurdy birkie down : 
i While I had pith to wield it roun’, 

I In battle I ne'er met wi' une 

Could danton me, for Britain’s crown, 

To do the same thing o’er again. 

Although I’m inarching life’s last stage, 

Wi’ sorrow crowded roun* mv brow; 

An’ though the knapsack o’ nuiil age 
Hangs heavy on my shoulders now— 

Yet recollection, ever new, 

Discharges a’ mv toil and pain, 

When fancy figures in my view 
The plea-sant auld thing o’er again. 

Tht Comrrt/nian'i Ihrttm. 

[By Jjuui*s Tittup. ] 

[James ]liklo|) win burned humble pa rep la In the parish «f 
Kirkconmd, In the neighbourhood of Kan<|uh*r, near lhe •ourew 
of the Nith, in July He was employed a* a shepherd-boy 

In the vh-lnltv of A irwnijas, where, at the jnrmventone «»f a party 
of slain c ovenanters, he composed the following striking poem, 
i He afterwards became a teacher, and Ms (metical rtTittoftft 
1 haviru? attracud the favourable notice of Lord Jeffrey, and 
other eminent literary characters, he w as, through their Infill* 
once, appointed schoolmaster, find on board the I Kiris, and sub¬ 
sequently the Tweed nfan-of-war lie died on the 4th Ihcwm* 
her lftt7 from fever caught hv deeping one night in the open 
air upon the island of He Jiurn. Ilia ownpcaltIona display an 
elegant rather than u vigorous imagination, much chaatenesa 
of thought, and a pure but ardent love of nature.] 

In a dream of the night I wan wafted away, 

To the muirlatid of mint where the martyr* lay; 
Where Cameron’* sword and hit Bible are aeen, 
Engraved on the atone where the heather grow* green. 

’Twas a dream of thoac age* of darkne** and blood, 
When the minister’* home wa* the mountain ami weed; 
When in Wellwood’a dark valley the etanclard of Zion, 
All bloody and tom ’rnong the heather wa* lying. 

*TwaH morning; and Hummer’* young nun from the ea*t 
Bay in loving rejMse on the green mountain’* brca*t, 
On Wardlaw and Cairn table the clear ahining dew, 
Gliitened there ’mong the heath hall* and mountain 
flowem blue. 

m 
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And far up in heaven near the white sunny cloud, 

The song of the lark was melodious and loud, 

And in ulenmuir's wild solitude, lengthened and deep, 
Were the whistling of plovers and bleating of sheep. 

And Wellwood’s sweet valleys breathed music and 
gladness, 

The fresh meadow blooms hung in beauty and redness; 
Its daughters were happy to hail the returning, 

And drink the delights of July's sweet morning. 

But, oh! there were hearts cherished far other feelings, 
Illumed by the light of prophetic revealing*, 

Who drank from the scenery of beauty but sorrow, 
For they knew that their blood would bedew it to¬ 
morrow. 

Twas the few faithful ones who with Cameron were 
lying, 

Concealed ’ilVong the mist where the hcathfowl was 
crying. 

For the horsemen of Karl shall around them were 
hovering,* 

And their bridle reins rung through the thin misty 
covering. * 

Their fare* grew pale, and their swords were un- 
sheared, * 

But the vengeance that darkened their brow was un- 
breathed ; 

With eves turned to heaven in calm resignation. 

They sung their last wing to the (Sod of Salvation. 

The hills with the deep mournful music were ringing. 
The curlew and plover in concert were sinking ; 

But the melody died ’mid derision and laughter. 

As the host of ungodly rushed on t<» the slaughter. 

Though in mist and in darkness and fire they were 
shrouded. 

Yet the souls of the righteous were calm and unclouded. 
Their dark eyes flashed lightning, as, firm and un¬ 
bending. 

They stood like the rock which the thunder is rending. 

The muskets were flashing, the blue swords were 
gleaming. 

The helmets were cleft, and the red blood was stream¬ 
ing, 

The heavens grew dark, and the thunder was rolling, 
When in Wei 1 wood’s dark wuirland* the mighty were 
falling. , # 

When the righteous had fallen, and the combat was 
ended, 

A chariot of lire through the dark cloud descended; 
It* driven* were angels on horses of whiteness. 

And its burning wheels turned on axles of brightness. 

A seraph unfolded its doors bright and shining. 

All dazzling like gold of the scvcutii refining. 

And the souls that caiue forth out of great tribulation, 
Have mounted the chariots and steeds of salvation. 

On the arch of the rainbow the chariot is gliding. 
Through the path of the thunder the horsemen are 
riding; 

Glide swiftly, bright spirits ! the prize is before ye, 

A crown never fading, a kingdom of glory 1 

DRAMATISTS. 

Dramatic literature no longer occupies the promi¬ 
nent place it held in former periods of our history. 
Various causes have been assigned for this decline— 
as, the great size of the theatres, the monopoly of the 
two lam London houses, the love of spectacle or 
scenic display which has usurped the place of the 
legitimate drama, and the late dinner hours now 
prevalent among the higher and even the middle 


classes. The increased competition in business has 
also made our 4 nation of shopkeepers* a busier and 
harder-working race than their forefathers; and the 
diffusion of cheap literature may have further tended 
to thin the theatres, os furnishing intellectual enter¬ 
tainment for the masses at home at a cheaper rate 
than dramatic jierformance*. The London managers 
appear to have had considerable influence in this mat¬ 
ter. They lavish enormous sums on scenic decoration 
and particular actors, and aim rather at filling their 
houses by some ephemeral and dazzling display, than 
by the liberal encouragement of native talent and 
genius. To improve, or rather re-establish the acted 
drama, a periodical writer suggests that there should 
1 m* a classification of theatres in the metropolis, as in 
Paris, where each theatre has its distinct species of 
the drama, and jwrforms it well. 4 We believe,* he 
says, ‘ that the evil is mainly occasioned by the vain 
endeavour of managers to succeed bv commixing 
every species of entertainment—huddling together 
tragedy, comedy, farce, melo*drama, and spectacle— 
and striving by alternate exhibitions, to draw all 
the dramatic public to their respective houses. Im¬ 
perfect—very imperfect companies for each species 
art* engaged ; and as, in consequence of the general 
imperfection, they are forced to rely on individual 
excellence, individual performers become of inordi¬ 
nate importance, and the most exorbitant salaries 
art* given to procure them. These individuals are 
thus placed in a false position, and indulge them¬ 
selves in all sorts of mannerisms and absurdities. The 
public is not unreasonably dissatisfied with imper¬ 
fect companies and had performances ; the managers 
wonder at their ruin; and critics become elegiacal 
over the mournful decline of the drama! Not in this 
way can a theatre flourish; since, if one species of 
performance proves attractive, the others are at a dis¬ 
count. and their companies become useless burdens; 
if none of them prove attractive, then the loss ends in 
ruin.’* Too many instances of this have occurred 
within the last twenty years. Whenever a play of 
real excellence has been brought forward, the public 
has shown no insensibility to its merits ; but so many 
circumstances are requisite to its successful repre¬ 
sentation—so expensive arc the companies, and so 
capricious the favourite actors—that meiTof talent 
are avers** to hazard a competition. The true dra¬ 
matic talent is also a rare gift. Some of the most 
eminent poets have failed in attempting to portray 
actual life and passion in interesting situations on 
the stage ; and as Fielding and Smollett proved un¬ 
successful in comedy (though the former wrote a 
number of pieces), so Byron and Scott were found 
wanting in the qualities requisite for the tragic 
drama. ‘It is evident,’ says Campbell, 4 that Mel¬ 
pomene demands on the stage something, and a good 
deal more*, than even poetical talent, rare as that 
is. She requires a potent and peculiar faculty for 
the invention of incident adapted to theatric effect; 
a faculty which may often exist in those who have 
been bred to the stage, but w hich, generally speak¬ 
ing, has seldom been shown by any poets who were 
not professional players. There are exceptions to 
the remark, but there are not many. If Shakspeare 
had not been a player, he would not have been the 
dramatist that he is.’ Dryden, Addison, and Con¬ 
greve, are conspicuous exceptions to this rule; also 
Goldsmith in comedy, and, in our own day. Sir Ed¬ 
ward Lytton lhilwer in the romantic drama. The 
Coltnana, Sheridan, Morton, and Reynolds, never, 
we believe, wore the sock or buskin; but they were 
either managers, or closely connected with the 
theatre. 
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Ik the first Tear of this period. Robert Jewison 
(1180-1803) produced his tragedy of The Count of 
Narbcmne , copied from Walpole's Castle of Otranto, 
and it was highly attractive on the stage. In 1785 
Jephson brought out another tragedy. The Duke of 
Braganza, which was equally successful. He wrote 
three other tragedies, some farces, and operas; but 
the whole are now utterly neglected. Jephson was 
no great dramatic writer; but a poetical critic has 
recorded to his honour, that, 1 at a time when the 
native genius of tragedy seemed to be extinct, he 
came boldly forward as a tragic poet, and certainly 
with a spark of talent; for if he has not the full 
flame of genius, he has at least its scintillating light.’ 
The dramatist was an Irishman by birth, a captain 
in the army, and afterwards a member of the Irish 
House of Commons. 

The stage was aroused from a state of insipidity 
or degeneracy by the introduction of plays from the 
German, which, amidst much false and exaggerated 
sentiment, appealed to the stronger sympathies of our 
nature, and drew crowded audiences to the theatres. 
One of the first of these was The Stranger , said to be 
translated by Benjamin Thompson ; but the greater 
part of it, as it was acted, was the production of 
Sheridan. It is a drama of domestic life, not very 
moral or beneficial in its tendencies (for it is calcu¬ 
lated to palliate our detestation of adultery), yet 
abounding in scenes of tenderness and surprise, well 
adapted to produce effect on the stage. The princi¬ 
pal characters were acted by Kemble and Mrs Sid- 
dons, and when it was brought out in the season of 
1797-8, it was received with immense applause. In 
1799 Sheridan adapted another of Kotzebue's plays, 
Pizarro , which experienced still greater success. In 
the former drama the German author had violated 
the proprieties of our moral code, by making an in¬ 
jured husband take back his guilty though penitent 
wife ; and in Pizarro he has invested a fallen female 
with tenderness, compassion, and heroism. The obtru¬ 
sion of such a character as a prominent figure in the 
scene was at least indelicate; but, in the hands of Mrs 
Siddons, the taint was scarcely perceived, and Sheri¬ 
dan had softened down the most objectionable parts. 
The play‘was produced with all the aids of splendid 
scenery, music, and fine acting, and these, together 
with its displays of generous and heroic feeling on 
the part of RoUa, and of parental affection in Alonzo 
and Cora, were calculated to lead captive a general 
audience. * Its subject was also new, and peculiarly 
fortunate. It brought the adventures of the most 
romantic kingdom of Christendom (Spain) into pic¬ 
turesque combination with the simplicity and super¬ 
stitions of the transatlantic world; and gave the 
imagination a new and fresh empire of paganism, 
with its temples, And rites, and altars, without the 
stale associations of pedantry.* Some of the senti¬ 
ments and descriptions in Pizarro are said to have 
originally formed part of Sheridan’s famous speech 
on the impeachment of Warren Hastings! They are 
often inflated and bombastic, and full of rhetorical 
glitter. Thus Rollo soliloquises in Alonzo’s dungeon: 
—‘O holy Nature! thou dost never plead in vain. 
There is not of our earth a creature, bearing form 
and life, human or savage, native of the forest wild 
or giddy air, around whose parent bosom thou hast 
not a cord entwined of power to tie them to their 
offspring’s claims, and at thy will to draw them back 
to thee. On iron pinions borne the blood-stained 
vulture cleaves the Storm, yet is the plumage closest 
to her heart soft as the cygnet’s down; and o’er her 
unshelled brood the murmuring ring-dove sits not 
more gently/ 

Or the speech of BoQa to the Peruvian army 
at the consecration of the banners —‘ My brave 


associates! partners of my toil, my feelings, and 
my fame! Can Holla’s words add vigour to the 
virtuous energies which inspire your hearts? Nol 
you have judged, as I have, the foulness of the 
crafty plea by which these bold invaders would de¬ 
lude you. Your generous spirit has compared, as 
mine has, the motives which, in a war like this, can 
animate their minds and our*. They, by a strange 
frenzy driven, fight for power, for plunder, and ex¬ 
tended rule. HV, for our country, our altars, and 
our homes. They follow an adventurer whom they 
fear, and a power which they hate. We serve a 
monarch whom we love—a God whom we adore ! j 
Where’er they move in anger, desolation tracks their j 
progress; where'er they pause in amity, affliction 
mourns their friendship. They boast they come j 
but to improve our state, enlarge' our thoughts, and j 
free us from the yoke of error. Yes, \hcy will give j 
enlightened freedom to our minds, who are them- ! 
selves the slaves of passion, avarice, and pride, | 
They offer us their protection ; yes, such protection 
as vultures give to iambs—covering and devouring 
them! They call on ns to‘barter all of good we 
have inherited and proved, for the desperate chance : 
of something letter which they promise, Ik* our j 
plain answer this : the throne' ur honour is the 
jK'Ople’s choice; the laws we reverence are our brave 
fathers’ legacy ; the faith we follow teaches us to 
live in bonds of charity with all mankind, and die 
with hopes of bliss beyond the grave. Tell your j 
invaders this, and tell them, too, we seek no change, 
and least of all such change as they would bring us.’ j 
Animated apostrophes like these, rolled from ; 
the lips of Kemble, and applied, in those days 
of war, to British valour and patriotism arrayed f 
against France, could hardly fail of an enthusiastic 
reception. A third drama by Kotzebue was some 
years afterwards adapted for the Knglish stage by 
Mrs Inch bald, and performed under the title of 
Laver* Vowx. * The grand moral of the play is 
to set forth the miserable consequences which arise 
from the neglect, and to enforce the watchful cart* 

>f illegitimate offspring; and surely as the pulpit 
has not had eloquence to eradicate the crime of 
seduction, the stage may Ik.* allowed a humble en¬ 
deavour to prevent its most fatal effects.’ Lovers’ 
Vows also became a popular acting play, for stage 
effect was carefully (studied, and the scenes and j 
situations skilfully arranged. While filling the ; 
theatres, Kotzebue's plays were generally condemned ] 
by the critics. They cannot be said to have pro- : 
duced any permanent bad efleet on our national ; 
morals, but they presented many false and j>ernici«E* \ 
pictures to the mind 4 There is an affectation,’ as j 
Scott remarks,‘of attributing noble and virtuous 
sentiments to thepersons least qualified by habit or 
education to entertain them; and of describing the 
higher and better educated classes as uniformly de¬ 
ficient in those feelings of liberality, generosity, and 
honour, which may be considered as proper to tlisrir 
situation in life. This contrast may !*• true in par¬ 
ticular instances, and being used sparingly, might 
afford a good moral lesson; but in spite of truth and 
probability, it has been assumed, upon all occasions, 
by those authors as the groundwork of a sort of in¬ 
tellectual Jacobinism/ Scott himself, it will be re¬ 
collected, was fascinated by the German drams, and 
translated a play of Goethe. The excesses of Kotze¬ 
bue were happily ridiculed by Canning and Ellis in 
their amusing satire, The Hover*. At length, after 
a rurt of unexampled success, these plays ceased 
to attract attention, though one or two are still 
occasionally performed, with aR their absurdities, 
we cannot but believe that they exercised an In* 
spiring influence on the rising genius of that ago. 
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They dealt with pacsiona, not with manner*, and 
awoke the higher feeling* and sensibilities of our 
nature. Good plays were also mingled with the 
bad: if Kotzebue was acted, Goethe and Schiller 
wore studied. The Wallen*teln was translated by 
Coleridge, and the influence of the German drama 
was felt by most of the young poet*. 

One of those who imbibed a taste for the mar¬ 
vellous and the romantic from this source was 
Matthkw Gregory Lewis, whose drama. The 
Castle Spectre , was produced in 1797, and was per¬ 
formed about sixty successive nights. It is full of 
supernatural horrors, deadly revenge, and assassina¬ 
tion, with touches of poetical fueling, and sonic well- 
managed scenes. In the same year I^wis adapted 
a tragedy from Schiller, entitled The Minuter ; und 
this was followed by a succession of dramatic pieces 
— Roller, a tragedy, 1799 ; The East Indian , a comedy, 
1800; Adelmovn, or the Outlaw, a drama, 1801; 
Rugantio, a melodrama, 1805; Add git ha, u play, 
1806; Venoni* a drama, 1809; One o'Clot h, or the 
Knight and Wood Demon . 1811 ; Timnur the Tartar, 
a melo-draiua, 1812 ; (pul Rich arul Poor, a comic 
opera, 1812. The Castle Spectre is still occasionally 
performed; but the diffusion of a more sound and 
healthy taste in literature has banish' d the other 
dramas of 1a*wis equally from the stage and the 
press. To the present generation they are unknown. 
They wen* fit companions for the ogres, giants, and 
Blue-beards of the nursery tales, and they have 
i shared the same oblivion. 

JOANNA imillif.. 

The most important addition to the written drama 
at this time was the first volume of Joanna Baii.uf.'h 
plays on the passions, published in 1799 under the 
title of A Sertex of Plays : in which if is attempted to 
Delineate the Stronger Passions of the Mind , each 
Passion bring the subject of a Tragedy and a t\nnedy. 
To the volume was prefixed a long and interesting 
introductory discourse, in which the authoress dis¬ 
cusses the subject of the drama in all it* bearings, 
and asserts the supremacy of simple nature over all 
decoration and refinement. ‘ Ix*t one simple trait 
of the human heart, one expression of passion, 
genuine and true to nature, U* introduced, and it 
will stand forth alone in the boldness of reality, 
whilst the false afid unnatural%round it fades away 
upon every side, like the rising exhalations of the 
morning.’ This theory (which anticipated the dis¬ 
sertations and most of the poetry of Wordsworth) 
the accomplished dramatist illustrated in her plays, 
tile merits of which were instantly recognised, and 
a second edition called for in a few months. Miss 
Baillie was then in the thirty-fourtii year of her age. 
In 1802 she published a second volume, and in 1812 
a third. In the interval she had produced a volume 
of miscellaneous dramas (18(H), and The Family 
Legend (1810), a tragedy founded on a Highland 
tradition, and brought out with success at the Edin¬ 
burgh theatre. In 1836 this authoress published 
three more volumes of plays, her career as a dramatic 
writer thus extending over the long period of thirty- 
eight years. Only one of her dramas has ever been 
performed on the stage : De Montfort was brought 
out by Kemble shortly after its appearance, and was 
acted eleven nights. It was again introduced in 1821, 
to exhibit the talents of Kean in the character of 
De Montfort ; but this actor remarked that, though 
a fine poem, it would never be an acting play. The 
author who mentions this circumstance, remarks:— 
* If Joanna Baillie had known the stage practically, 
•be would never have attached the Importance which 
she does be the development of single passions ip 


single tragedies ; and she would have invented more 
stirring incidents to justify the passion of her cha¬ 
racters, and to give them that air of fatality which, 
though peculiarly predominant in the Greek drama, 
will also be found, to a certain extent, in all success¬ 
ful tragedies. Instead of this, she contrives to make 
all the passions of her main characters proceed from 
the wilful natures of the beings themselves. Their 
feelings are not precipitated by circumstances, like 
a stream down a declivity, that leaps from rock to 
rock; but, for want of incident, they seem often like 
water on a level, without a propelling impulse.** 
The design of Mi*s Baillie in restricting her dramas 
each to the elucidation of one passion, appears cer¬ 
tainly to have been an unnecessary and unwise re¬ 
straint, as tending to circumscribe the business of 
the piece, and exclude the interest arising from 
varied emotions and conflicting passions. It cannot 
be said to have been successful in her own case, and 
it has never been copied by any other author. Sir 
Walter Scott has eulogised ‘Basil’s love and Mont- 
fort’s hate’ as something like a revival of the in¬ 
spired strain ol Shakspearc. The tragedies of Count 
Basil and Do Montfort are among the best of Miss 
Jkillie’s plays; but they are more like the works of 
Shirley, or the serious parts of Massinger, than the 
glorious dramas of Shakspeare, so full of life, of in¬ 
cident, and imagery. Miss Baillie’s style is smooth 
and regular, and her plots are both original and 
carefully constructed; but she has no poetical luxu¬ 
riance, and few commanding situations. Her tragic j 
scene* are too much connected with the crime of 
murder, one of the easiest resources of a tragedian; 
and partly from the delicacy of her sex, as well as 
from the restrictions imposed by her theory of com¬ 
position, she is deficient in that variety and fulness 
of passion, the ‘form and pressure* of real life, which 
are so esse ntial on the stage. The design and plot 
of her drama* are obvious almost from the first act 
—a circumstance that would lie fatal to their soc- 
1 cess in representation. The unity and intellectual 
| completeness of Miss Baiilie’s plays are their most 
| striking characteristics. Her simple masculine stvle, 

| so unlike the florid or insipid sentimentalism tfien 
prevalent, was a bold innovation at the tinje of her 
two first volumes ; but the public had fortunately 
taste enough to appreciate its excellence. Miss 
Baillie was undoubtedly a great improver of our 
poetical diction. 

from 7> Montfort .] 

[IV Montfort explains to his sister Jane his hatred of Ream- 
vrlt, which at l**t hurries him into the crime of murder. The 
j gradual deepening of this malignant passion, and its frightful 
j eat ait rophe, are powerfully depicted. We may remark, that the 
I character of IV Montfort, his altered habits and appearanoa 
I after hi* travels, hi* settled gloom, and the violence of his paa- 
i siens, wm to have been the prototype of Byron's Manfred and 
Lara.] 

Ik Mon. No mom, my sister, urge me not again; 

My secret troubles cannot be revealed. 

From all participation of its thoughts 
My heart recoils: I pray thee be contented. 

Jane. What! must 1, like a distant humble friend. 
Observe thy restlees eye and gait disturbed 
In timid silence, whilst with yearning heart 
I turn aside to weep I 0 no, De Montfort! 

A nobler task thy nobler mind will give; 

Thy true intrusted friend I still shall he. 

Ik Mon. Ah, Jane, forbear! I cannot e’en to thee. 

Jane. Then fie upon it ! fie upon it, Montfort ! 

There was a time when e’en with murder stained. 

Had it been possible that such dire deed 

• Campbell** Ltfip of M» StddflSM. 
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Could e’er here been the crime of one so piteous, 

Thou wouldst have told it me. 

Dt Mon* So would I now—but ask of this no more. 
Ail other troubles but the one 1 feel 
I have disclosed to thee. I pray thee, spore me. 

It is the secret weakness of my nature. 

Jane. Then secret let it be: 1 urge no further. # 
f The eldest of our valiant father’s hopes, 
i So sadly orphaned: side by side we stood, 

I Like two young trees, whose boughs in early strength 
Screen the weak saplings of the rising grove, 

| And brave the storm together. 

I have so lonfe, as if by nature’s right,, 

Thy bosom’s inmate and adviser been, 

I thought through life I should have so remained. 

Nor ever known a change. Forgive me, Montfort; 

A humbler station will I take by thee; 

The close attendant of thy wandering steps, 

The cheerer of this home, with strangers sought, 
i The soother of those griefs I must not know. 

This is mine office now: 1 ask no more. 

| De Mon. Oh, Jane, thou dost constrain me with thy 
love— 

Would I could tell it thee ! 

Jane . Thou shalt not tell me. Nay, I’ll stop^ 
mine ears, 

Nor from the yearnings of affection wring 

What shrinks from utterance. Let it pass, my brother. 

I’ll stay by thee ; I’ll cheer thee, comfort thee ; 

Pursue with thee the study of some art, 

Or nobler science, that compels the mind 
To steady thought progressive, driving forth 
All floating, wild, unhappy fantasies. 

Till thou, with brow unclouded, smilest again ; 

Like one who, from dark visions of the night, 

When the active soul within its lifeless cell 
Holds its own world, with dreadful fancy pressed 
Of some dire, terrible, or murderous deed. 

Wakes to the dawning mom, and blesses heaven. j 
Ik Mon. It will not pass away; ’twill haunt me j 
still. 

Jane. Ah! say not so, for I will haunt thee too, 

And be to it so close an adversary'. 

That, though I wrestle darkling with the fiend, 

I shall o’ercome it. 

Ik Mon. Thou most generous woman ! 

Why do I treat thee thus? It should not be— 

And yet I cannot—0 that cursed villain! 

He will not let me be the man I would. 


Feel like the oppressive airless pestilence. 

0 Jane ! thou wilt despise me. t 

Jane. Say not so : 

I never can despise thee, gentle brother. 

A lover’s jealousy and hopeless pangs 
No kindly heart contemns. 

Ik Mon. A lover’s, say’st thou ? 

No, it is hate ! black, lasting, deadly hate ! 

Which thus hath driven me forth from kindred peace, 
From social pleasure, from my native home. 

To be a sullen wanderer on the earth. 

Avoiding all men, cursing and accursed. 

Jane. I>e Montfort, this is fiend-like, terrible! 
What being, by the Almighty Father formed 
Of flesh and blood, created even as thou, 

Could in thy breast such horrid tempest wake, 

) Who art thyself his fellow? 

j Unknit thy’brows, and spread those wrath-clenched 
hands. 

Some sprite accursed w ithin thy boyun mates 
I To work thy ruin. Strive with it, my brother! 

I Strive bravely with it ; drive it from thy heart; 

| Tis the degrador of a noble Ijgart. 

Curst' it, and bid it part. 

Ik Mon. It will not part. I’ve lodged it here toe 
long. . , 

With my first care** I felt its rank ling touch. 

1 loathed him when a boy. 

Jane. Whom didst thou say? 

Ik Man. Detested Hezenvelt ! 

E’en in our early sports, like two young whelps 
Of hostile breed, instinctively averse, 

Each ’gainst the other pitched his ready pledge. 

And frowned defiance. As we on wan! passed 
From youth to man's estate, his narrow art 
And envious gibing malice, poorly veiled 
In the affected carelessness of mirth. 

Still more detestable and odious grew. 

Then* is no living being on this earth 
Who can conceive the malice of his soul, 

With all his guv and dumped merriment. 

To those by fortune or by merit placed 
Above his paltry self. When, low in fortune. 

He looked uj*>n the state of j»nm|M»rou* men. 

As nightly birds, roused from their murky bole*, 

I)o scowl and chatter at the light of day, 

I could endure it ; even as we War 

The impotent lute of some half-trodden worm, 

I could endure it. lltit when honour* came, 


Jane. What sayst thou, Montfort! Oh! wh&t words And wealth and new-got titles fed his pride; 


are these! 

They have awaked my soul to dreadful thoughts. 
I do beseech thee, speak! 

Jly the affection thou didst ever bear me ; 

By the dear memory of our infant days; 

By kindred living ties—ay, and by those 
Who sleep in the tomb, and cannot call to thee, 

I do conjure thee, apeak ! 

Ha! wilt thou not ? 

Then, if . , moat unwearied love. 

Tried ear! , -ng, and never wanting found. 

O’er generous man hath more authority. 

More rightful power than crown or sceptre give, 

I do command thee ! 

De Montfort, do not thus resist my love. 

Here I intreat thee on rny bended knees. 

Alas! my brother! 

De Mon. [Raisinrj her, and kneeling.] 

Thus let him kneel who should the abased be, 
And at thine honoured feet confession make. 

I’ll tell thee all—but, oh! thou wilt despise me. 
For in my breast * raging passion burnt, 

To which thy aoul no sympathy will own— 

A passion which hath made my nightly couch 
A place of torment, and the light of day, 

With the gay intercourse of social roan, 


Whilst flattering knaves did trumpet forth his praise, 
And groveling idiots grinned applauses on him ; 

(Hi! then I could no longer suffer it! 

It drove me frantic. What, what would I give— 
What would I give to crush the bloated toad, 

So rankly do I loathe him! 

June. And woufd thy hatred crush the very man 
Who gave to thee that life he might have taken! 

That life which thou so rashly didst expose 
To aim at his ? Oh, this is horrible ! 

Ik Mon. Ha! thou hast heard it, then ! From all 
the world. 

But roost of all from thee, I thought it hid. 

Jam. I heard a secret whisper, and resolved 
j Upon the instant to return to thee. 

’ Didst thou receive rny letter? 

Ik Mon. 1 did! I did ! Twa* that which drove me 
hither. 

I could not bear to meet thine eye again, 

Jane. Alas! that, tempted by a sister’s tears, 

I ever left thy bouse! These few past months. 

These absent months, have brought us all this wo. 

Had I remained with thee, it had not been. 

And yet, me thinks, it should not more you thus. 

Vou dared him to the field ; both heavily fooghtt 
He, more adroit, disarmed you; courteously 
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Returned the forfeit sword, which, so returned, 

You did ftofuBC to us© against him more; 

And then, a* nays report, you parted friends. 

Ik Mon. When he disarmed this cursed, this worth¬ 
less hand 

Of its most worthless weapon, he but spared 
From devilish nride, which now derives a bliss 
In seeing me thus fettered, shamed, subjected 
With the rile favour of his poor forbearance ; 

Whilst he securely sits with gibing brow, 

And basely baits me like a muzzled cur, 

Who cannot turn again. 

Until that day, till that accursed day, 

I knew not half the torment of this hell 
Which bums within my breast. Heaven’s lightnings 
blast him! 

Jane. Oh, this is horrible! Forbear, forbear! 

Lest Heareu’^vengeance light upon thy head 
For this most impious wish. 

Ik Mon, Then let it light. 

Torments morojejt than I have known already 
It cannot send. To be annihilated, 

What all men shrink from ; to be dust, be nothing, 

W ere bibs to me, compared to what I am! 

Jam, Oh! wouldst thou kill me with these dread¬ 
ful words ? 9 

Ik M<m. Let me but once upon his ruin look, 

Then clone mine eyes for ever!- 

Ha ! how b this f Thou’it ill ; thouVt very pale ; 
What have I done to thee! Alas! alan! 

I meant not to distress thee—<>, my sister! 

Jam, I cannot now sj>enk to thee. 

Ik Mon. 1 have killed thee. 

Turn, turn thee not away ! Look on me still! 

Oh ! droop not thus, my life, my pride, my sinter! 
Look on me yet again. 

Jane. Thou, too, I h; Mont fort, 

In U’tter day * was wont to Ik? my pride. 

Ik Mon. I am a wretch, most wretched in myself, 
And still more wretched in the pain I give. 

(I curse that villain, that detested villain! 

He has spread misery (/c#tny fated life; 

He will undo us all. 

Jane. I’ve held my warfare through a troubled world, 
And borne with steady mind my share of ill; 

For then the helpmate of my toil wast thou. 

But now the wane of life conics darkly on. 

And hideous passion tears thee from my heart. 
Blasting thy worth. I cannot strive with this. 

Ik A/oh, ' What Wll I d<>! * 


Shall, thundering loud, strike on the distant car 
Of ’nighted travellers, who shall gladly bend 
Their doubtful footsteps towards the cheering din. 
Solemn, and grave, and cloistered, and demure 
Wc shall not be. Will this content ye, damsels ! 

Every season 

Shall have its suited pastime: even winter 
In its deep noon, when mountains piled with enow, 
And choked up valleys from our mansion bar 
All entrance, and nor guest nor traveller 
Sounds at our gate ; the empty hall forsaken, 

In some warm chamber, by the crackling fire, 

We’ll hold our little, snug, domestic coart. 

Plying our work with song and tale between. 

[Art»* of Imagination.~\ 

Didst thou ne’er sec the swallow’s veering breast, 
Winging the air beneath some murky cloud 
In the sunned glimpses of a stormy day, 

Shiver in silvery brightness ? 

Or boatmen’s ^ar, as vivid lightning flash 
In the faint gleam, that like a spirit’* path 
Tracks the still waters of some sullen lake ? 

^Or lonely tower, from its brown maos of woods, 
j (iive to the parting of a wintry sun 
i < hie hasty glance in mockery of the night 
! ('losing in darkness rouvd it? Gentle friend ! 
i ( hide not her mirth who was sad yesterday, 
i And may Ik* so to-morrow. 

J [Sjjerrh of Prince Edward in his Dungeon."] 

Doth t he bright sun from the high arch of heaven, 
In all his beauteous robes of fleckered clouds. 

And ruddy vapour*, and deep-glowing flames, 

And softly varied shades, look gloriously I 
Do the green woods dance to the wind f the lakes 
C ast up their sparkling waters to the light? 

Do the sweet hamlets in their bushy dells 
Send winding up to heaven their curling smoke 
On the soft morning air ? 

Do the flocks bleat, and the wild creatures bound 

In antic happiness ? and mazy birds 

Wing the mid air in lightly skimming bands? 

Ay, all this is—men do behold all this— • 

The poorest man. Even in this lonely vault, 

My dark and narrow world, oft do I hear 
The crowing of the cock so near my walls, 

And sadly think how small a space divides me 
From ail this fair creation. 


II 


f Female Piet tar of a Country IJ/e.] 

Even now' methink* 

Each Httle cottAge of my native vale 
Swells out its earthen sides, upheaves its roof, 

Like to a hillock moved by labouring mole. 

And with green tmil-we^s clambering up its walls, 
Hose* and every gay and fragrant plant 
Before my fancy stands, a fairy bower. 

Ay, and within it too do fairies dwell. 

Beep through its wreathed window, if indeed 
The flowers grow not too close ; and there within 
Thou’lt nee some half a dozen rosy brats, 

Eating from wooden bowls their dainty milk— 
Those are my mountain elves, Soest thou not 
Their very forms distinctly! 

I’ll g*tl> er round my board 
All that Heaven sends to me of way-worn folks, 

And noble travellers, and neighbouring friends, 
Both young and old. Within my ample hall, 

The worn out man of arm* shall o' tiptoe treaty 
Tossing his gray locks from his wrinkled brow 
With cheerml freedom, as he boast* his feats 
Of days gone by. Music we’U have; and oft 
The bickering dance upon our oaken floors 


[ Ikicription of Jane dc Montfort.] 

[The following b»f< been pronounced to be a perfect picture 
of Mr* Bidden*, the tragic active*, j 

Page. Madam, then* is a lady in your hall 
Who begs to l>e admitted to your presence. j 

Lady. Is it not one of our invited friends! i 

Page. No ; far unlike to them. It is a stranger. 
Ixidy. How looks her countenance! 

Page. So queenly, so commanding, and so noble, 

I shrunk at first in awe; but when she smiled, 
Methought 1 could have compassed sea and land i 
To do her bidding. j 

Jjody. Is she young or old ! j 

Page. Neither, if right I guess ; but she is fair, 

For Time hath laid his hand so gently on her, j 

As he, too, had been awed. . 

Lady. The foolish stripling I i 

She has bewitched thee. Is she large in stature ? 

Page. So stately and so graceful is her form, 

I thought at first her stature was gigantic; 

But on a near approach, I found, in truth. 

She scarcely does surpass the middle site. 

Lady. What Is her garb I 
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Page. I cannot well describe the fashion of it: 

She is not decked in any gallant trim, 

But seems to me clad in,her usual weeds 
Of high habitual Btate; for as she moves, 

Wide flows her robe in many a waving fold, 

As 1 hare seen unfurled banners play 
With the soft breeze. 

Lady . Thine eyes deceive thee, boy; 

It is an apparition thou hast seen. 

Frebeig. [Starting from his seat , where he has been sit¬ 
ting during the conversation between the Lady 
and the Page .] 

It is an apparition he has seen, 

Or it is Jane de Montfort. 

WILLIAM GODWIN—WILLIAM SOTHEBY. 

Mr Godwin, the novelist, attempted the tragic 
drama in the year 1800, but his powerful genius, 
which had produced a romance of deep and thrilling 
interest, became cold and frigid when confined to the 
rules of the stage. His play was named Antonio, or 
the Soldiers Return. It turned out *u miracle of 
dullness,’ as Sergeant Talfourd relates, and at last 
the actors were hooted from the stage. The author’s 
equanimity under this severe trial is amusingly re¬ 
lated by Talfourd. Mr Godwin, he says, * sat on 
one of the front benches of the pit, unmoved amidst 
the storm. AVhen the first act passed off without a 
hand, he expressed his satisfaction at the good sense 
of the house; “ the projwr season of applause lm<’ 
not arrived;” all was exactly as it should be. Tin 
second act proceeded to its close in the same unin¬ 
terrupted calm; his friends became uneasy, but stilf 
his optimism prevailed ; he could afford to wait 
j And although he did at last admit the great move- 
I raent was somewhat tardy, and that the audience 
! seemed rather patient than interested, he did not 
lose his confidence till the tumult arose, and then he 
submitted with quiet dignity to the fate of genius, 
too lofty to be understood by a world as yet in its 
childhood.* The next new play was also by a man 
of distinguished genius, and it also was unsuccessful. 
Julian and Agnes , by William Sotheby, the trans¬ 
lator of Oberon, was acted April 25, 1900. * In the 

course of its performance, MrsSiddons, as the heroine, 
had to make her exit from the scene with an infant 
in her arms. Having to retire precipitately, she in 
advertently struck the baby’s head violently against 
a door-post. Happily, the' little thing was made of 
wood, so that her doll’s accident only produced a 
general laugh, in which the actress herself joined 
heartily.* This * untoward event ’ would have marred 
the success of any new tragedy; but Mr Sotheby’s 
is deficient in arrangement and dramatic art. We 
may remark, that at this time the genius of Kemble 
and Mrs Siddons shed a lustre on the stage, and re¬ 
claimed it 1; ;i the barbarous solecisms in dress and 
decoration which even Garrick had tolerated. Neither 
Kemble nor Garrick, however, paid sufficient atten¬ 
tion to the text of Shakspeare's dramas, which, even 
down to about the year 1838, continued to be pre¬ 
sented as mutilated by Nahum Tate, Colley Cibber, 
and others. The first manager who ventured to re¬ 
store the pure text of the great dramatist, and present 
it without any of the baser alloys on the stage, was 
Mr Macready, who made great though unavailing 
efforts to encourage the taste of the public for Shak- 
speare and the legitimate drama. 

S. T. COLERIDGE, 

The tragedies of Coleridge, Scott, Bvron, Procter, 
and Milman (noticed in our account of these poets), 
must be considered as poems rather than plays, 
Coleridge's Remorse was acted with some success 


in 1813, aided by fine original music, but it has 
not since been revived. It contains, however, some 
of Coleridge's most exquisite poetry and wild super¬ 
stition, with a striking romantic plot We extract 
the scene in which Alhadra describes the supposed 
murder of her husband, Alvar, by his brother, and 
animates his followers to vengeance, 

[Scene from ‘ Remorse. 1 ] 

The Mountains by Moonlight. Alhadra alone, In a 
Moorish drees. 

Alhadra. Yon hanging woods, that, touched by 
autumn, seem 

As they were blossoming hues of fire and gold ; 

The flower-like woods, most lovely in decay. 

The many clouds, the sea, the rocks, the sands, 

Lie in the silent moonshine; and the owl 
(Strange, very strange !)—the screech-owl only wakes* 
Sole voice, sole eye of all this world of beauty 1 
Unless, perhaps, she sing her screech iqg song 
To a herd of wolves, that skulk athirst for blood. 

Why such a thing am I! Where are these men I 
1 need the sympathy of huinah faces, 

To beat away this deep contempt for all things, 

Which quenches my revenge. Oh ! would to Alla 
The raven or the sea-mew were appointed * 

To bring me food! or rather that my soul 
Could drink in life from the universal air! 

It were a lot divine in some small skill’, 

Along some ocean’s boundless solitude, 

To float for ever with a careless course, 

And think myself the only being alive! 

My children !—Isidore’s children!—Sou of Valdez, 
This hath new strung mine arm. Thou coward tyrant! 
To stupify a woman’s heart with anguish, 

Till she forgot even that she was a mother! 

[She fives her eyes on the earth. Then drop In, one after 
another, from different parts of the stAffo, a considerable nuin' 
her of Murchcoes, all in Moorish garments and Moorish Armour. 
They form a circle at a distance round Alhadra, and remain 
silent till the second in command* Naomi , enters, distinguished 
by his fire** and armour, and by the silent obeisance paid to 
him on his entrance by the other Moors.] 

Naomi. Woman, may Alla and the prophet blew 
thee! 

We have obeyed thy call. Where is our chief I 
And why didst thou enjoin these Moorish garments 1 
Alhad. [ Raising Atj* eyes, and locking round on the 
circle .] 

Warriors of Mahomet! faithful in the battle ! 

My countrymen! Come ye prepared to work 
An honourable deed 1 Ana would ye work it , 

In the slave’s garb? Curse on those Christian robes! i 
They are spell-blasted ; and whoever wears them, j 
His ann shrinks withered, his heart melts away, ‘ 
And his bones soften. j 

Naomi. Where is Isidore! j 

Alhad. [In a dot 7) lout voice.] This night I went from r 
forth my house, and left j 

His children all asleep ; and he was living l 
And I returned, and found them still asleep, 

But he had jwrished ! 

All Morescocs. Perished ? 

Alhad . He had perished!— 

Sleep on, poor babes! not one of you doth know 
That he is fatherless—a desolate orphan! 

Why should we wake them! Can an infant's arm 
Kevenge his murder! 

One Moresco to (mother . Did she say his murder I 
Naomi. Murder! Not murdered l 
Alhad. Murdered by a Christian 1 [They aU at ones 
draw (heir sabres. 

Alhad. [To Naomi, who advances from the circle.] 
Brother of Zagri, fling away thy sword; 

This Is thy cueflain’s t [He steps forward to take &] 
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Dost thou dare receive it! 

For I hate sworn by Alio and the prophet, 

No tear shall dim these eves—this woman’s heart 
Shall heave no groan—till I have seen that sword 
Wet with the life-blood of the son of Valdez ! 

[A pause.] 

Ordonio was your chieftain’s murderer! 

Naomi. He dies, by Alla! 

All. [Kneding.] By Alla! 

Alhad . This night your chieftain armed himself, 
And hurried from me. But I followed him 
At distance, till 1 saw him enter —there ! 

Naomi. The cavern t 

Alhad . Yes, the mouth of yonder cavern. 

After a while 1 saw the son of Valdez 

Rush by with flaring torch ; he likewise entered. 

There was another and a longer pause ; 

And once nnthought I heard the clash of swords! 

And soon the son of Valdez reappeared : 

He flung his tor^h towards the moon in sport, 

, And seemed a* he were mirthful; I stood listening, 
Impatient for the footsteps of my husband ! 

Naomi. Thou called^t him f 
Alhad. I crept into the cavern— 

’Twas dark and very silent. [The# wildly.] What* 
sail'd thou?• 

No, no ! I did not dare call Isidore, 

I^*t I should hear no answer. A brief w hile, 

Belike, I lost all thought ami memory 
Of that for which I came. After that pause— 

O Heaven ! I heard a groan, and followed it; 

And yet another groan, which guided me 
Into a strange recess, and there was light, 

A hideous light! his torch lay on the ground ; 

It’s flame burned dimly o’er a chasm’s brink. 

I spake ; and whilst I spake, a feeble groan 
Came from that chasm! it was his last—his death- 
groan ! 

Naomi. Comfort her, Alla. 

Alfuul. I stood in unimaginable trance, 

And agony that cannot be rememtxered, 

Listening with horrid hof>c to hear a groan! 

But I had heard his last, my husband*s death-groan ! 
Naomi. Haste! let us onward. 

Alhad, I looked far down the pit— 

My sight was bounded by a jutting fragment; 

And it was stained with blood. Then first I shrieked, 
My evehalls burned, my brain grew hot us fire! 

And all the hanging drops of ><• wet roof 
Turned into blood—I saw them turn to blood! 

And I was leaping wildly down the chasm, 

When on the farther brink I saw his sword, 

And it said vengeance! Curses on my tongue! 

The moon hath moved in heaven, and 1 am here, 

And he hath not had vengeance! Isidore, 

Spirit of Isidore, thy murderer lives! 

Away, away ! # 

Aft. Away, away ! rushes off, all following. 

The incantation scene, in the same play, is sketched 
with high poetical power, and the authors unrivalled 
musical expression:— 

Scene— A Hall of Armory, with an altar at the back of the 
stage. Soft music from an instrument of gloss or steel. 
Valpks, Oooowto, and Alva* In a Sorcerer’s robe arc dis¬ 
covered. 

Ord. This was too melancholy, father. 

( Void. Nay, 

j My Alvar loved sad music from a child, 
j Once he was lost, and after weary search 
| We found him in an open plaoe in the wood, 

| To which spot he had followed a blind boy, 

I Who breathed into a pipe of sycamore 
Some strangely moving notes; and these, he said, 
Wore taught him in a dream. Him we first saw 
Stretched on the broad top of a sunny heath-bank s 


And lower down poor Alvar, fast asleep, 

His head upon the blind boy’s dog. It pleased me 
To mark how he had fastened round the pipe 
A silver toy his grandam had late given him. 

Me thinks I see him now as he then looked— 

Even bo l He had outgrown his infant drees. 

Yet still he wore it. 

Alv. My tears must not flow! 

I must not clasp his knees, and cry, My father! 

Knter Tkhkha and Attendants. 

Ter. Lord Valdez, you have asked my presence here, 
And I submit; but (Heaven bear witness for me) 

My heart approves it not! ’tin mockery. 

Ord. Believe you, then, no preternatural influence f 
Believe you not that spirits throng around us 1 
Ter. Say rather that I have imagined it 
A possible thing: and it has soothed my soul 
As other fancies have; but ne’er seduced me 
To traffic with the black and frenzied hope 
That the dead hear the voice of witch or wizard. 

[To Alvar.'] Stranger, I mourn and blush to see you 
here 

On such employment! With far otuer thoughts 
1 left you. 

Ord. [Aside.] Ha! he has been tampering with her! 
Alv. O high-souled maiden! and more dear to me 
Than suits the stranger’s name! 

I ftwear to there 

I will uncover all concealed guilt. 

Doubt, but decide not! Stand ye from the altar. 
[line a strain of music is heard from behind the scene. 
Air. 'With ii" irreverent voice or uncouth charm 
I call up the departed! 

Soul of Alvar! 

Hear our soft suit, and heed my milder spell: 

So may the gates of Paradise, unbarred, 

Oa*e thy swift toils ! Since haply thou art one 

Of that innumerable company 

Who in broad circle, lovelier than the rainbow, 

Girdle this round earth in a dizzy motion, 

; With noise* too vast and constant to be heard: 

; Fitliest unheard! For oh, ye numberless 
; And rapid travellers! what ear unstuuned, 

What sense unmaddened, might bear up against 
The rushing of your congregated wings ? m 
Even now your living wheel turns o’er my head ! 
[Afwric expressive of the movements and images 
that follow.] 

Yc, as yc pass, toss high the desert sands, 

That roar and whiten like a burst of waters, 

A sweet appearance, but a dread illusion 
] To the parched caravan that roams by night! 
j And ye build up on the becalmed waves 
| That whirling pillar, which from earth to heaven 
j Stands vast, and moves in blackness! Ye, too, split 
The ice mount ! and with fragments many and huge 
i Tempest the new-thawed sea, whose sudden gulfs 
Suck in, perchance, some Lapland wizard’s saifF! 

Then round and round the whirlpool’s marge ye dance, 
; Till from the blue swollen corse the soul toils out, 
s And joins your mighty army, [//civ, behind the scenes, 
a rvice sings the thtre » cords, ‘ Hear , sweet spirit'] 
Soul of Alvar! 

Hear the mild spell, and tempt no blacker charm ! 

By sighs unquiet, and the sickly pang 
Of a half dead, yet still undying hope, 

Pass visible before our mortal sense! 

So shall the church’s cleansing rites be thine, 

Her knells and masses, that redeem the dead! 

[Song behind the scenes, accompanied by the seme 
instrument as before.] 

Hear, sweet spirit, hear the spell, 

Lest a blacker charm compel! 

So shall the midnight breezes swell 
With thy deep long lingering knelL 
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And at evening evermore, 

In a chapel on the shore, 

Shall the chanters, sad and saintly, 

Yellow tapers burning faintly, 

Doleful masses chant for thee, 

Miserere Domine! 

Hark! the cadence dies away 
On the yellow moonlight sea: 

The boatmen rest their oars and say, 
Miserere Domine! 

[A lm<) pause. 

Ord. The innocent obey nor charm nor spell! 

My brother is in heaven. Thou sainted spirit, 

Burst on our sight, a passing visitant! 

Once more to hear thy voice, once more to see thee, 

O Twere a joy to me! 

Ah. A joy to thee! 

What if thou heardst him now ! What if his spirit 
Re-entered its cold corse, and came upon thee 
With many a stab from many a murderer’s poniard ? 
What if (his steadfast eye still beaming pity 
And brother’s love) he turned his head aside. 

Lest he should look at thee, and with one look 
Hurl thee beyond all power of penitence 1 
Void. These are unholy fancies ! 

Ord. [Struggling with his feelings.] Yes, my father, 
He is in heaven ! 

Alv. [Siill to Oi'donio .] But what if he had a 
brother, 

Who had lived even so, that at his dying hour 
The name of heaven would have convulsed his face 
More than the death-pang 1 
Val. Idly prating man ! 

Thou hast guessed ill: Don Alvar’s only brother 
Stands here before thee—a father’s blessing on him ! 
He is most virtuous. 

Alv. [Still to Ordonio.] What if his very virtues 
Hat! pampered his swollen heart and made him proud ? 
And what if pride had duped him into guilt ? 

Yet still he stalked a self-created god. 

Not very bold, but exquisitely cunning; 

And one that at his mother’s looking-glass 
Would force his features to a frowning sternness ! 
Young lord ! I tell thee that there are such beings— 
Yea, and i^ gives fierce merriment to the damned 
To see these most proud men, that loathe mankind. 

At every stir and buz of coward conscience, 

Trick, cant, and lie ; most whining hypocrites! 

Away, away! Now let me hear more music. 

[Music a {/a in. 

Ter. ’Tis strange, I tremble at my own conjectures ! 
But whatsoe’er it mean, 1 dare no longer 
Be present at these lawless mysteries, 

This dark provoking of the hidden powers ’ 

Already 1 affront—if not high Heaven— 

Yet Alvar’s memory ! Hark ! 1 make appeal 
Against the unholy rite, and hasten hence 
To bend b<*f ■♦••• n lawful shrine, and seek 
That voic* hinpers, when the still heart listens, 

Comfort am. . ..: otul hope ! Let us retire. 


REV. CHARLES ROBERT MATURIN. 

The Rev. Charles Robert Maturin, author of 
several romances, produced a tragedy named Bertram , 
which, by the influence of Lord Byron, was brought 
out at Drury Lane in 1816. It was well received; 
and by the performance and publication erf his play, 
the author realised about £1000. Sir Walter Scott 
considered the tragedy ‘grand and powerful, the 
language most animated and poetical, and the cha¬ 
racters sketched with a masterly enthusiasm.’ The 
author was anxious to introduce Satan on the stage, 
a return to the style of the ancient mysteries by no 
means suited to modern taste. Mr Maturin was 


curate of St Peter’s, Dublin. The scanty income 
derived from his curacy being insufficient for his 
comfortable maintenance, he employed himself in 
assisting young persons during their classical studies 
at Trinity college, Dublin. The novels of Maturin 
(which will be afterwards noticed) enjoyed consider¬ 
able popularity; and had liis prudence been equal 


to his genius, his life might have been passed in com¬ 
fort and respect. He was, however, vain and extra¬ 
vagant—always in difficulties (Scott at one time 
generously sent him £50), and haunted by bailiflk 
When this eccentric author was engaged in compo¬ 
sition, he used to fasten a wafer on his forehead, 
which wus the signal that if any of hjm family en¬ 
tered the sanctum they must not speak to him! 
The success of ‘Bertram’ induced r Mr Maturin to 
attempt another tragedy, Afanut 7, which he published 
iu 1817. It is a very inferior production ; ‘the ab¬ 
surd work of a clever man,’ says Byron. The unfor¬ 
tunate author died in Dublin on the 30th of October 
1824. 

[Sccike from ‘ Bertram ,'\ 

[A package of great j metical beauty. In which Bertram U 
represented as ►purred t<» the c<*Tniiii-*i<>u of his great crime* 
by the direct Agency of a *u)<croutunil and malevolent being. 
—Sir Walt.'r .Scot/.] 

1‘rior—Heutiiam. 

Prior. The dark knight of the f«»re>t, 

| So from his armour named and sable helm, 

Whose unbarred vizor mortal neu r saw. 

He dwells alone ; no eArthlv thing lives near him, 

Save the hoarse raven croaking o’er Ids towers, 
j And the dank weeds muffling his stagnant moat. 
Bertram. I’ll ring u summon* on his barred portal 
Shall make them through their dark \alve* rock and 
ring. 

P > 'for. Thou’rt mad to take the quc*d. Within my 
memory 

One solitary man did venture there— 

Dark thoughts dwelt with him, which he sought to 
vent. 

Onto that dark compeer we saw his steps, 

In winter’s stormy twilight, seek that pna*— 

But days and years arAgonc, and In* return* not. 
Bertram. W hat fate befell him there? 

Prior. The manner of his end was never known. 
Bertram. That man shall be my mate, ('bn tend 
not with me— 

Horrors to me art* kindred and society. 

( >r man, or fiend, he bath won the soul of Bertram. i 

[Bertram U afterwn^s discovered alone. * andrrm# near the ; 
fatal tower, and describes the effect of the awful Interview \ 
which he had courted.] j 

Bertram. Was it a man or fiend f Whate’cr it was* 

It hath dealt wonderfully with me— 

All is around his dwelling suitable; 

The invisible blast to which the dark pine* groan. 

The unconscious tread to which the dark earth echoes, 
The hidden waters rushing to their fall ; 

These sounds, of which the causes are not seen, 

I love, for they are, like my fate, mysterious I 
How towered his proud form through the shrouding 
gloom, 

How spoke the eloquent silence of its motion. 

How through the barred, vizor did his accent* 

Roll their rich thunder on th«ir pausing soul I 
And though his mailed hand did shun my grasp. 

And though his closed morion hid his feature. 

Yea, all resemblance to the foot of man, 

1 felt the hollow whisper of his welcome, 
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I felt those unseen eyes wcro fixed on mine, 

If eye* indeed were there- 

Forgotten thoughts of evil, still-born mischiefs, 

Foul fertile seeds of passion and of crime, 

That withered in my heart's abortive core, 

Roused their dark battlu at his trumpet-peal: 

So sweeps the tempest o'er the slumbering desert, 
Waking its myriad hosts of burning death : 

So calls the last dread peal the wandering atoms 
Of blood, and bone, and flesh, and dust-worn fragments, 
In dire array of ghastly unity, 

To bide the eternal summons— 

I am not what 1 won since I beheld him— 

I was the slave of passion's ebbing sway— 

All is condensed, collected, callous, now— 

The groan, the burst, the fiery flash is o'er, 

Down pours the dense and darkening lava-tide, 
Arresting life, and stilling all beneath it. 

V 

Enter two of hi* hand observing him. 

First HohUr. rieent thou with what a step of pride 
he stalks f 

Thou hast the dark knight of the forest seen ; 

For never man, from lining converse come. 

Trod with such step nr flashed w ith eye like thine. 
Serond KnhUr. And hast thou of a truth seen the, 
darkeknight ? • 

Bertram. [Turnin'] on him suddenly.’) Thy hand is 
chilled with fear. Well, shivering craven, 

Sav I have seen hint—wherefore dost thou ga/.e 1 
I*ong’*t thou for tale of goblin-guarded portal * 

Of giant champion, whose “pcll-furgod mail 
Crumbled to dust at sound of magic horn - 
Banner of sheeted flame, whose foldings shrunk 
To withering weed**, that o’er the battlements 
Wave to the broken sjk-11 - or demon-blast 
Of winded clarion, whose fell summons sinks 
To lonely whisper of the shuddering breeze 
O’er the charmed towers— 

First AVd*v. Mock me not thus. Hast met him of 
a truth ! 

Bertram. Well, fool — 

First IloblxT, W hy, then, Heaven’s benison be with 
you. 

Upon this hour wo part farewell for ever. 

For mortal cause 1 bear a mortal weapon — 

But man that leagues with demons lacks not man. 

RICHARD 1* J. II. PAYNE—B. W. PROCTER— 

JAMES JIaAb. 

Another Irish poet, and man of warm imagina¬ 
tion, is Richard Lai.ok Siieii.. His plays, Findnr 
and The Apostate, were jierformed with much suc¬ 
cess, partly owing to the admirable acting of Miss 
O’Neil. The interest of Mr Shed's dramas is con¬ 
centrated tt»o exclusively on the heroine of each, 
and there is a want of action amAnimuted dialogue; 
but they abound in impressive and well-managed 
scenes. The plot of ‘ Evmlne ‘ is taken from Shir¬ 
ley’s Traitor, as art? also some of the sentiments. 
The following description of female beauty is very 
finely expressed 

But you do not look altered—would you did ! 

■Let me peruse the face where loveliness 
Stays, lixo the light after the sun is set. 

Sphered in the stillness of those heaven-blue eyes, 
Trie soul sits beautiful; the high white front, 
Smooth as the brow of Pallas, seems a temple 
Sacred to holy thinking—and those lips 
Wear the small smile of sleeping infancy. 

They are so innocent Ah, thou art still 
The some soft creature, in whose lovely form 
Virtue and beauty seemed as if they tried 
Which should exceed the other. Thou hast got 


That brightness all around thee, that appeared 
An emanation of the soul, that loved 
To adorn its habitation with itself. 

And in thy body was like light, that looks 
More beautiful in the reflecting cloud 
It lives in, in the evening. Oh, Kvadne, 

Thou art not altered—would thou wert l 

In the same year with Mr Sheil’s 4 Evadne' (1820) 
appeared Brutus, or the Fall of Tar quin, a historical 
tragedy, by John Howard Payne. There is no 
originality or genius displayed in this drama; but, 
when well acted, it is highly effective*on the stage. 

In 1821 Mr Procter’s tragedy of Mirandola 
was brought out at Co vent Garden, and had a short 
but enthusiastic run of success. The plot is paimul 
(including the death, through unjust suspicions, of 
a prince sentenced by his father), and there is a 
want of dramatic movement in the play ; but some 
of the passages are imbued with poetical feeling and 
vigorous expression. The doting affection of Miran¬ 
dola, the duke, has something of the warmth arid the 
rich diction of the old dramatists. 

Duke. My own sweet love! Oh! my dear peerless 
wife! 

By the blue sky and all its crowding stars, 

I love you better—oh ! far better than 
Woman was ever hoed. There's not an hour 
Of duy or dreaming night but 1 am with thee? 

There’s not a wind but whispers of thy name, 

And n^t a flower that sleeps beneath the moon 
But in its hues or fragrance tell* a tale 
Of thee, my love, to thy Mirandola. 

Speak, dearest Isidore, can you love 
As 1 do? Can—but no, no ; I shall grow 
Foolish if thus I talk. You must be gone; 

You must be gone, fair Isidore, else 

The business of the dukedom soon will cease. 

I speak the truth, by I>ian. Kven now 
(iheraldi Avails without (or should) to see me. 

In faith, you must go: one kins; and so, away. 
hid. Farewell, my lord. 

J)uke, We'll ride together, dearest, 

Some few hours hence. 

hid. Just a** you please ; farewell. [Exit. 

Duke. Farewell ; with what a waving air she goes 
Along the corridor. How like a fawn ; 

Yet statelier_Hark ! no sound, however soft 

(Nor gentlest echo), telleth when she treads; 

But every motion of her shaj»e doth seem 
Hallowed bv silence. Thus did Hebe grow 
Amidst the gods, a paragon ; and thus— 

Away ! I’m grown the very fool of love. 

About the same time Conscience, or the Bridal 
Nujht, by Mr James Haynes, was performed, and 
afterwords published. The hero is a ruined Vene¬ 
tian, and his bride the daughter of his deadliest 
enemy, and the niece of one to whose death he hod 
been a party. The stings of conscience, and the 
fears accompanying the bridal night, are thus de¬ 
scribed :— 

[Lorbkso and his friend Julio.) 

I had thoughts 

Of dying; but pity bids me live ! 

J\d. Yes, live, and still be happy. 

Lor. Never, Julio; 

Never again: even at mv bridal hour 
Thou sawest detection, like a witch, look on 
And smile, and mock at the solemnity, 

Conjuring the stars. Hark! was not that a noise » 
JuL No; all is still. 

Lor. Have none approached ust 
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Jtil, None. _ 

Lor . Then ’twas my fancy. Every pawing hour 
Is crowded with a thousand whisperers; 

The night has lost its silence, and the stars 
Shoot fire upon my soul. Darkness itself 
Has objects for mine eyes to gaze upon, 

And sends me terror when I pray for sleep 
In Tain upon my knees. Nor ends it here ; 

My greatest dread of aU—detection—casts 
Her shadow on my walk, and startles me 
At every turn : sometime will reason drag 
Her frightful chain of probable alarms 
I Across my mind; or, if fatigued, she droops, 

Her pangs survive the while; as you have seen 
The ocean tossing when the wind is down. 

And the huge storm is dying on the waters. 

Once, too, I had a dream- 

Jid. The shadows of our sleep should fly with sleep ; 
Nor hang their sickness on the memory. 

Lor. Methouglit the dead man, rising from his tomb, 
Frowned over me. Elmira at my side, 

Stretched her fond arms to shield me from his wrath, 
At which he frowned the more. I turned away, 
Disgusted, from the spectre, and assayed 
To clasp my wife; blit she was pale, and cold, 

And in her breast the heart was motionless, 

And on her limbs the clothing of the grave, 

With here and there a worm, hung heavily. 

Then did the spectre laugh, till from its mouth 
Blood dropped upon us while it cried—‘ Behold ! 

Such is the bridal bed that waits thy love!’ 
t I would have struck it (for my rage was up); > 

I tried the blow; but, all my senses shaken 
By the convulsion, broke the tranced spell, 

Aiid darkness told me—sleep was my tormentor. 


JAMES 8 HE RID AN KNOWLES. 

The most successful of modem tragic dramatists 
is Mr James Sheridan Knowles, whose plays 



hare recently been collected and republished in three 
volumes. His first appeared in 1820 , and is founded 


on that striking incident in Roman story, the death 
of a maiden by the hand of her father, Virginias, to 
save her from the lust and tyranny of Appins. Mr 
Knowles’s Virginias had an extraordinary run of 
success. He has since published The. Wife , a Tale qf 
Mantua, The Hunchback , Cains Gracchus , The Blind 
Beggar of Bethnal Green , William Tell , The Love 
Chair , &c. With considerable knowledge of stage 
effect, Mr Knowles unites a lively inventive imagi¬ 
nation and a poetical colouring, which, if at times 
too florid and gaudy, sets off his familiar images and 
illustrations. Ilia style is formed on that of Mas¬ 
singer and the other elder dramatists, carried often 
to a ridiculous excess. He also frequently violates 
Roman history and classical propriety, and runs into 
conceits and affected metaphors. These faults are 
counterbalanced by a happy art of constructing 
scenes and plots, romantic, yet not tooJm probable, 
by skilful delineation of character, especially in do¬ 
mestic life, and by a current of poetry which sparkles 
through his plays, ‘not with a dazsfiug lustre—not 
with n gorgeousness that engrosses our attention, 
but mildly and agreeably; seldom impelling with 
i useless glitter the progress amf development of inci¬ 
dent and character, but mingling itself with them, 
find raising them pleasantly above the prosaic level 
of common life .’ 4 

[Scene from 1 TVrginiuj.’] 

Appicb, Claudius, and Ljctors. 

jippius. Well, Claudius, are the forces 
At hand? 

Claudius . They are, and timely, too ; the people 
Are in unwonted ferment. 

App. There’s something awes me at 
The thought of looking on her lather ! 

Claud. Look 

Upon her, my Ar*pius! Fix your gaze upon 
The treasures of her beauty, nor avert it 
Till they are thine. Haste! Your tribunal! 

Haste ! [Appins astrmls the tribunal. 

[Knter NfMiTOAie#, h ruc*, Lcnc*, Citubsh. VmoiNii.it 
leading hi*daughter, Hkhyja, and Crrmcxn. A ikad *lknce 
prevails.) 

Virginias. Does no one speak t I am defendant here. 
Is silence my opponent! Fit opponent 
To plead a cause too lbul for sjxweh ! What brew 
Shameless gives front tc this most variant cause, 

That tries its prowess ’gainst the honour of 
A girl, yet lacks the wit to know, that he 
Who casts off shame, should likew ise cast off fear*— 
And on the verge o’ the combat wants the nerve \ 

To stammer forth the signal! * 

App. You had better, 

Virginius, wear another kind of carriage ; 

This is not of the fashion that will serve you. 

Vir. The fashion, Appiu *! Appius Claudius tell me 
The fashion it becomes a man to tqtcak in, ! 

Whose property in his own child—the offspring 
Of his own body, near to him a# is 
His hand, his arm—yea, nearer—rioter far, 

Knit to his heart—I say, who has his property 
In such a thing, the very self of himself. 

Disputed—and I’ll speak so, Appius Claudius ; 

I’ll speak so—Pray you tutor ine I 
App. Stand forth 

Claudius! If you lay claim to any interest 
In the question now before us, speak ; if not, 

Bring on some other cause. 

Claud. Mott noble Appius— 

Vir. And are you the man 

That claims my daughter fur his slave I—Look at stto 
And I will give her to thee. 

* Bdlntaigb Review for KM 
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Claud. She is mine, then; 

Do I not look at you 1 

Vir. Your eye doe*, truly, 

But not your soul. 1 *oe it through your eye 
Shifting and shrinking-—turning every way 
To shun me. You surprise me, that your eye, 

So long the bully of its master, knows not 
To put a proper face upon a lie, 

But gives the port of impudence to falsehood 
When it would pass it off for truth. Your soul 
Dares as soon show its face to me. Go on, 

I hod forgot; the fashion of my speech 
May not please Appius Claudius. 

Claud. I demand 
Protection of the Decemvir! 

App. You shall have it. 

Vir. Doubtless! 

App. Kee$^>ack the people, Lictors! What’s 
Your plea I You say tne girl’s your slave. Produce 
| Your proofs. # 

| Claud. My proof is here, which, if they can, 

Let them confront. The mother of the girl— 

[ Virginius, stepping forward , is withheld by 
Xumitorius. 

Numitorius. Hold, brother! Hear them out, or 
suffer me 1 

To speak. 

Fir. Man, I must speak, or else go mad! 

And if 1 do go inad, what then will hold me 
From speaking ! She was thy sister, too ! 

Well, wcdl, speak thou. I’ll try, and if I can, 

Be silent. [Retires. 

A ?um. Will she swear she is her child ! 

Vir. [i Starting fonranl.] To be sure she will—a 
most wise question that! 

Is she not his slave 1 Will his tongue lie for him— 
Or his hand steal—or the finger of his hand 
Beckon, or point, or shut, or open for him? 

To ask him if she’ll swear! Will she walk or run, 
Sing, dance, or wag her head ; do anything 
That is most easy done? She’ll as soon swear! 

What mockery it is to have one’s life 
In jeopardy bv such a bare-faced trick ! 

I* it to be endured ? I do protest 
Against her oath! 

App. No law* in Home, Virgin iu*, 

Seconds you. If she swear the girl’s her child, 

The evidence is good, unless confronted 
By better evidenqp. Look you_to that, 

Virginius. I shall take the woman’s oath. 

lin/imVi. Icilius! 

Icilius. Fear not, love; a thousand oaths 
Will answer her. 

App. You swear the girl’s your child. 

And that you sold her to Virginius’ wife. 

Who passed her for her own. Is that your oath I 

Slave. It is my oath. • 

App. Your answer now, Virginius. 

Vir. Here it is! [Brings Virginia forward. 

Is this the daughter of a slave! I know 
*Ti» not with men as shrubs and trees, that by 
The shoot you know the rank and order of 
The stem. Yet who from such a stem would look 
For such a shoot. My witnesses are these— 

The relatives and friends of N umitoria. 

Who saw her, ore Virginia’s birth, sustain 
The burden which a mother bears, nor feels 
The weight, with longing for the sight of it. 

Here are the ears that listened to her sighs 
In nature’s hour of labour, which subsides 
In the embrace of joy—the hands, that when 
The day first looked upon the infant’s face, 

And never looked so pleased, helped them up to it. 
And blessed her for a blessing. Here, the eyes 
That saw her lying at the generous 
And sympathetic fount, that at her cry 


Sent forth a stream of liquid living pearl 
To cherish her enamellea veins. The lie 
Is most unfruitful then, that takes the flower — 

The very flower our bed connubial grew — 

To prove its barrenness! Speak for me, friends ; 

Have I not spoke the truth ? 

Women and Citizens. You have, Virginias. 

App. Silence! Keep silence tfiere ! No more of 
that! 

You’re very ready for a tumult, citizens. 

[ Troops appear behind. 

Lie tors, make way to let these troops advance! 

We have had a taste of your forbearance, masters, 

And wish not for another. 

Vir. Troops in the Forum ! 

App. Virginius, have you spoken? 

Vir. If you have heard me, 

I have ; if not, I’ll speak again. 

App. You need not, 

Virginius ; I had evidence to give, 

Which, should you speak a hundred times again, 
Would mak v,ur pleading vain. 

Vir. You r hand, Vi rginia I 

Stand close to me. [Aside. 

App. My conscience will not let me 
Be silent. ’Tis notorious to you all, 

That Claudius’ father, at his death, declared me 
The guardian of his s«ri. This cheat has long 
Been known to me. I know the girl is not 
Virginius* daughter. 

Vir. Join your friends, Icilius, 

And hlivc Virginia to my care. [Aside. 

App. The justice 

I should have done my client unrequired, 

Now cited by him, how shall I refuse? 

Fir. Don’t trciubic, girl! don’t tremble. [Aside. 
App. Virginius, 

I feel for you ; but though you were niy father. 

The majesty of justice should be sacred— 

Claudius must take Virginia home with him! 

Vir. And if he must, 1 should advise him, Appius, 
To take her home in time, before his guardi&n 
Complete the violation which his eyes 
Already have begun.—Friends! fellow citizens! 

Look not on Claudius—look on your Decemvir! 

He is the master claims Virginia! 

The tongues that told him she was not my child 
Arc- these—the costly charms he cannot purchase, 
Except by making her the slave of Claudius, 

His client, his purveyor, that alters for 
His pleasures—markets for him—picks, and scents, 
And tastes, that be may banquet—serves him up 
His sensual feast, and is not now ashamed, 

In the open, common street, before your eyes— 
Frighting your daughters’ and your matrons’ cheeks 
With blushes they ne’er thought to meet—to help 
him 

To the honour of a Roman maid! my child ! # 

Who now clings to me, as you see, as if 
This second Tarquin had already coiled 
His arm* around her. Look upon her, Romans! 
Befriend her ! succour her! see her not polluted 
Before her father’s eyes!—He is but one. 

Tear her from Appius and his Lictors while 
She is unstained.—Your hands! your hands 1 your 
hands! 

Citizens. They are yours, Virginius. 

App. Keep the people back— 

Support my Lictors, soldiers! Seize the girl, 

And drive the people back. 

Icilius . Down with the slaves! 

[Tho people make a show of resistance; u P on 
ranoe of tbe soldier*, retreat, and leave Icilius, Yia- 
omius, and his daughter, Ac. in the hands of A r pi us and 
his party.] 

Deserted j—Cowards! traitors 1 Let me free 
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Bat for a moment! I relied on you; 

Had I relied upon myself alone, 

I had kept them still at bay! I kneel to you— 

Let me but loose a moment, if ’tis only 
To rush upon your swords. 

Vir. Icilius, peace! 

You see how ’tis, we are deserted, left 

Alone by our friend*, surrounded by our enemies, 

Nerveless and helpless. 

App. Separate them, I actors! 

Vir. Let them forbear awhile, I pray you, Appius: 
It is not very easy. Though her amis 
Are tender, yet f the hold is strong by which 
She grasps me, Appius—forcing them will hurt them ; 
They'll soon unclasp themselves. Wait but a little— 
You know you’re sure of her ! 

App. I have not time 
To idle with thee; give her to my Lictors. 

Vir. Appius, I pray you wait! If she is not 
My child, she hath been like a child to me 
For fifteen years. If I am not her father, 

I have been like a father to her, Appius, 

For even such a time. They that have lived 
So long a time together, in so near 
And dear society, may be allowed 
A little time for parting. Let me take 
The maid aside, I pray you, and confer 
A moment with her nurse ; perhaps she’ll give me 
Some token will unloose a tie so twined 
And knotted round my heart, that, if you break it, 
My heart breaks with it. 

App. Have your wish. Be brief ! 

Lictors, look to them. 

Virginia. Do you go from me 1 
Do you leave 1 Father! Father! 

Vir. No, my child— 

No, my Virginia—come along with me. 

Virginia. Will you not leave me? Will you take 
me with you ? 

Will you take me home again ? 0, bless you! bless 
you! 

My father! my dear father! Art thou not 
My father ? 

[ViRorxrcs, perfectly at a loss what to do, looks anxiously 
around the Forum ; at length his eye falls on a butcher’si 
stall, with upon it.] 

Vir. This way, my child—No, no; I am not going 
To leave thee, my Virginia! I’ll not leave thee. 

App. Keep back the people, soldiers! Let them not 
Approach Virginius! Keep the people back! 

[ Virginias secures the knife . 

Well, have you done? 

Vir. Short time for converse, Appius, 

But I have. 

App. I hope you are satisfied. 

Vir. I am— 

I am—that she is my daughter! 

App. Take her, Lictors! 

[Virginia shrieks, and falls half‘dead upon 
her father’s shoulder. 

Vir. Another moment, pray you. Bear willi me 
A little—-’Tis my last embrace. ’Twont try 
Your patience beyond bearing, if you’re a man! 
Lengthen it as I may, I cannot make it 
Long. My dear child ! My dear Virginia! 

[Kissing her. 

There is one only way to save thine’honour — 

Tie this. 

[Stabs her , and draws out the knife . Icilius 
breaks from the soldiers that held him , 
and catches her. 

Iso, Appius, with this innocent blood 
I do devote thee to the infernal gods! 

Make way there! 

App. Stop him! Seize him I 


Fir. If they dare j 

To tempt the desperate weapon that is maddened j 
With drinking ray daughter’s blood, why, let them: j 
thus j 

It rushes in amongst them. Way there! Way ! j 
[ Kxit through the soldiers. 

i 

[ From 1 The BT/V, a Tale of Mantua’] 

Lornnxo, an Advocate of Rome, and Mariana. ‘ 

Lorenzo. That’s right—you are collected and direct 
In your replies. I dare be sworn vour passion 
Was such a thing, as, bv its neighbourhood, 

Made piety and virtue twice as rich 

As e’er they were before. How grew' it ? Co me, 

Thou know’st thy heart—look calmly into it, 

And see how innocent a thing it is 

Which thou dost fear to show—I wait your answer. 

How grew your passion ? ^ 

Mariana. As iny stature grew, 

Which rose without my noting it, until 
They said I was a woman. I kept wutfh 
Beside what seemed his deathbed. From beneath 
An avalanche my father rescue/! him, 

The sole survivor of a company 

,Who wandered through our mountains. A long time 
His life was doubtful, signor, and J .c called * 

For help, whence help alone could come, which I, 
Morning and night, invoked along with hiiu ; 

So first our souls did mingle! 

Lorenzo. I perceive: you mingled souls until you I 
mingled hearts ? [ 

You loved at la>t. Was’t not the sequel, maid ! 

Mariana. I hned, indeed! If I but nursed a Mower 
Which to the ground the rain and wind had beaten, 
That flower of all our garden was my pride : 

What then was he to me, for whom 1 thought 

To make u shroud, when, tending on him still 1 

With hope, that, ha filed still, did still keep up ; 

I saw, at last, the ruddy dawn of health 
Begin to mantle o’er hi* pallid form, 1 

And glow—and glow till forth at last it burst i 

Into confirmed, broad, and glorious day! 

Lorenzo, You loved, and he did love! 

Mariana. To say he did, 

Were to affirm what oft his eves avouched, 

What many an action testified -and vet— 

What wanted confirmation of his tongue. 

But if he loved, it brought him not content ! 

Twas now abstraction~yiow a start muhjii 
A pacing to and fro— anon a stillness, 

Ah nought remained of life, save life itself, 

And feeling, thought, and motion, were extinct. 

Then all again was action! Disinclined 
To converse, save lie held it vritn himself; 

Which oft he did, in moody vein discoursing, 

And ever and anon invoking honour. 

As some high route.# there were pending ’twixfc 
Himself and him, wherein her aid he needed. ;> 

Lorenzo. This spoke impediment; or he was bound I 
By promise to another ; or had friends jl 

Whom it behoved him to consult, and doubted ; : i 

Or ’twixt you lay disparity too wide i 

For love itself to leap. ji 

Mariana. I saw a struggle, 1 * 

But knew not what it was. I wondered still, 

That what to me was all content, to him 
Was all disturbance ; but iuy turn did come. I i 

At length he talked of leaving u* ; at length ! J 

He fixed the parting day—but kept it not— 

0 how my heart did bound ! Then first I knew 
It had been sinking. Deeper still it sank 
When next he fixed to go; and sank it then 
To bound no more! He went. 

Loretuo. To follow him 
You earn© to Mantua! 


680 



DRAMATIST*. 


ENGLISH LITERATURE. 


THOMAS LOVELL BEDDOES. 


Mariana, What could I do ? 

Cot, garden, vineyard, rivulet, and wood, 

Lake, sky, and mountain, went along with him ! 
Could l remain behind l My father found 
My heart was not at home ; he loved his child, 

And asked me, one day, whither we should got 
I said, 1 To Mantua/ I followed him 
To Mantua! to breathe the air he breathed, 

To walk upon the ground he walked upon, 

To look upon the things he looked upon. 

To look, perchance, on him! perchance to hear him, 
To touch him! never to bo known to him, 

Till he was told I lived and died his love. 


THOMAS LOVELL DK1>!M»»:H. 

The Iiride's Tragedy , by Thomas Lovell Bki>ik>kh, 
published i* 1822, is intended for the closet rather 
than the theatre. It possesses many passages of 
pure and sparkling verse. ‘ The following/ says a 
writer in thciFdmburgh Review, * will show the way 
in which Mr IJeildoos manages a subject that poets 
have almost reduced to commonplace. We thought 
all similes for the violet had been used up; but he 
gives us a new one, and one that is very delightful/ 
IIes|H*ri»| and Fl^riUd (the young wedded lovers; 
an: in a garden ; and the husband speaks • 

Hesperus. S<x\ here’s a bower 
Of eglantine with honeysuckle* woven, 

Where not u spark of prying light creeps in, 

So closely <lo the sweet-* enfold each other. 

*Tii twilight’* home ; oune in, my gentle love, 

Ami talk to me. N»! I've a riuil here ; 

What’s this that sleep-* so sweetly on your neck ! 
Tloriftl. Jealous so soon, my Hesperus ! Look 
then, 

It is a bunch of tb>wer* I pulled f >r you : 

Here's the blue violet, like PandoraV eve, 

When first it darkened with immortal life. 

J/fSjWM. Sweet as thy lips. I'ie on those taper 
fingers, 

Have they been brushing the long grass aside, 

To drag the daisy from its hiding-place, 

Where it shuns light, the Danac of flowers, 

With gold up-hoarde<f on its virgin lap! 

Thrill*!. And here’s a treasure that I found by ! 
chance, 

A lily of the valjey ; low it lav 

Over a inosny mound, withered and weeping. 

As on a fairy’s grave. 

Hfsjtcrm. Of all the posy 
Give me the rose, though there’s a tale of blood 
Soiling its* name. In elfin annals old 
'Tin writ, bow Zephyr, envious of bis love 
(The love he hart* to Summer, who since then 
Has, weeping, visited the world),^nce found 
The baby Perfume cradled in a violet ; 

(Twos said the beauteous bantling was the child 
Of a gay bee, that in his wan tonneau 
Toyed with a pea-bud in a lady’s garland) ; 

The felon winds, confederate with him, 

Bound the sweet slumberer with golden chains, 

| Pulled from the wreathed laburnum, and together 
I Deep cast him iu the bosom of a rose, 

| Ana fed the fettered wretch with dew and air. 

And there ii an expression in the same scene (where 
| the author is speaking of sleepers’ fancies, &c.) 

j While that winged song, the restless nightingale 
i Turns her sad heart to music— 

which is perfectly beautiful. 

The reader may now take a passage from the 
soene where Hesperus murders the girl FloribeL She 


is waiting for him in the Divinity path, alone, and 
is terrified. At lost he comes j and she sighs out— 

Speak ! let me hear thy voice, 

Tell me the joyful news! 

and thus he answers— 

Ay, I am come 

In all my solemn pomp. Darkness and Fear, 

And the great Tempest in his midnight car, 

The sword of lightning girt across his thigh, 

And the whole demon brood of night, blind Fog 
And withering Blight, all these are my retainers ; 

How ? not one Kinile for all this bravery ? 

What think you of my minstrels, the hoarse winds. 
Thunder, and tuneful Discord ? Hark, they play. 

Well piped, methiuks ; somewhat too rough, perhaps. 
TloriUl. I know you practise on my silliness, 

I Fine I might well l>e scared. But leave this mirth, 

1 Or 1 must weep. 

| Hefjtfms. ’Twill serve to fill the goblets 
! For our carousal ; but we loiter here, 

The bride-r 'aids are without; well-picked, thou’It say, 

| Wan ghosts of wo-beirone, self-slaughtered damsels 
In their best winding-sheets * start not; I bid them 
[ wipe 

| Their gory bosoms; they’ll look wondrous comely; 

I Our link-boy, Will-o’-the-Wisp, is waiting too 
To light us to our grave. 

After some further speech, she asks him what he 
means, and he replies— 

What mean 11 Death and murder, 

Darkness and misery. To thy prayers and shrift, 

Karth gi ves thee back. Thy God hath sent me for thee ; 
Repent and die. 

She returns gentle answers to him; but in the end 
he kills her, and afterwards mourns thus over her 
laxly :— 

Dead art thou, Floribel; fair, painted earth, 

And no warm breath shall ever more disport 
Between those rubv lips : no ; they have quaffed 
Life to the dregs, and found death at the bottom, 

The sugar of the draught. All cold and still; 

Her very tresses stiffen in the air. 

Look, what a face ! had our first mother yom 
But half such beauty when the serpent came, 

His heart, all malice, would have turned to love; 

No hand but this, which 1 do think was once 
Cain, the arch murderer’s, could have acted it. 

And 1 must hide these sweets, not in my bosom ; 

In the foul earth. She shudders at my grasp: 

Just so she laid her head across my bosom 
When first—oh villain ! which way lies the grave! 

MISS MITFORI>—SIR EDWARD I.YTTON BCLWER— 
THOMAS NOON TALFOt’RD. 

Miss Mitford, so well known for her fine prose 
tales and sketches, has written three tragedies— 
Julian , Rienzi, and The Vespers of Palermo . They 
were all brought on the stage, but 4 Rienxi’ only met 
with decided success. An equal number of dramas 
has been produced by another novelist, Sir Edward 
Lytton Bclwer: these are entitled. The Lady of 
Lyons, La Yalliert , and Richelieu. The first of 
these pieces is the best, and it seldom fails of draw¬ 
ing tears when well represented. It is a picturesque 
and romantic play, with passages of fine poetry 
and genuine feeling. 4 La Valliere’ is founded on 
the court and times of Louis XIV., but it wants pro¬ 
minence of character and dramatic art ‘ Richelieu* 
is a drama of greater energy and power, but is also 
loosely constructed. Thomas Noon Talfodrd, ser¬ 
geant-at-law, an eloquent English barrister, has 
written two classic plays* /«*, and The Athenian 
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Captive , remarkable for a gentle beauty, refinement, 
ana pathos. He has also produced a domestii 
drama, The Massacre of Glencoe , but it is mud 
inferior to his other productions. * Ion’ was acto 
with great success, and published in 1835. It seemi 
an embodiment of the simplicity and grandeur o 
the Greek drama, and its plot is founded on the ok 
Grecian notion of destiny, apart from all moral 
agencies. The oracle of Delphi had announced tha 
the vengeance which the misrule of the race o 
Argos had brought on the people, in the form of f 
pestilence, could only be disarmed by the extirpatioi; 
of the guilty rate, and Ion, the hero of the play, al 
length offers himself a sacrifice. The character ol 
Ion—the discovery of his birth, ns son of the king— 
his love and patriotism, are drawn with great powei 
and effect The style of Mr Talfourd is chaste an< 
clear, yet fhU of imagery. Take, for example, th 
delineation of the character of Ion:— 

Ion, our sometime darling, whom we prized 
As a stray gift, by bounteous Heaven dismissed 
j From some bright sphere which sorrow may not cloud 
j To make the happy happier I Is he sent 
To grapple with the miseries of this time, 

Whose nature such ethereal aspect wears 
As it would perish at the touch of wrong! 

By no internal contest is he trained 
For such hard duty ; no emotions rude 
Hath his clear spirit vanquished—Love, the germ 
Of his mild nature, hath spread graces forth, 
Expanding with its progress, as the store 
Of rainbow colour which the seed conceals 
; Sheds out its tints from its dim treasury, 
i To flush and circle in the flower. No tear 
! Hath filled his eye save that of thoughtful joy 
! When, in the evening stillness, lovely things 
! Pressed on his soul too busily ; his voice, 

If, in the earnestness of childish sports, 

Raised to the tone of anger, checked its force, 

As if it feared to break its being’s law, 

And faltered into music; when the forms 
Of guilty passion have been made to live 
In pictured speech, and others have waxed loud 
In righteous indignation, he hath heard 
With sceptic «mile, or from sonic slender rein 
Of goodness, which surrounding gloom concealed, 
Struck sunlight o’er it: so his life hath flowed 
From its mysterious urn a sacred stream, 

In whose calm depth the beautiful and pure 
Alone are mirrored ; which, though shapes of ill 
May hover round its surface, glides in light, 

And takes no shadow from them. 

[Extracts from ( Jon. 1 ] 

[Ion being declared the rightful heir of the throne, is waited 
upon by Clcmanthe, daughter of the high priest of the temple, 
wherein Ion 1>;> ’ ' n reared In obscurity.] 

Ion. Win; i.>t thou with me, lady ? 

ClemanUu . k it so ? 

Nothing, my lord, save to implore thy pardon, 

That the departing gleams of a bright dream, 

From which 1 scarce had wakened, made me bold 
To crave a word with thee ; but all are fled— 

Ion. *Twas indeed a goodly dream; 

But thou art right to think it was no more ; 

And study to forget it. 

Clem. To forget it! 

Indeed, my lord, I will not wish to lose 
What, being past, is all my future hath, 

All I shall live for ; do not grudge me thia, 

The brief space I shall need it. 

Ion. Speak not, fair one, 

In tone so mournful, for it makes me feel 
Too sensibly the hapless wretch I am, 


That troubled the deep quiet of thy soul 
In that pure fountain which reflected heaven, 

For n brief taste of rapture, 

Clem. Dost thou yet 

Esteem it rapture, then 1 My foolish heart. 

Be still ! Yet wherefore should a crown divide us 
O, my dear Ion ! let me call thee so 
This once at least—it could not in my thoughts 
Increase the distance that there was between ua 
When, rich in spirit, thou to strangers* eyes 
Seemed a poor foundling. 

Jan. It must separate us ! 

Think it no harmless bauble ; but a curse 
Will freeze the current in the veins of youth, 

And from familiar touch of genial hand, 

From household pleasures, from sweet daily tasks, 
From airv thought, free wanderer of the heavens, 
For evcrWnish me ! 

Clem. Thou dost accuse 

Thy state too harshly ; it may give some room, 
Some little room, amidst its radiant chljps, 

For love and joy to breathe in. 

Ion. Not for me ; 

Mv pomp must be most lonesome, far removed 
From that sweet fellowship of humankind 
The slave rejoices in : my solemn robes 
Shall wrap me as a panoply of ice, 4 1 

And the attendant': who may throng around inc 
Shall want the flatteries which may bawdy warm 
The sceptral thing they circle. Dark and cold 
Stretches the path which, w hen I wear the crown, 

I needs must enter : the great gods forbid 
That thou shouldst follow in it ! 

CUm. <> unkind ! 

And shall we never see each other ? 

Ion. [\t/V< r a jvmsr, j Yes! 

I have asked that dreadful question of the hills 
That look eternal ; of the bowing streams 
Unit lucid flow for ever ; of the stars. 

Amid win <e fields of u/ure my raised spirit 
Hath trod in glory : all were dumb; but now, 
While I thus gaze upon thy living fa<*e, 

I feel the love that kindles through its beauty 
Can never wholly perish : we sJuiU meet 
Again, Ciemanthe ! 

Clem. Bless thee for that naffie ; 

Tav, call me so again ; thv words sound strangely. 
Yet they breathe kindness, and 1*11 drink them in. 
Though they destroy me. Shall we meet indeed 1 
Think not I would intrude upon thy cure*, 

Thy councils, or thy pomps ; to sit at distance. 

In weave, with tin* nice labour which preserve* 

The rebel pulses even, from gay thread* 
aint records of thy deeds, and sometime* catch 
The falling music of a gracious word, 

>r the stray sunshine of u smile, will be 
• omfort enough : d^ m»t deny me this ; 

)r if stent fate romjnd thee to deny, 

Kill me at once ! 

Ion. No ; thou must live, my fair one : 

There are a thousand joyous thing* in life, 

Which pass unheeded in a life of joy 
As thine hath been, till breezy Borrow comes 
~o rutile it ; and daily duties iraid 
Iardly at first, at length will bring repose 
’o the Had mind that studies to perform them* 

Thou dost not mark me. 

Clem. O, I do! I do! 

Ion. Tf for thy brother** and thy father** sake 
hou art content to live, th© healer Time 
►Vill reconcile thee to the lovely thing* 

>f this delightful World-End if another, 

V happier—no, I cannot bid thee love 
Another l —1 did think I could have aaid it, 

But *tis in vain. 

Clem. Thou art my own, then, still I 
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Jon. I am thine own 1 thus let me clasp thee; nearer; 
O joy too thrilling and too short! 

Enter Aoknoh. 

Agenor. My lord, 

The sacrificial rites await thy presence. 

/on. I come. One more embrace—the last, the last 
In this world! Now, farewell! [Exit. 

Clem . The last embrace! 

Then he has cast mo off! no—’tin not so ; 

Borne mournful secret of his fate divides u« ; 

1*11 struggle to bear that, and snatch a comfort 
From seeing him uplifted. I will look 
Upon him in his throne ; Minerva’s shrine 
Will shelter me from vulgar gaze ; I’ll hasten 
And feast my sad eyes with his greatness there. [ Exit. 

[Jon to iiivtalkxi In his royal dignity, attended by tho high 
priest, the senators, Ac. The people receive liim with shouts.] 

Jon. I thank you for your greetings—shout no more, 
But in deep silence raise your hearts to heaven, 

That it may stpfiigthcn one so young/md frail 
As I am for the business of this hour. 

Must I sit here ! 

Medon. My son ! my*non ! 

What ails thee ? When thou shouldst reflect the joy 
Of Argos, the strange paleness of the giuvc 1 

Marbles tfly face. * 

Inn, Am I indeed »o pale 1 
It is a solemn other 1 assume, 

Which well may make me falter; yet sustained 
By thee, and by the gods 1 serve, I take it. 

[ SiU on the throne. 

Btand forth, Agem>r. 

A gator. I await thy will. 

Jon. To the** I look as to the wisest friend 
Of this afflicted people ; thou must lraw 
Awhile the quiet which thy life has earned 
To rule our councils ; fill the seat** of justice 
With good men, not so absolute in goodness 
As to forget what human frailty i*; 

Ami order my sad country. 

Age nor. 1 ’ardon nu— 

Jon. Nay, I will promise ’ti* my last request; 

(Jrant me thy help till this distmeted state 
Rise tranquil from her griefs—’twill not be long, 

If the groat god# smile on us now. Remember, 
Meanwhile, thou hast all power my word can give, 
Whether I live or die. 

Ayenor. Diet Ere that hour, 

May even the olcf man’# epita Jb lx mo#*-grown ! 

Jon, Death it not jealous of the mild decay 
That gently win# thee hi# ; exulting youth 
Provokes the ghastly monarch’# sudden stride, 

And make# his horrid fingers quick to cla>p 
Hi# prey benumbed at noontide. Let me see 
The captain of the guard. 

Crytka. I kneel to crave 
Humbly the favour which thy sire ocstowed 
On one who loved him well. 

Jon. 1 cannot mark thee. 

That wakest the memory of my father’s weakness, 

But I will not forget that thou hast shared 
The light enjoyment# of a noble spirit, 

And learned the need of luxuty. 1 grant 
For thee and thy brave comrades ample share 
Of such rich treasure a# my stores contain. 

To grace thy passage to some distant land, 

Where, if an honest cause engage thy sword, 

May glorious issues wait it. lu our realm 
We snail not need it longer. 

Crgthm. Dost intend 

To banish the firm troops before whose valour 
Barbarian millions shrink appalled, and leavo 
Our city naked to the first assault 
Of reckless foes 1 
/on. No, Cry the*; in ourselves, 


In our oyvn honest hearts and chainless hands 
Will be our safeguard ; while we do not use 
Our power towards others, so that we should blush 
To teach our children ; while the simple love 
( >f juHtice and their country shall be bom 
With dawning reason ; while their sinews grow 
Hard ’midst the gladness of heroic sports, 

We #hall not need, to guard our walls in peace, 

One selfish passion, or one venal sword. 

1 would not grieve thee ; but thy valiant troop— 

For T esteem them valiant—must no more 
With luxury which suits a desperate camp 
Infect us. .See that they crqbark, Agepor, 

Ere night. 

Crytha t. My Lord — 

Jon. No more—my word hath passed. 

Medon, then* i* no office I can add 

To those thou ha#t grown old in ; thou wilt guard 

'fhe shrine of Phoebus, and within thy home— 

Thy too delightful home—befriend the stranger 
Ah thou didst me ; there sometime* waste a thought 
On thy spoiled inmate*. • 

Medon. Think of thee, my lord! 

Long shall we triumph in thy glorious reign. 

Ion. Prithee no more. Argives ! I have a boon 
i To crave of you. Whene’er I shall rejoin 
In death the father from whose heart in life 
■ Stern fate divided me, think gently of him ! 

Think that beneath Lis panoply of pride 
Were fair affections crushed by bitter wrongs 
Which fretted him to madness; what he did, 

Alas ! vc know ; could you know what he suffered, 

! Ye would not curse his name. Yet never more 
Let the great interests of the state depend 
Upon the thousand chances that may sway 
A piece of human frailty ; swear to mo 
j That ye will seek hereafter in yourselves 
; The mean* of sovereignty : our country ’# space, 

| S> happy in its smallness, so compact, 

1 Need* not the magic of a single name 
1 Which wider region# may require to draw 
j fheir interest into one; but, circled thus. 

Like a blest family, by simple law# 

May tenderly lx* governed—all degrees, 
i Not placed in dexterous balance, not combined 
: By boioL parchment, or by iron cl&sjw^ 

! But blended into one—a single form 
Of nymph-like loveliness, which finest chords 
Of sympathy pervading, shall endow 
With vital beauty ; tint with roseate bloom 
j In time* of happy peace, and bid to flash 
j With one brave impulse, if ambitious bands 
I Of foreign power should threaten. Swear to me 
j That ye will do this ! 
j Mtdon. Wherefore ask this now ? 

| Thou shalt live long ; the paleness of thy face, 

| Which late seemed death-like, is grown radiant now, 
And thine eyes kindle with the prophecy 
|rf>f glorious years. 

Ion. The gods approve me then ! 

Yet 1 w ill use the function of a king, 

And claim obedience. Swear, that if I die, 

And leave no issue, ye will seek the power 
To govern in the free-bom iwople’s choice, 

And in the prudence of the wise. 

Medon and ether*. We swear it l 
Ion. Hear and record the oath, immortal powers l 
Now give me leave a moment to approach 
That altar unattended. [He goes to the altar. 

Gracious gods! 

In whose mild service my glad youth was spent, 

Look on me now ; and if there is a power, 

As at this solemn time I feel there is, 

Beyond ye, that hath breathed through all your shapes 
The spirit of the beautiful that lives 
In earth and heaven ; to ye I offer up 
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This conscious being, full of life and love, 

For my dear country’s welfare. Let this blow 
End all her sorrows ! [Stabs himself. 

Clkmanthk rushes forward. 

Clem. Hold! 

Let me support him — stand away— indeed 
I have best right, although ye know it not, 

To cleave to him in death. 

Ion. This is a joy 

I did not hope for—this is sweet indeed. 

Bend thine eyes on me! 

Clem. And for this it was 
Thou wouldst tfave weaned me from thee ! 

Couldst thou think 
I would be so divorced ? 

Ion. Thou art right, Clemanthe— 

It was a shallow and an idle thought; 

J Tis past; no show of coldness frets us now; 

No vain disguise, my girl. Yet thou wilt think 
On that which, when I feigned, I truly spoke-— 

Wilt thou nofcyrfweet one ? 

Clem. I will treasure nil. 

Enter Irus. 

Inis. I bring you glorious tidings — 

Ha ! no joy / 

Can enter here. / 

Jon. Yes—is it as I hope 1 / 

Jrus. The pestilence abates. I 

Ion. [Springs to his fat.] I>o ye /not hear ? 

Why shout ye not * ye are strong f-think not of mr ; 
Hearken ! the curse my ancestry ,had spread 
O’er Argos is dispelled! My ow&i Clemanthe ! 

Let this console thee—Argos lines again— 

The offering is accepted—all i^ well ! [Dies. 

HENRY TAYLOR—.T. BROWNING —-LEIGH HI NT— 
WILLIAM NMJTII. 

Two dramatic poems have been produced by 
Henry Taylor, Esq., which, though not popular, 
evince high genius and careful preparation. 'The 
first, Philip van Arterelde , was published in 1884, 
and the scene is laid in Flanders, at the close of the 
fourteenth «P*otury. The second, Kdirin the Pair 
(1843), relates to early English history. Though 
somewhat too measured and reflective for the stage, 
the plays of Mr Taylor contain excellent scenes 
and dialogues. 4 The blended dignity of thought, 
and a sedate moral habit, invests Mr Taylor’s poetry 
with a stateliness in which the drama is generally 
deficient, and makes his writings illustrate, in some 
degree, a new' form of the art—such a form, indeed, 
as we might expect the written drama naturally to 
assume if it were to revive in the nineteenth een- 


Baillic’s plays. The following Christian sentiment 
is finely expressed :— 

Joy is a weak and giddy thing that laughs 
Itself to weariness or sleep, and wakes 
To the same barren laughter ; ’tis a child 
Perjvetually, and all its post and future 
Lie in the compass of an infant's day. 

Crushed from our sorrow all that’s great in man 
Hus ever sprung. In the bold pagan world 
Men deified the beautiful, the ghul, 

The strong, the boastful, and it came to nought; 

We have raised Pain and Sorrow into heaven, 

Apd in our temples, on our altars, Grief 
Stands symbol of our faith, and it shall last 
As long as man is mortal and unhappy. 

The gay at heart may wander to the skies, 

And harps may there he found them, and the branch 
Of palm be put into their hands; on earth 
We know them not; no vutarist of our laith, 

Till he has drop]K*d his tears into the stream, 

Tastes of its sweetness. ' . 

We shall now turn to the comic no tine of the 
drama, which, in the earlier years of this period, 
produced some works of genuine humour ana into* 
jest. 

<;i:oK<;r coi.maj*. 

The most able and successful comic dramatist of 
his day was George Goi.man, the younger,* who 
w as born on the ‘21st of October 1762. The son of 



turv, and maintain itself as a branch of literature 
apart from tin stage.** St/afford, a tragedy by J. 
Browning, was brought out in 1837, and acted with 
success. It is the w'ork of a young poet, but is well 
conceived and arranged for effect, while its relation 
to a deeply interesting and stirring period of British 
history gives it a peculiar attraction to an English 
audience. Mr Leigh Hunt, in 1840, came before 
the public as a dramatic writer. His work was a 
mixture of romance and comedy, entitled, A Legend 
of Florence: it was acted at Covent Garden theatre 
with some success, but is too sketchy in its mate¬ 
rials, and too extravagant in plot, to be a popular 
acting play. Athelwold, a tragedy by William 
Smith (1842), is a drama also for the closet; it 
wants variety and scenic effect for the stage, and 
in style and sentiment is not unlike one of Miss 

* Quarterly Review. 


Vrorve ( olman. 

fthe author of the Jealous Wife and Clandestine 
Marriage, Column had a hereditary attachment to 
the drama. He w as educated at Westminster school, 
and afterwards entered of Christ's Church college, 
Oxford ; but his idleness and dissipation at the uni¬ 
versity led his father to withdraw him from Oxford, 
and banish him to Aberdeen. Here he was distin¬ 
guished for his eccentric dress and folly, but he aU<b 
applied himself to hi* classical and other studies. 

* Culman added 4 the younger* to his name after the con¬ 
demnation of his play, Thr iron Chest. * Lc«t iny father's 
memory/ fid nays, * may be injured by miatokes, and In the 
confusion of After -time the translator of Terence, and the 
author of the Jealous Wife, should be supposed guilty of The 
Iron Chest, I shall, were I to reach the patriarchal longevity 
of Methuselah, continue (in all my dramatic publications) to 
subscribe myself George CUman, (he younger.' 
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At Aberdeen he published a poem on Charles James 
Fox, entitled The Man of the People , and wrote a 
musical farce, The Female Dramatist , which his father 
brought out at the Haymarket theatre, but it was 
condemned. A second dramatic attempt, entitled 
Turn to One , brought out in 1784, enjoyed consider¬ 
able success. This seems to have fixed his literary 
taste and inclinations; for though his father intended 
him for the bar, and entered him of Lincoln’s Inn, 
the drama engrossed his attention. In 1784 he 
contracted a thoughtless marriage with a Miss 
Catherine Morris, with whom he eloped to Gretna 
Green, and next year brought out a second musical 
comedy, 'Turk and no Turk. Ilis father becoming 
incapacitated from attacks of paralysis, the younger 
Column undertook the management of the theatre 
in Haymarket, and was thus fairly united to the 
stage and Ac drama. Various pieces proceeded 
from his pen : hJdc and Yarico , a musical opera, 
brought out with success in 1787 ; Way* and Means, 
a comedy, 17*8; The Da:tie of Jfefham, 1789; Tlu 
Surrender of (’/this, 1791 ; 'The Mountain-. /.<, 1793; 
The Iron (do st (founded on Godwin’s novel of Caleb 
Williams), 1790; The Heir at Lau\ 1 797 ; Jlltte Heard 
(a mere piece of scenic display and music), 1798 # 
The Her gtr, or t/m ll'm;* of Windsoi, an excellent 
farce, 1798; The l*oor (Lntleman, a comedy, 1802; 
JUnur. Laughs at h>cksmiths, a farce, 1 * 0 : 1 ; (tag I V- 
reivcm , a farce, l S <»1 ; John Hull , a eniuedy, 1805; 
Who Ho/i/.v <i (1 untea f 1805; HV I'lxj bg Might, a 
farce, Dof, ; 'flu Africans, a play, bus ; ,\. V. Z., 
a farce, 18 10 ; The Low of data, a musical drama, 
1822, Ac, So modern dramatist has added so many 
stw’k-piece# t<» the theatre as (’ultimo, or imparted 
so much genuine mirth and humour to all playgoers. 
Ilis society was also much courted ; he was a favou¬ 
rite with George IV., a:ul, iti conjunction with 
Sheridan, was wont to set the royal table in a roar. 
His gaiety, however, was not always allied to pru¬ 
dence, ami theatrical property is a very precarious 
jM>sse«sion. A* a manager, (’olman got entangle! ( 
in lawsuits, and was forced to reside in the King's 
Bench. The king stept forward to relieve him, by | 
appointing him to the situation of licenser and exa- j 
miner of plays, an office worth from £300 to £400 | 
a-year. In this situation ('olman incurred the j 
enmity of several dramatic authors by the rigour j 
with which he scrutinised their productions. His j 
own plays are *far from hcjpig strictly correct or 
moral, but not an oath or double entendre was suffered 
to escape his cxpurgatorial pen as licenser, and he 
was iwculiarlv keen-scented in detecting all political 
allusions. lie sides his numerous plays, ('olman 

wrote some poetical travesties and pieces of levity, 
published under the title of Mg Mightgoun and 
$lt[>j>er* (1797), which were afterwards republished 
(1802) with additions, and imimfl Fraud Grins; also 
Poetu'al Vagarits, l ’agarif* Vindicated, and Keren- 
trie dies for Edinburgh. In these, delicacy and de¬ 
corum an: often sacrificed to broad mirth and 
humour. The last work of the lively author was 
memoirs of his own early life and times, entitled 
Fandom Record*, and published in 1830. lie died 
in London on the ‘26th October 1836. The comedies 
of Colman abound in witty and ludicrous delinea¬ 
tions of character, interspersed with bursts of ten¬ 
derness and feeling, somewhat in the style of Sterne, 
whom, indeed, he has closely copied in bis * Poor 
Gentleman.’ Sir Walter Scott has praised lus 4 John 
Bull’ as by far the best effort of our late comic drama. 

* The scenes of broad humour are executed in the 
best possible taste; and the w himsical, yet native 
characters, reflect the manners of real life. The 
sentimental parts, although one of them includes a 
finely wrought-up scene of paternal distress, par¬ 


take of the falsetto of German pathos. But the 
piece is both humorous and affecting ; and we readily 
excuse its obvious imperfections in consideration 
of its exciting our laughter and our tears.’ The 
whimsical character of Ollapod in the 4 Poor Gentle¬ 
man ’ is one of Colman’s most original and laughable 
conceptions; Pangloss, in the ‘Heir at Law,* is also 
an excellent satirical portrait of a pedant (proud of 
being an LL.I)., and, moreover, an A. double 8.); 
and bis Irishmen, Yorkshiremen, and country rustics 
(all admirably performed at the time), are highly 
entertaining, though overcharged portraits. A ten¬ 
dency to farce is indee d the besetting tin of Colman’s 
comedies ; and in bis more serious plays, there is a 
curious mixture of prose and verse, high-toned sea - 
timent and low humour. Their effect on the stage 
is, however, irresistible. We have quoted Joanna 
Daillie’s description of Jane de Montfort as a por¬ 
trait of Mrs »Siddons ; and Colman’s Octavian in 
‘The Mountaineers’ is an equally faithful likeness 
of John Kemble:— 

Lovely an day he wa.s—but envious clouds 
Have dimmed his lustre. lie is as a rock 
Opposed to the rude sea that, beats against it; 

Worn by the waves, yet still o’ertopping them 
In sullen majesty. Hugged now his look— 

For out, alas! calamity has blurred 
The fairest pile of manly comeliness 
That ever reared its lofty head to heaven ! 

T is not of late that I have heard his voice; 

Hut if it l»e not changed—I think it cannot— 

There is a melody in every tone 
M ould charm the towering eagle in her flight. 

And tame a hungry lion. 

[State from the t J/eir at Late. 1 ] 

{ Daniel Dow la#, an old report shopkeeper, from the supposed 
Iom of the son of Lord Duberly, succeeds to the peerage and an 
estate worth £!.!>,<«*> per annum. He engage* Dr Panglotw— 
a poor pedant juM created by the Society of Art*, Artium 
SocieUUu Socius —as tutor to his son, with a salary of £300 
t ye 

A Hoorn in the Dlue Boar Inn. 

I nter Dr Pangi.osh and Waiter. 

Pang. Let the chariot turn about. Dr Pangloss in 
a lord’s chariot! * Curru portatur eodem.*—Juvenal 

—Hem ! Waiter! 

IlVti/rr. Sir. 

Pang. Have you any gentleman here who arrived 
this morning l 

Waiter . There’s one in the house now, sir. 

Pun*}. Is he juvenile ! 

IFtit/tr. No, sir ; he’s Derbyshire. 

Pang. He! he! he! Of what appearance is the 
gentleman ! 

Waiter. Why, plaguy poor, sir. 

Pang. ‘I hold him rich, al had he not a sherte.* 
—Chaucer—Hem! Denominated the Honourable 
Mr Dowlas ! 

Waiter. Honourable! He left his name plain Dow¬ 
las at the bar, sir. 

Pang. Plain Dowlas, did bet that will do. ‘For 

all the rest is leather--* 

n’at/cr. Leather, sir! 

Pang. * And prunello.* — Pope — Hem ! Tell Mr 
Dowlas a gentleman requests the honour of an inter¬ 
view. 

Waiter . This U his room, air. He is but just stept 
into our parcel warehouse — he’ll be with you directly. 

[£rt/. 

Pang. Never before did honour and affluence let 
fall such a shower on the head of Doctor Pangloss ! 
Fortune, I thank thee t Propitious goddess, I am 
grateful 1 I, thy favoured child, who commenced his 
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outer in the loftiest apartment of a muffin maker 
Milk-alley. Little did I think—* good easy man’— 
Shaks peare—Hem 1—of the riches and literary dig 

nities which now- 

Enter Dick Dowlas. 

My pupil 1 

Dick. [Speaking while entering,'] Well, where is th 

man that wants)—oh! you are he I suppose- 

Pang. I am the man, young gentleman ! 4 Hom< 

j Bum.*—Terence—Hem! Sir, the person who now 
j presumes to address you is Peter Pangloss; to whose 
1 name, in the college of Aberdeen, is subjoined LL.D 
signifying Doctor of Laws; to which has been recently 
added the distinction of A. double S.; the Roman ini¬ 
tials for a Fellow of the Society of Arts. 

Dick . Sir, I am your most obedient, Richard Dow 
las ; to whose name, in his tailor’s bill, is subjoined 
D. R., signifying Debtor; to which are added L.S.l). 
the Roman initials for pounds, shillings, and pence. 

Pang. Ha ! this youth was doubtless designed by 
destiny to move in the circles of fashion ; lor lie’s dipt 
in debt, and makes a merit of telling it. 

Dick. Rut what are your commands with me, doctor 
Pang. 1 hare the honour, young gentleman, of 
being deputed an ambassador to you from your father. 

Dick. Then you have the honour to be ambassador 
of as good-natured an old fellow as ever sold 
ha’porth of cheese in a chandler’s shop. 

Pcrng. Pardon me, if, on the subject of your father’s 
cheese, I advise you to be as mute as a mouse in one 
for the future. ’Twere better to keep that ‘alta ruentc 
re post um.’—Virgil—Hem ! 

I Dick. Why, what’s the matter ? Any misfortune 
I —Broke, I fear 1 

Pang. No, not broke; but his name, as ’tis cus¬ 
tomary in these cases, has appeared in the (Jazettc. 

Dick. Not broke, but gazetted ! Why, zounds and 
the devil!- 

Pang. Check your passions — learn philosophy. 
When the wife of the great Socrates threw a—hum ! 
—threw a teapot at his erudite head, he was os cool 

as a cucumber. When Plato- 

Dick. Damn Plato ! What of my fat her 1 
Pamg. Don’t damn Plato. The bees swarmed round 
his mellifltP738 inouth as soon as he was swaddled. 

* Cum in cunia apes in labellis conaediasent.’—Cicero 
—Hem ! 

Dick. I wish you had a swarm round yours, with 
all my heart. Come to the point. 

Pang. In duo time. But calm your cholcr. 4 Ira 
furor brevis est.’—Horace—Hem ! Read this. 

to; res a Idler. 

Dick. [Snatches the letter , breaks it 0 }*ni t and reads.] 
‘Dear Dick—This comes to inform you I am in a 
perfect state of health, hoping you are the same’— 
ay, that’s the old beginning— 4 It was my lot, last 
week, to be made’—ay, a bankrupt, I suppose ?—* to be 
made a’—what \— 4 to be made a P, E, A, U —a pear! 
—to be made a pear! What the devil does he mean 
by that I 

Pang. A peer!—a peer of the realm. His lordship's 
orthography is a little loose, but several of his equals 
countenance the custom. Lord Loggerhead always 
flpells physician with an F. 

Dick. A peer!—what, my father!—I’m electrified ! 
Old Daniel Dowlas made a peer! But let me see; 
[Heads m .]—‘A pear of the realm. Lawyer Ferret 
got me my tittle’ —titt—oh, title 1—* and an estate 
of fifteen thousand per ann.—by making mo out next 
of kin to old Lord Duberly, because be died without 
—without hair’ — ’Tis an odd reason, by the by, to be 
next of kin to a nobleman because he died bald. 

Pang. HU lordship means heir—heir to his estate. 
We shall meliorate his style speedily. ‘Reform it 
altogether.’—Shakspeare—Hem f j 


Dick. 4 I send ray carrot.’—Carrot! 

Pang. He! he! he! Chariot bis lordship means. 
Dick. 4 With Dr Pangloss in it.* 

Pang. That’s ine. 

Dick. 4 Respect him, for he’a an LL.D., and, more* 
over, an A. double S.' [7%ej/ bow. 

Pang, llis lordship kindly condescended to insert 
that at my request. 

Dick. ‘ And 1 have made him your tutorcr, to mend 
your cakelology. 

Pang. Cacology; from Kakos, ‘malus,’ and Logos 9 
4 verbum.’*—Vide Lexicon—Hem ! 

. Dick. ‘Como with the doctor to my house in Hanover 
Square.’—Hanover Square 1— 4 1 remain your affec¬ 
tionate father, to command.—D uiierly.* 

Pang. That’s his lordship’s title. 

Dick. It is 1 

Pang. It is. s 

Dick. Say sir to a lord’s son. You have no more 
manners than a bear! , 

Pang. Rear !- -under favour, young gentleman, I 
am the bear-leader; lxdng appointed your tutor. 

Dick. And what can you te^ch me? 

Pang. Prudence. Don’t forget yourself in sudden 
success. ‘Tecum habita.’—Perdu#—Hem! 

Dick. Prudence to a noblemap’s son wjth fifteen 
thousand a-ycar! 

Pang. Don't give way to your passions. 

Dick, (iive wav! Zounds!—I’m wild—mad! You 
teach me !—Pooh!—1 have been in London before*, 
and know it requires no teaching to be a modern fine 
gentleman. Why, it all lies in a nutshell—sport a 
curricle—walk Bond Street—play at Karo—get drunk 
—dance reels—go to the openv—cut off your tail— 
pull on vour pantaloons—and there’s a buck of the 
first fashion in town for you. D’ye think 1 don't 
know what’s going ? ! 

Pang. Mercy on me! I shall hare a very refmc- ; 
tory pupil! 

Dick. Not at all. We’ll bo hand and glove to¬ 
gether, my little doctor. I'll drive you down to all 
the races, with my little terrier between your leg*, in 
a tandem. ; 

Pang. Doctor Pangloss, the philosopher, with a 
;errier between his legs, in a tandem! 

Dick. I’ll tell you what, doctor. I’ll make you my 
ong-stop at cricket—you shall draw corks when I'm 
president—laugh at my jokes before company—«q ueexe • 
emoiiH for punch —cast up the reckoning—and wo j 
[>ctide you if you don’? keep sober enough to set* me j 
safe home after a jollification ! ! 

Pang. Make me a long-stop, and a squeezer of 
emons! Zounds! this is more fatiguing than walking ' 
>ut with the lap-dogs! And are these the quali- > 
fi cat ions for a tutor, young gentleman ! , ! 

Dick. To be sure they are. ’To* the way that half ' 
-he prig parsons, wAo educate us honourable#, jump , 
nto fat livings. 

Pang. Tis well they jump into something fat at 
ast, for they must wear all the flesh off their bone* j 
in the process. 

Dick. Como now, tutor, go you and call the waiter. 
Pang. Go and call! Sir—sir! I’d have you to 

understand, Mr Dowlas- 

Dick. Ay, let us understand one another, doctor, 
dy father, I take it, comes down handsomely to yo% 
or your management of me? 

Pang. My lord has been liberal. 

Dick. But 'tis I must manage you, doctor. Ac- 
nowledge this, and, between ourselves, I’ll And 
neans to double your pay. 

Pang. Double my— 

Dick. Do you hesitate! Why, snail, you hare 
set up for a modem tutor without knowing your 

^rade! 

Pang, Double my pay I Bay no mo r e - done. 4 Ac- 
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turn est.’—Terence—Hera. Waiter! [Bawling.] Gad, 
1 ’yo reached the right reading at last! 

4 I’ve often wished that I had, clear, 

For life, six hundred pounds a-year.’ 

Swift—Hem. Waiter 1 

Dick . That’s right; tell him to pop my clothes and 
linen into the carriage; they are in that bundle. 

Enter Wait*h. 

. Pang. Waiter! Here, put all the Honourable Mr 
Dowlas’s clothes and liuen into his father’s, Lord 
Dubcrly’s, chariot. 

Waiter. Where are they all, sir ? 

Pang. All wrapt up in tho Honourable Mr Dow¬ 
las’s pocket handkerchief. f Exit, waiter until bundle. 

Dick. See ’em safe in, doctor, and I’ll be with you 
directly. * 

Pang. I go,most worthy pupil. Six hundred pounds 
a-year ! However deficient in the classic-, his know¬ 
ledge of arithmetic is admirable ! • 

4 I’ve often wished that 1 had, clear, 

For life-’ 

Dick. Nay, nay, don’t be so slow. 

Pang. Swift—Hem. I’m gone. [Exit. 

Dick. JVhat anj I to do with Zekiel and Ci*^ 
When a poor man has grown great, his old acquain¬ 
tance generally begin to he troublesome. 

Enter Zkkikl. 

Zek. Well, I han’t been long. 

Dick. No, you are come time enough, in all con¬ 
science. [ f.W/y. 

Zck. Cicely ha’ gotten the place. I Ik; e’en almost 
stark wild wi* joy. Such a good-natured young 
madam! Why, you don’t seem pleased, man ; sure, 
and sure, you be glad of our good fortune, Dick ! 

Dick. Dick ! Why, what d<> y*»u—oh ! but he 
doesn’t know yet that 1 am a lord’s son. 1 rejoice to 
hear of your success, friend Zekiel. 

Zek. Why, now, that’s hearty. Hut, eh ! Why, 
you look mortal heavy and lumpish, Dick. No bad 
tidings since we ha’ been out, 1 hope ? 

Dick. Oh no. 

Zck. Eh I Let’s ha’ asquint at you. Od rabbit it, 
but summut have happened. You have seen your 
father, and things ha’ gone crossish. Who have been 
here, Dick I 

Dick. Only ajgentleman, who had the honour of 
being deputed ambassador frcrai my father. 

Zek:. What a dickens—an ambassador! Pish, now 
you be a queering a body. An ambassador sent from 
an old chandler to Dick Dowlas, Lawyer latitat’s 
clerk I Come, that be a good one, legs ! 

Dick. Dick Dowlas! and lawyer’s clerk! Sir, the 
gentleman came to inform me that my father, by 
being proved next of kin to the l«te lord, if* now Ix>rd 
Duberly ; by which means 1 am now the Honourable 
Mr Dowlas. 

Zck. Ods flesh ! gi’o us vour fist, Dick! I ne’er 
shook the flst of an honourable afore in all my bom 
days. Old Daniel made a lord! I be main glad to 
hear it. This be news indeed. Hut, Dick, I hope he 
ha’ gotten some ready along wi’ his title ; for a lord 
without money be but a foolish wishy-washy kind of 
|t thing a’ter all. 

Dick. My father's estate is fifteen thousand a-year. 

Zek. Mercy on ns !—you ha* ta’en away my breath ! 

Dick. Well, Zekiel, Cia and you shall hear from me 

Zek. Why, you ben't a going, Dick ? 

Dick. I must pay my duty to his lordship; his 
chariot waits for me below. We hare been some 
time acquainted, Zekiel, and you may depend upon 
ray good offices. 

Zek. You do seem a little flustrated with these 


tidings, Dick. I—I should be loath to think our ’ 
kindness was a cooling. 

Dick. Oh no. Rely on my protection. 

Zek. Why, lookye, Dick Dowlas ; as to protection, 
and all that, we ha’ been old friends ; and if I should 
need it from you, it be no more nor my right to ex* 
pect it, and your business to giro it me : but Cicely 
ha’ gotten a place, and 1 ha* hands and health to get 
a livelihood. Fortune, good or bad, tries the man, 
they do say ; and if I should hap to be made a lord 
to-morrow (as who can say what may betide, since ; 
they ha’ made one out of an old chandler)--— 

Dick. Well, sir, and what then ? ♦ 

Zck. Why, then, the finest feather in my lordship’s 
cap would be, to show that there would be as jnach 
fchaine in slighting an old friend because he be poor, 
as there be pleasure in owning him when it be in our 
power to do him service. 

Dick. You mistake me, Zekiel. I—I—a Meath ! 
I’m quite confounded! I’m trying to be as fashion* 
able here as my neighbours, but nature comes in, and 
knocks it .Ml on the head. [Aside.] Zekiel, give me 
your hand. 

Zek. Then there be a hearty Castleton slap for you. j 
The grasp of an honest man can’t disgrace the hand 
of a duke, Dick. 

Dick. You’re a kind soul, Zekiel. I regard you 
sincerely; I love f’ioely, and—hang it, I’m going 
too far now for a lord’s son. Pride and old friendship 
are now fighting in me till I’m almost bewildered. 
[Aside]. You shall hear from me in a few hours, 
(iood-by, Zekiel ; good-by. [Exit. 

Z'k. I don’t know what ails me, but I be almost 
ready to cry. Dick be a high-mettled youth, and this 
news ha’ put him a little beside himself. 1 should 
make a bit of allowance. His heart, I do think, be 
in the right road ; and when that be the case, he he a 
hard judge that wont pardon an old friend’s spirits 
when they do carry him a little way out on’t. [Exit. 

[Frem 4 The Poor Gentleman.'] 

8is Charlks Cropland at breakfast; his Valet de Chambrs 
adjusting his hair. 

Sir Cha. Has old Warner, the steward, been told 
that I arrived last night! tra ^ 

Valet. Yes, Sir Charles ; with orders to attend you 
this morning. 

Sir Oka. [ Yawning and it retching.] What can a man 
of fashion do with himself in the country at this 
wretchedly dull time of the year! 

Valet. It is very pleasant to-day out in the park. 
Sir Charles. 

Sir Cha. Pleasant, you booby! How can the coun¬ 
try la* pleasant in the middle of springI All the 
world’s in London. 

Valet. I think, somehow, it looks so lively, Sir 
Charles, when the coni is coming up. 

Sir Cl*a. Blockhead! Vegetation make® the face 
of a country look frightful. It spoils hunting. Yet 
os inv business on my estate here is to raise supplies 
for my pleasures elsewhere, my journey is a wise one. 
What day of the month was it yesterday, when I left 
town on thig wise expedition f 

Valet. The first oi April, Sir Charles. 

Sir Cha. Uniph! W hen Mr Warner comes, show 
him in. 

Ta/c/. I shall. Sir Charles. [Amt. 

Sir Cha. This same lumbering timber upon ray 
ground has its merits. Trees are notes, issued from 
the bank of nature, and as current as those payable 
to Abraham Newland. I must get change for a few 
oaks, for 1 want cash consumedly. So, Mr Warner! 

Eater Warnbiu 

Warner. Your honour is right welcome into Kmt. 

I am proud to see Sir Charles Cropland on hit estate 
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I hop© you mean to stay on the spot for some 

time. Sir Charles ! , ... 

Sir Cha. A very tedious tune. Throe days, Mr 

Ah, good sir! things would prosper better 
if you honoured us with your presence a little more. 
I wish you lived entirely upon the estate, Sir 
Charles. 

Sir Cha. Thank you, Warner; but modern men of 
fashion find it difficult to live upon their estates. 

Warner, The country about you so charming! 

Sir Cha. Look ye, Warner—1 must hunt in Leices¬ 
tershire—for that’s the thing. In the frosts and the 
spring months, I must be in town at the clubs—tor 
that’s the thing. In summer I must be at the water¬ 
ing places—for that’s the thing. Now, Warner, un¬ 
der these circumstances, how is it possible for me 
to reside upon my estate! For my estate being in 
Kent- 

Warner. The most beautiful part of the county. 

Sir Cha . Paha, beauty! we don't mind that in 
Leicestershire. My estate, I say, being in Kent 

Warner. A land of milk, and honey ! 

Sir Cha. I hate milk and honey. 

Warner. A land of fat! 

Sir Cha. Hang your fat!—listen to me—my estate 
being in Kent- 

Warner. So woody! 

Sir Cha. Curse the wood! No—that's wrong; for 
it’s convenient. I am come on purpose to cut it. 

Warner. Ah! I was afraid so! Dice on the table, 
and then the axe to the root! Money lost at plav, 
and then, good lack! the forest groans tor it. 

Sir Cha. But you are not the forest, and why do 
you groan for it! 

j Warner. I heartily wish, Sir Charles, you may not 
! encumber the goodly estate. Your worthy ancestors 
: had views for their posterity. 

' Sir Cha. And I shall have views for my posterity— 

I shall take special care the trees shan’t intercept 
their prospect. 

Enter Skrvas-t. 


Se)nant. MrOllapod, the apothecary, is in the hall, 
Sir Charles, to inquire after your health. 

Sir Cha. Ww*w him in. [ Exit *<rr>vi>tf.] The fellow’s 
a character, and treats time as he does his patients. 
He shall kill a quarter of an hour for rue this morning. 
In short, Mr Warner, I must have three thousand 
pounds in three days. Fell timber to that amount 
immediately. ’Tis my peremptory order, sir. 

Warner. I shall obey you, Sir Charles ; but ’tis 
with a heavy heart! Forgive an old servant of the 
family if he grieves to see you forget some of the 
duties for which society has a claim upon you. 

Sir Cha. What do you mean by duties ? 

Warner. Duties, Sir Charles, which the extravagant 
man of prop' on never fulfil—such as to support 
the dignity of an English landholder for the honour 
of old England ; to promote the welfare of his honest 
tenants; and to succour the industrious poor, who 
naturally look up to him for assistance. But 1 shall 
obey you, Sir Charles. f Erit. 

Sir Cha. A tiresome old blockhead! But where is 
this Ollapod? His jumble of physic and shooting 
may enliven me ; and, to a man of gallantry in the 
country, his intelligence is by no means uninteresting, 
nor his services inconvenient. Ha, Ollapod! 


Enter Ollapod. 

Oilapod. Sir Charles, I have the honour to be your 
slave. Hope your health is good. Been a hard 
winter here. Sore throats were plenty; so were wood¬ 
cocks. Flushed four couple one morning in a half- 
mile walk from our town to cure Mrs Quarles of a 
quinsey. May coming on soon, Sir Charles—season 


of delight, love and cam] 1 Hope you com# 

to sojourn, Sir Charles. ! be always on the 

wing—that’s being too flighty, He, he, he! Do you 
take, good sir—do you take ? 

Sir Cha. Oh yes, 1 take. But, by the cockade in 
your hat, Ollapod, you have added lately, it seems, to 
your avocations. 

OUa. He! he! yes. Sir Charles. I have now the 
honour to be comet in the Volunteer Association . 
corps of our town. It fell out unexpected—pop, on a I 
sudden ; like the going oil” of a field-piece, or an alder; 
man in an apoplexy. 

Sir Cha. Explain. 

(Hlii. Happening to be at home—rainy day —no 
going out to sport, blister, shoot, nor bleed—was busy 
behind the counter. You know my shop. Sir Charles 
—Ualcu's head over the door—new gilt him la*<t week, 
by the by— looks as fresh as a pill. * 

Sir Cha. Well, no more on that head now. Pro¬ 
ceed. 

Olla. On that head ! he, he, he! Tiny’s very will— 
very well, indeed! Thank you, good sir; 1 owe you 
one. Churchwarden Bosh, of our town, hiring ill of 
an indigestion from eating thfeo pounds of measly 
pork at a vestrv dinner, I was making up a cathartic 
for the patient, when who should strut into the shop 
but Lieutenant Drains, the brewer—sleek a* a dray* 
horse—in a smart scarlet jacket, tastily turned up 
with a rhubarb-coloured lapclle. 1 confess his figure 
struck me. 1 looked at him as 1 was thumping the 
mortar, and felt instantly inoculated'with a military 
ardour. 

Sir Cha. Inoculated ! 1 hope your ardour was of a 

favourable sort ? 

Olla. 11a ! ha ! That’s very well— very well, indeed ! 
Thank you, good sir ; I owe you one. We first talked 
of shooting. He knew my celebrity that way, >»r 
Charles. I told him the day ladore I had killed six 
brace of birds. I thumpt on at the mortar. We then 
talked of physic. I told him the day before I had 
killed—lost, I mean six brace of patients. 1 thumpt 
on at the mortar, eyeing him all the while; lor he 
looked very flashy, to U- sure; and 1 felt an itch¬ 
ing to belong to the corps. '1 he medical and military 
both deal in death, you know ; #o ’twas natural. He! 
he! Do you take, good sir- do you take ? 

Sir Cha. 'l ake J Oh, nobody can mi****. 

Olla. He then talked of the corps itself; said it 
sickly ; and if a professional person ^ould administer 
to the health of the .ft social i«m—duwt? the men and 
drench the horse—he could perhaps procure him a 
comet ry. 

Sir Cha. Well, you jumped at the other ? 

(Ala. .lumped! I jumped over the counter, kicked 
down Churchwarden Bosh’s cathartic into the pocket 
of Lieutenant Drains’ small scarlet jacket, tastily 
turned up with a rhubarb-coloured lajxdle ; embraced 
him and his offer; and 1 am now Comet Ollapod, 
apothecary at the Dalen’s Head, of the Association 
Corns of Cavalry, at your service. 

Sir Cha. I wish you joy of your appointment. You 
may now distil water for the shop iroui the laurel* 
you gather in the field. 

(Ala. Water for—oh! laurel water—he! he! Come, 
that’s very well—very well indeed! Thank you, 
good sir; I owe you one. Why, 1 fancy fain© will 
follow when the jn/ison of a small mistake 1 made ! 
has ceased to operate. 

Sir Cha. A mistake! j 

OUa. Having to attend Lady Kitty Carbuncle oil 
a grand field-day, 1 clapt a pint bottle of hot lady* * 
ship’s diet-drink into on© of inv holsters, intending 
to proceed to the patient after the exercise was over, 

I reached the martial ground, and Jalloped—gal- 
lopped, I mean—wheeled, and flourished, with great 
i; but when the word 4 Fixe* was given, mmnhug 
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to pull out ray pistol in a terrible hurry, I presented, 
neck foremost, the hanged diet-drink of I>ady Kitty 
Carbuncle; and the medicine being unfortunately 
fermented by the jolting of my horse, it forced out 
the cork with a prodigious pop full in the face of my 
gallant commander. 

[Oixapod visits Mmh Li ciiktia Mac-Tad, a 'stiff maiden 
nunt,’ slater of one of the oldest barons in Hcotlnnd.J 

Knter Foss. 

• /ow. There is one Mr Ollapod at the gate, an* i 
please your ladyship’s honour, come to pay a visit to I 
the family. • j 

Lurtrtia. Ollapod » What is the gentleman { 

F<m. He says he’s a cornet in the Halim’* Head. 
Tin the first time I ever heard of the ntrjM. 

Au*\ Hu! seine new raided regiment. Show the 
gentleman ifV. (A ’.n't Fans.] The country, then, has 
heard of my arrival at last. A woman of condition, 
in a family, Dim ne\cr long conceal her retreat. 
Ollapod ! that*sounds like an ancietit name. If 1 
am not mistaken, he is md ly descended. 

I’nter Om.a ro u. 

(tilt. Madam, 1 ha\o the honour of paying inf 
respects. *^\vrct spot, lien*, among tin* cows ; good 
for consumptions charming woods hereabouts 
pheasants (loutish—so do agues- sorry not to *»«o the 
good lieutenant admire his room - hope soon t** have 
hi* company, lb* you take, g«*>d madam- do you 
take ! 

Lur. J l>eg, sir, \oti will be seated. 

(Hit. t *h, dear madam ! ' Siting dowa. ] A shunn¬ 
ing chair t*> bleed in! ’./*i*A, 

Lac. I am sorry Mr Worthington is riot at In .me t<» 
receive you, sir. 

(Hla. You are a relation of the lieutenant, madam ? 

A itr. 1 ! onlv bv his marriage, 1 assure you, sir. 
Aunt to hi* <h rv>ased uif»-; but I am m-t surprise*! 
at your question. My friends in town would won 
der to see the Honourable Miss Lucreuu MacTab, 
sister to the late Lord Lofty, on.pcd up in a farm¬ 
house. 

(Hla. [AiuVA.j The honotimble! humph! a hit of 
quality tumbled into decay. The sister of a dead peer 
in a pig-stye ! 

A u>\ You are of the military, 1 am informed, sir! 

Olla. He! hej Yes, mail^n. Cornet. Ollapod, 
of our volunteers-- a fine healthy troop — ready to 
give the enemy a dose whenever they dare to 
attack tin. 

An*. I was always prodigiously partial to the 
military. My great grandfather, Mannaduke Huron 
Lofty, commanded a troop of horse under the Luke 
of Marl l wmnigh, that famous general of his age. 

(Hla. Marlborough was a hero#!* a man, madam ; 
and lived at Woodstock—a sweet sporting country ; 
where Rosamond perished by poison—arsenic as likely 
an anything. 

Luc. And have you served much, Mr Ollapod ? 

Of la. He, he! Yes, madam ; served all the nobility 
and gentry for fire miles round. 

Luc. Sir! 

OUa. And shall be happy to serve the good lieu¬ 
tenant and his family. [ /hiring. 

Attr. We shall be proud of your acquaintance, sir. 
A gentleman of the army is always an acquisition 
among the Gotbs and Vandals of the country, where 
every tthccpish squire ha* the air of an apothecary. 

Olla. Madam! An anothe-Zounds! —hum!— 

He! he! I—You must know, l—1 deal a little in 
Galenical* myself [Sheepishly]. 

Luc. Galenical*! Oh, they are for operations, I sup- 
pone, among the military! 

Oita. Operation* 1 he 1 ho! Come, that** very well- 


very well indeed! Thank you, good madam ; I owe you 
one. Galenicals, madam, are medicines. 

Luc. Medicines! 

OU a. Yes, physic : buckthorn, senna, and ho forth. 

Luc. [/lining.] Why, then, you are an apothecary ? 

(Hla. [/lining too, and bowing.] And man-midwife 
at your service, madam. I 

Luc. At my service, indeed! i 

Olla. Yes, madam! Cornet Ollapod at the gilt 
Galen’s Head, of the Volunteer Association Corps of 
Cavalry—aa ready for the foe as a customer; always 
willing to charge thuu both. Do you take, good 
madam—do you take? » 

Lu'\ And has the Honourable Miss LucreC , 
M acTab been talking all this while to <t petty dealer 
in drugs ‘ 

olla. Drug-! Why, she turns up her honourable 
I nose as if she was going to swalbw them ! ( A side.] 

j N<* man more rc-pccted than my-df, madam. Courted 
j by the corps, idolised by invalid- ; and for a shot—ask 
■ inv friend S*r Charles Cropland. 

j Luc. Is Si" harles Cropland u friend of yours, 
t -ir \ 

j Oilu. Intimate. He doesn’t make wry’ faces at 
, phy-io, whatever other- may d»>, madam. This vil¬ 
lage hanks the intrcnchmcnts of Ids park —full of 
line fat venison ; which i.- as light a food for digestion 
as 

Ao*\ Hut he is never on his estate here. I an told. 

(Hla. He quarters there at this moment. 

Luc. Hb •" me ! has sir Charles then- 

(Hla. T«dd me ail-y«*ur accidental meeting in 
the metp-ptdis, and his vi-its when ih*- lieutenant 
wa* out. 

Am- , nh. -hocking! I declare I .-hall faint. 

(Hit. Faint ! never mind that, with a medical man 
in the room. I can bring you about in a twinkling. 

An*. And what has Sir Charles Cropland presumed 
ro advapee about me ! 

(Hla. Oh, mulling derogatory*. Respectfu! as a duck- 
legged drummer to a commander-in-chief. 

Lite. I have only proceeded in this affair from the 
purest motives, and in a mode Incoming a MacTab. 

(*lln. None dare t<> doubt it. 

Lu>\ Ami if Sir Charles has dropt jujlo a dish of 
tea with mys< If and Fmilv in London, when the 
lieutenant was **ut, 1 see no harm in it. 

(*Va. N**r I neither: except that tea shake* the 
nervou* .-y.-tem to shatters. Hut t*» the point: the 
baronet*- my Ih.vuu friend. Having heard you were 
here, ‘Ollapod, 7 say* he, squeezing my hand in his 
own, which had strong symptoms of fever- 4 Ollapod,’ 
say * he, * you arc a military man, and may be trusted.* 

4 I’m u cornet,’ says I, ‘and dose as a pill-box.’ 

4 Fly, then, to Miss Lucretia MacTab, that honourable 
picture of prudence-’ 

Luc. He! he! Did Sir (’harles say that? 

(Hla. [AsmA n] How these tabbies love to be toaded! 

An-*, in short. Sir Charles, I perceive, has appointed 
you his emissary , to consult with me when he may 
have an interview. 

(Hla. Madam, you are the sharpest shot at the 
truth I ever met in my life. And now we are in 
consultation, what think you of a walk with Mis* 
Kmilv by the old elms at the back of the village 
this evening ? 

Luc. Why, I am willing to take any steps which 
may promote Kmilv** future welfare. 

Olla. Take steps! what, in a walk ! He ! he! Coma, 
that's very well—very well indeed I Thank you, good 
madam ; I owe you one. I shall communicate to my 
friend with due despatch. Command Comet Ollapod 
on all occasions ; and whatever the gilt Galen’* Head 
can produce- 

Luc. [Curtsying.] Oh, sir! 

(Mia, By the by, 1 have some doublc-dktUled 
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lavender water, much admired in our corps. Permit 
me to send a pint bottle by way of present. 

Zuc. Dear sir, I shall rob you. 

Olla. Quite the contrary; for I’ll set it down to Sir 
Charles as a quart. [Aside.'] Madam, your slave. 
You have prescribed for our patient like an able 
physician. Not a step. 

Luc. Nay, I insist- 

Olla . Then I must follow in the rear—the physi¬ 
cian always before the apothecary. 

Luc. Apothecary! Sir, in this business 1 look upon 
you as a general officer. 

Olla . Do yoif ? Thank you, good ma’am; I owe 
you one. \_Excunt. 

The humorous poetry of Colman has been as 
popular as his plays. Of his 4 Broad Grins/ the 
eighth edition (London, 1839) is now before us. 
Some of the pieces are tinged with indelicacy, but 
others display his lively sparkling powers of wit and 
observation in a very agreeable light. We subjoin 
two of these pleasant levities. 

The AY treadle Apothecary. 

A man in many a country town, we know, 

4 Professes openly with death to wrestle; 

Entering the field against the grimly foe, 

Armed with a mortar and a pestle. 

Yet some affirm, no enemies they are ; 

But meet just like prize-fighters in a fair. 

Who first shake hands before they box, 

Then give each other plaguy knocks, 

With all the love and kindness of a brother: 

So (many a suffering patient saith) 

Though the apothecary fights with Death, 

Still they’re sworn friends to one another. 

A member of this AEsculapian line, 

Lived at Newcastle-upon-Tyne: 

No man could better gild a pill, 

Or make a bill; 

Or mix a draught, or bleed, or blister; 

Or draw a tooth out of your head ; 

Or chatter scandal by your bed; 

:• give a clyster. 

Of occupations these were quantum suff.: 

Yet still he thought the list not long enough ; 

And therefore midwifery he chose to pin to’t. 

This balanced things ; for if he hurled 
A few score mortals from the world, 

He made amends by bringing others into’t. 

His fame full six miles round the country ran ; 

In short, in reputation he was solus: 

All the old women called him 4 a fine man 1* 

His name was Bolus. 

Benjamin Bolus, though in trade 

(Which oftentimes will genius fetter), 

Read works of fancy, it is said. 

And cultivated the belles lettres. 

And why should this be thought so odd ? 

Can’t men have taste who cure a phthisic? 

Of poetry, though patron god, 

Apollo patronises physic. 

Boltia loved verse, and took so much delight in’fc, 
That his prescriptions he resolved to write iu’t. 

No opportunity he e’er let pass 

Of writing the directions on his labels 
In dapper couplets, like Gay’s Fables, 

Of rather like the lines in Hudibras. 

Apothecary’s verse 1 and where’s the treason I 
’Tis simply honest dealing; not a crime ; 
t When patients swallow physic without reason, 

It is but fair to give a little rhyme. 


He had a patient lying at death’s door, 

Some three miles from the town, it might be fourj 
To whom, one evening, Bolus sent an article 
In pharmacy that’s called cathartical. 

And on the label of the stuff' 

He wrote this verse, 

Which one would think was clear enough. 

And terse:— 

‘ When taken, 

To be well shaken? 

Next morning early, Bolus rose, 

And to the patient’s house he goes 
Upon his pad. 

Who a vile trick of stumbling had: 

It was, indeed, a very sorry hack; 

But that’s of course 1 ; 

For wlmt’s expected from a horse, ^ 

With an apothecary on his back ? 

Bolus arrived, and gave a doubtful tap, 

Between a singly and a double rap. m 

Knocks of this kind 

Are given by gentlemen who tgach to dance; 

By fiddlers, and by opera-singers ; 

|iOne loud, and then a little one behind, 

As if the knocker fell by chance • # 

Out of their fingers. 

The servant lets him in with dismal face, 

Long as a courtier's out of place— 
j Portending some disaster; 

John's countenance as rueful looked and grim, 

! As if the apothecary had physioed him, 

! And not his master. 

4 Well, how’s the patient?’ Bolus said ; 

John shook his head. 

4 Indeed !—hum! ha!—that’s very odd ! 
lie took the draught V John gave a nod. 

‘ Well, how? what then { speak out, you dunce 1’ 

4 Why, then/ says John, 4 we shook him once/ 

4 Shook him !—how’ V Bolus stammered out. 

4 We jolted him about.’ 

‘Zounds! shake a patient, man!—a shake won’t do.* 

4 No, sir, and so we gave him two.’ 

4 Two shakes! od's curse! 

’Twould make the patient worse.’ 

4 It did so, sir, and so a third we tried.’ | 

4 Well, and what then f 4 Then, sir, my master died.^ 

Lodgings Singh: (ientlcmrn. 

Who has e’er been in London, that overgrowinp 1 ace, 
lias seen 4 Lodgings to Let’ stare him full in tuo face ; 
Some are good, and let dearly ; w r bile some, ’tis well 
known, 

Are so dear, and so bad, they are best let alone. 

Will Waddle, whMe temper was studious and lonely, 
Hired lodgings that took single gentlemen only ; 

But Will was so fat, he appeared like a ton, 4 | t 
Or like two single gentlemen rolled into one. * ; ) 

lie entered his rooms, and to bed he retreated, 

But all the night long he felt fevered and heated; 

And though heavy to weigh, as a score of fat sheep, 

He was not by any means heavy to sleep. 

Next night ’twas the same; and the next, and the 
next; 

lie perspired jj^e an axj he was nervous and vexed : 
Week passed aider week, till, by weekly succession* f 
His weakly condition was past all expression. * 

In six months his acquaintance began much to doubt 
him ; 

For his skin, ‘like a lady’s loose gown/hung about him. 
He sent for a doctor, and ccia dJike a ninny ; 

* I have lost many pounds — make me well---there’s a 
guinea.’ 
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| Th© doctor looked wine ; 4 A slow fever,’ he said : 

! Prescribed sudorifics and going to bed. 

! ‘ Sudorific* in bod,* exclaimed Will, 4 are humbugs! 
i I’vo enough of them there without paying for drugs!’ 

Will kicked out the doctor; but when ill indeed, 
j E’en dismissing the doctor don’t always succeed ; 

So, calling his host, he said, * Sir, do you know, 

I’m the fat single gentleman six months ago? 

Look'©, landlord, 1 think,’ argued Will with a grin, 
‘That with honest intentions you first took me in: 

*llut from the first night—and to say it I’m bold— 
|l’ve been so hanged hot, that I’m sure 1 caught cold.’ 

Quoth the landlord, 4 Till now, I ne’er had a dispute; 
I’ve let lodgings ten years; I’m a baker to boot ; 

In airing your sheets, sir, my wife is no sloven ; 

And your bod is immediately over my oven.’ 

4 The oven*’ says Will. Says the host, ‘Why this 
pas>ion { 

In that excellent bed died three pcojde of fashion. 
Why so crusty, good sir V ‘Zounds!’ cries Will, in 
a taking, 

4 Who wouldn’t be crusty with half a year’s baking?’ 

Will paid for his rooms; cried the host, with a sneer, 

4 Well, 1 see you’ve been going aunt/ half a year.’ 4 
4 Friend, f wc can’t well agree ; yet. no quarrel,’ Will 
said ; 

‘ Put I’d rather not perish while you make your h ead.' 
MRS ELIZABETH INCH BALK 

Mrs Elizabeth In*tibai.d, an actress, dramatist, 
and novelist, produced a number of popular plays. 
Her t'vo tales, The Simple Stun/, and S ature and Art , 
are the principal sounds of her fame; but her light 
dramatic pieces are marked by various talent. Her 
first production was a farce entitled The Mogul Talc , 
brought out in 17*4, and from this time, down to 
1805, she wrote nine other plays and farces. By 
gome of these pieces (as apj>cars from her memoirs) 
she received considerable sums of money, iier first 
production realised XUK); her comedy of Such Th l toys 
Are (lier greatest dramatic performance) brought ner 
in £1 10, 12s.; The Married Man, XI 00; The 11 cd- 
dirty Jhty, £200; The Midn'ujht Hour, £130; Every 
(hie Has His Fault , £700; I Fires as they Were, and J 
Mauls as tlay Art, X427, 10s. ; J .overs 1 otvs, X 1 50; . 
Ac. The personal history of this lady is as singular ! 
as any of her dramatic pAts. She was born of j 
Roman (’atholic parents residing at Statidvfield, j 
near Bury St Edmunds, in the year 1753. At the! 
nge of sixteen, full of giddy romance, she ran off to 
London, having w ith her a small sum of money, and 
some wearing apparel in a bandbox. After various 
adventures, she obtained an engagement for a 
country theatre, but suffering sstnc personal indig¬ 
nities in her unprotected state, she applied to Mr 
lnchbakl, an actor whom she had previously known. 
The gentleman counselled marriage. ‘ But who 
would marry me?’ cried the lady. 4 1 would,’ re¬ 
plied her friend, ‘ if you would have me.’ 4 Yes, sir, 
and would for ever lx; grateful’—and married they 
were in a few days. The union thus singularly 
brought about seems to have been happy enough ; 
i but Mr Inchbald died a few years afterwards. Mrs 
Inch bald performed the first parts in the Edinburgh 
theatre for four years, and continued on the stage, 
j acting in London, Dublin, Ac. till 1789, when she 
quitted it for ever. Her exemplary prudences and 
! the profits of her works, enabled her not only to live, 
j but to save money. The applause and distinction 
| with which she was greeted never led her to deviate 
from her simple and somewhat parsimonious habits. 

4 Last Thursday,’ she writes, 4 1 finished scouring my 
bed-room, while a coach with a coronet and two 


footmen waited at my door to take me an airing.* 
She allowed a sister who was in ill health £100 a- 
year. 4 Many a time this winter,* she records in her 
diary, ‘ when I cried for cold, I said to myself 44 but, 
thank God! my sister has not to stir from her room; 
she has her fire lighted every morning; all her pro¬ 
visions bought and brought ready cooked; she is 
now the less able to hear what I bear; and how 
much more should I suffer but for this reflection.” * 
This was noble and generous self-denial. The in¬ 
come of Mrs Inchbald was now £172 per annum, 
and, after the death of her sister, she went to reside 
in a boarding liouse, where she enjoyed more of the 
comforts of life. Traces of female weakness break 
out in her private memoranda amidst the sterner 
records of her struggle for independence. The fol¬ 
lowing entry is amusing; ‘1798. London. Re¬ 
hearsing “Lovers’ Vows;” happv, but for a sus¬ 
picion, amounting to a certainty, of a rapid appear¬ 
ance of age in my face.’ Her last literary labour 
was writing biographical and critical prefaces to a 
collection of plays, in twenty-five volumes; a col¬ 
lection of farces, in seven volumes; and the Modern 
Theatre, in ten volumes. Phillips, the publisher, 
offered her a thousand pounds for her memoirs, but 
she declined the tempting offer. This autobiography 
was, by her own orders, destroyed after her decease; 
but in 1834, her Memoirs were published by Mr 
ffoaden, compiled from an autograph journal which 
she kept for abo»fifty' years, and from her letters 
written to her friends. Mrs Inchbald died in a 
hoarding-house at Kensington on the 1st of August 
1821. By her will, dated four months before her 
decease, she left alx>ut £0000, judiciously divided 
amongst her relatives. One of her legacies marks 
the eccentricity of thought and conduct which was 
mingled with the talents and virtues of this original- 
minded woman: she left £20 each to her late laun¬ 
dress and hair-dresser, provided they should inquire 
of her executors concerning her decease. 


THOMAS HOLCROFT. 

Thomas IIolcroft, author of the admired comedy, 
The I\<>ad to Ruin , and the first to Introduce the 
melo-dnuna into England, was born in London ©n 
the 10th of December 1745. 4 Till I was six years 
old,’ says IIolcroft, ‘ my father kept a shoemaker’s 
shop in Orange Court; and I have a faint reeol- 
lcetion that my mother dealt in greens and oysters.’ 
Humble as this condition was, it seems to have bden 
succeeded by greater poverty, and the future dramatist 
and comedian was employed in the country by his 
; parents to hawk goods as a pedlar. He w as affcer- 
I wards engaged as a stable-boy at Newmarket, and 
was proud of his new livery. A charitable person, 
who kept a school at Newmarket, taught him to 
read. He was afterwards a rider on the turf; and 
when sixteen years of age, lie worked for some time 
with his father as a shoemaker. A passion for 
books was at this time predominant-, and the con¬ 
finement of tlx- shoemaker’s stall not agreeing with 
him, he attempted to raise a school in the country. 
He afterwards became a provincial actor, and spent 
seven years in strolling about England, in every 
variety of wretchedness, with different companies. 
In 1780 IIolcroft appeared as an author, his first 
work being a novel, entitled Alwyn, or the Gentleman 
Comedian. In the following year his comedy of 
Duplicity was acted with great success at Covent 
Garden. Another comedy. The Deserted Daughter , 
experienced a very favourable reception; but The 
Road to Ruin is universally acknowledged to be the 
best of his dramatic works. ‘This comedy,’ says 
Mrs Inchbald, 4 ranks among the most successful at 
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modern plays. There is merit m the writing, but 
much more in that dramatic science which disposes 
character, scenes, and dialogue with minute attention 
to theatric exhibition/ Holcroft wrote a great 
number of dramatic pieces—more than thirty be¬ 
tween the years 1778 and 1806; three other novels 
(Anna St Ives, Hugh Trevor, and Bryan Perdue ); 
besides a Tour in Germany and France, anti nume¬ 
rous translations from the German, and French, and 
Italian. During the period of the French Invo¬ 
lution he was a zealous reformer, and on hearing 
that his name was included in the same bill of in¬ 
dictment with'Tookc and Hardy, he surrendered 
himself in open court, but no proof of guilt was ever 
adduced against him. His busy and remarkable 
life was terminated on the 23d of March 1809. 


JOHN TOBIN. 

John Tobin was a sad example, as Mrs Inchbald 
has remarked, ‘of the fallacious hopes by which 
half mankind are allured to vexatious enterprise. 
He passed many years in the anxious labour of 
writing plays, which were rejected by the managers; 
and no sooner had they accepted The lloney-Moon, 
than he died, and never enjoyed the recompense of 
seeing it performed.’ Tobin was born at Salisbury 
in the year 1770, and educated for the law. in 1785 
he was articled to an eminent solicitor of Lincoln's 
Inn, and afterwards entered into business himself. 
Such, however, was his devotion to the drama, that 
before the age of twenty-four he had written several 
plays. His attachment to literary composition did 
not withdraw him from his legal engagements; but 
his time was incessantly occupied, and symptoms of 
consumption began to appear. A change of climate 
was recommended, and Tobin went first to Cornwall, 
and thence to Bristol, where he embarked for the 
West Indies. The vessel arriving at Cork, was 
detained there for some days; but on the 7th of 
December 1804, it sailed from that port, on which 
day—without any apparent change in his disorder 
to indicate the approach of death—the invalid ex¬ 
pired. Before quitting London, Tobin had left the 
* Honey-MSbn* with his brother, the manager having 
giveu a promise that it should be performed. Its 
success was instant and decisive, and it is still a 
favourite acting play. Two other pieces by the same 
author ( The Curfew , and The School Jar Authors) were 
subsequently brought forward, but they are of infe¬ 
rior merit. The ‘ Honey-Moon’ is a romantic drama, 
partly in blank verse, and written somewhat in the 
style of Beaumont and Fletcher. The scene is laid 
in Spain, and the plot taken from Catherine and 
Petruchio, though the reform of the haughty lady is 
accomplished less roughly. The Duke of Aranza 
conducts his bride to a cottage in the country, pre¬ 
tending that he is a peasant, and that he has obtained 
her hand by deception. The proud Juliana, after a 
struggle, submits, and the duke having accomplished 
his purpose of rebuking * the domineering spirit of 
her sex/ asserts his true rank, and places Juliana in 
his palace— 

This truth to manifest—A gentleVife 

Is still the sterling comfort of man’s life ; 

To fools a torment, but a lasting boon 

To those who —wisely keep their honey-moon. 

The following passage, where the duke gives his 
directions to Juliana respecting her attire, is pointed 
out by Mrs Inchbald as peculiarly worthy of admi¬ 
ration, from the truths which it contains. The fair 
critic, like the hero of the play, was not ambitious of 
dress:— 


I’ll have no glittering gewgaws stuck about you, 

To stretch the gaping eyes of idiot wonder, 

And make men stare upon a piece of earth 
As on the star-wrought firmament—no feathers 
To wave as streamers to your vanity— 

Nor cumbrous silk, that, with its rustling sound, 
Makes proud the flesh that bears it. She’s adorned 
Amply, that in her husband’s eye looks lovely— 

The truest mirror that an honest wife 
Can see her beauty in! 

did. I shall observe, sir. 

Duke, l should like well to see you in the dress 
I last presented you. | 

JuL The blue one, sir? 1 

Duke, No, love—-the white. Thus modestly attired, j 
A half-blown rose stuck in thy braided hair, j 

With no more diamonds than those eyes are made of, ; 
No deeper rubies than compose thy lips. 

Nor pearls more precious than inhabit them ; 

With the pure red ami white, which that same hand i 
W hioh blends tb° rainbow mingles in f l»y cheeks; I 
This well-proportioned form (think not I tlatter) i 
In graceful motion to harmonious sounds, ! 

And thy free tresses dancing in* the wind ; ; 

i Thou’lt fix as much observance, as chaste dames 
j V’an meet", without a blush. 

JOHN O’KEEFE— FREDERICK REYNOLDS —THOMAS 
MORTON. 

John O'Keefe, a prolific farce writer, was born 
in Dublin in 1740. While studying the art of 
drawing to fit him for an artist, he imbibed a pas¬ 
sion for the stage, arid commenced the career of an 
actor in his native city. He produced generally 
some dramatic piece every year for his Uuietlt, and 
one of those, entitled Tony Lumpkin, was played 
with success at the I lay market theatre. London, in 
1778. He continued supplying the theatres with 
new pieces, and up to the year 1809, had written, in 
all, almut fifty plays ami farces. Most of these 
were denominated comic operas or musical farces, j 
and some of them enjoyed great success. The Agree- ! 
ahle Surprise, Wild (hits. Modern Antujuis, Fontain- j 
fdeau. The Highland Jinl, Hue in a (’amp, 'The Poor 
Soldier , and Sprigs of Taunt, are still favourites, 
especially the first, in w hich the character of Lingo, 
the schoolmaster, is a laughable piece of broad j 
humour. O’Keefe’s waitings, it is said, w ere merely 
intended to make peojfte laugh, and they have fully 
answered that intent. The lively dramatist w as in 
his latter years afflicted with blindness, and in 1800 ] 
he obtained a benefit at Covent Garden theatre, on ! 
which occasion he w as led forward by Mr Jx'wis, j 
the actor, and delivered a ]»octical address. He j 
died at Southampton on the 4th of February 1833, j 
having reached theadvanced age of 86. j 

Frederick Reynolds (1765-1841) was one of | 
the most voluminous of dramatists, author of seven- ’ 
teen popular comedies, and, altogether, of about a I 
hundred dramatic pieces. He served Covent Garden jl 
for forty years in the capacity of what he called ; 

‘ thinker’—that is, performer of every kind of life- ! 
rary labour required in the establishment. Among his > 
best productions arc, The Dramatist, Iai ugh when you j 
Can, The Delinquent, The Will, Folly as it flics, Life, ; 
Management, IV otoriety, How to Grow Rich, The Rage, i 
Speculation, 'The Blind Bargain , Fortune's Fool, &e. 1 
&c. Of these, the ‘Dramatist’ is the best Tho 
hero Vapid, the dramatic author, who goes to Bath 
‘ to pick up characters,’ is a laughable caricature, J 
in which it is said the author drew a likeness of ’ 
himself; for, like Vapid, he had ‘the ardor acribendi 
upon him so strong, that lie would rather you’d ask 
him to write an epilogue or a scene than offer him 
your whole estate—the theatre was his world, in 
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which were included all his hopes and wishes.’ Out 
of the theatre, however, as in it, Reynolds was much 
esteemed. 

Another veteran comic writer for the stage is 
Thomas Morton, whose Speed the Plough , Way to 
Get Married , Cure for the Heartache , and The School 
of Reform , may Ik; considered standard comedies on 
the stage. Resides these, Mr Morton produced 
Zorimhi y Secrets Worth Knowing, and various other 
plays, most of which were performed with great 
tfpplause. The acting of Lewis, Mlinden, and Emery, 
was greatly in favour of Mr Morton’s productions 
on their first appearance; hut they contain the 
elements of theatrical success. The characters are 
strongly contrasted, and the scenes and situations 
well arranged for effect, with occasionally a mixture 
of pathos aij.d tragic or romantic incident. In the 
closet, these works fail to arrest attention ; for their 
merits are more artistic; than literary, and the im¬ 
probability of jflany of the incident^ appears glaring 
when submitted to sober inspection. 

Various new pieces have since l>eeii produced in 
the London theatres* by Messrs Toole, Theodore 
Hook, Planche, Jerrold, Buckstone, &c. The novels 
of Sir Walter Scott and Mr Dickens have been 
dramatist with Considerable success; but most of 
these recent productions require the aids of good 
acting, music, and scenery, to render them tolerable. 
There is no want of novelties; but the wit, the 
sprightly dialogue, and genuine life of the true 
English comedy, may he said to be extinct. 


N U V K LIST S. 

In prose fiction, the last forty years have been rich 
and prolific. It was natural that the genius and the 
success of the great masters of the modern English 
novel should have led to imitation. Mediocrity is 
seldom deterred from attempting to rival excellence, 
eH]K‘cially in any department that is popular, and 
may be profitable; and there is, tyesides, in romance, 
as in the drama, a vide and legitimate field for 
native talent and exertion. The highly-wrought 
tenderness and pathos of Richardson, and the models 
of real life, wit, and humour in Fielding, Smollett, 
and Sterne, produced a few excellent imitations. 
The fictions of Mackenzie, Tyi Moore, Miss Burney, 
and (himberlaiid, are all greatly superior to the ordi¬ 
nary run of novels, and stand at the head of the 
second class. These writers, however, exercised but 
little influence on the national taste: they supported 
the dignity and respectability of the novel, but did 
not extend its dominion: and accordingly we find 
that there was a long dull [K*riod in which this de¬ 
lightful sjK'cies of composition luffl sunk into general 
contempt. There was no lack of novels, but they 
were of a very inferior and even debased description. 
In place of natural incident, character, and dialogue, 
we had affected and ridiculous sentimentalism—plots 
utterly absurd or pernicious—and stories of Jove ami 
honour so maudlin in conception and drivelling in 
execution, that it is surprising they could ever have 
been tolerated even by the most defective moral 
sense or taste. The circulating libraries in town and 
country swarmed with these worthless productions 
(known from their place of publication by the mis¬ 
nomer of the ‘Minerva Tress’ novels); hut their 
perusal was in a great measure confined to young 
people of both sexes of imperfect education, or to 
half-idle inquisitive persons, whose avidity for ex¬ 
citement was not restrained by delicacy or judgment. 
In many 
love 


cases, even in tne nuniDiesi wuiks oi me, 
of novel-racing amounted to j passion as 


and, fed upon such garbage as we have described, H 
was scarcely less injurious; for it dwarfed the intel¬ 
lectual faculties, and unfitted its votaries equally for 
the study or relish of sound literature, ana for the 
pro|>er performance and enjoyment of the actual, 
duties of the world. The enthusiastic novel reader 
got bewildered and entangled among love-plots and 
high-flown adventures, in which success was often 
awarded to profligacy, and, among scenes of pre¬ 
tended existence, exhibited in the masquerade attire 
of a distempered fancy. Instead, therefore, of 

Truth severe by fairy Fictiomdressed, 

we had Falsehood decked outjnJfrippery and noji? 
sen st, and courting applaud from its very extrava¬ 
gance. 

The first successful inroad on ibis accumulating 
mass of absurdity was made by Charlotte Smith, 
whose works may be said to hold a middle station 
between the true and the sentimental in fictitious 
composition. Shortly afterwards succeeded the 
political talcs of Holcroft and Godwin, the latter 
a nimate u bv the^fir e of geniu s, and possessing great 
iirfeUecIuaTpower and energy. The romantic fables 
of Mrs Radcliffe were also, as literary productions, 
a vast improvement on the old novels; and in their 
moral effects they were less mischievous, for the 
extraordinary machinery employed by the authoress 
was so far removed from the common course of hu¬ 
man affairs and experience, that no one could think 
of drawing it into a precedent in ordinary eircum* 
stances. At no distant interval Mias E dgeworth 
came forward with her moral lessons antTsaHncal 
portraits, daily advancing in her powers as in her 
desire to increase the virtues, prudence, and sub¬ 
stantial happiness of life ; Mrs ()pie told her pathetic 
and graceful domestic talesTTHfiT Miss Austen ex¬ 
hibited her exquisite delineations of every-day Eng¬ 
lish society ami character. To crown all. Sir Walter 
Scott commenced, in 18U, his brilliant gallery of 
portraits of all classes, living and historical, which 
completely exterminated the monstrosities o£ the 
Minerva press, and inconceivably extended tlie circle" 
of novel readers. Fictitious composition was now 
again in the ascendant, and never, ih its palmiest 
days of chivalrous romance or modern fashion, did it 
command more devoted admiration, or .shine with 
graXTer Tii^trp. Th^’pmbTTc tasfe underwent a rapid 
andrtfflfportaht change; and as curiosity was stimu¬ 
lated and supplied in such unexampled profusion 
from this master-source, the most exorbitant de¬ 
voured of novels soon learned to look with aversion 
and disgust on the painted and unreal mockeries 
which had formerly deluded them. It appears to be 
a law of our nature, that recreation and amusement 
are as necessary to the mind as exercise is to the 
body, and in this light Sir Walter Scott must be 
viewed as one of the greatest benefactors of his 
species. lie has supplied a copious and almost ex- 
haustless source of amusement, us innocent as it is 
delightful. He revived the glories of past ages* 
illustrated the landscape and the history of his 
native country ; painted the triumphs of patriotism 
and virtue, and the meanness and misery of vice; 
awakened our best and kindliest feelings in favour 
of suffering and erring humanity—of the low-born 
and the persecuted, the peasant, the beggar, and the 
Jew; he has fyxnifibed an intellect ual banqu gt, as 
rich as it is various ai^pTctn^ curi¬ 

ous learning, extensive observation, forgotten man¬ 
ners, and decaying superstitions—the whole embel¬ 
lished with the lights of a vivid imagination, and a 
correct and gracefully regulated taste. In the num¬ 
ber and variety of his conceptions and characters^ 
Scott is entitled to take his seat beside the greatest 
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masters of fiction, British or foreign. Some have 
excelled him in particular qualities of the novelist, 
but none in their harmonious and rich combina¬ 
tion. 

We had now a new race of imitators, aiming at a 
high standard of excellence, both as respects the 
design and the execution of their works. The 
peculiarities of Scottish manners in humble life, 
which Scott had illustrated in his early novels, were 
successfully developed by Galt, and in a more tender 
and imaginative light by Wilson. Galt, indeed, lias 
high merit as minute painter: his delineations, 
like those of Allan Ramsay, bring home to his coun¬ 
trymen ‘ traits of undefinablc cxj^ssion v .whicU had 
escaped every ey'elmt tlnR or’laipui^r infection.’ ITis 
pathos is the simple‘'grtef'ffFnature. In this paint¬ 
ing of national manners, Scott's example was all- 
potent. From Scotland it spread to Ireland. Miss 
Edgeworth, indeed, had previously portrayed the 
lights and shades of the Irish character, and in this 
respect was the preceptress of Scott. Ilut. with all 
her talent and penetration, this excellent authoress 
can scarcely be said to have reached the heart of her 
subject, and she stirred up no enthusiasm among her 
countrymen. Miss Edgeworth pursued her high 
vocation as a moral teacher. Miss Owenson, who 
had, as early as 1807, published her Wild Irish Girl, 
continued (as Lady Morgan) her striking and humo¬ 
rous pictures of Irish society, and they were after¬ 
wards greatly surpassed by Banim, Griffin, Lover, 
Carleton, and others. The whole soil of Ireland, and 
its races of people, have been laid open, like a new 
world, to the general reader. English history was 
in like manner ransacked for materials for fiction. 
Scott had shown how much could be done in this 
department by gathering up the scattered fragments 
of antiquarian research, or entering with the spirit 
and skill of genius into the manners and events of a 
bygone age. He had vivified and embodied — not 
described—the past. Si any authors have Followed 
in his train—Mr Horace Smith, Mr dames, Sir 
Edward Lytton Jlulvver, Ainsworth, and other men 
of talent and genius. Classic and foreign manners 
were also deputed. The I ’ulerius of Lockhart is an 
exquisite Roman story; Morier and Fraser have 
familiarised us with the domestic life of Persia; Mr 
Hope, in his Anastasius, has drawn the scenery and 
manners of Italy, Greece, and Turkey, with the 
fidelity and minuteness of a native artist, and the 
impassioned beauty of a poet; while the character 
and magnificent natural features of America—its 
trackless forests, lakes, wild Indian tribes, and an¬ 
tique settlers—have been depicted by its gifted sons, 
Irving and Coojier. All these may be said to have j 
been prompted by the national and historical ro¬ 
mances of Scott. The current of imagination and 
description had been turned from verse to prose. 
The stage also caught the enthusiasm; and the tales 
which had charmed in the closet were reproduced, 
with scenic effect, in our theatres. 

The fashionable novels of Theodore Hook formed 
a new feature in modem fiction. His first series of 
Sayings and Doings appeared in 1824, and attracted 
considerable attention. The principal object of these 
clever tales was to describe manners in high-life, and 
the ridiculous and awkward assumption of them by 
citizens and persons in the middle ranks. As the 
author advanced in his career, he extended his can¬ 
vass, and sketched a greater variety of scenes and 
figures. Their general character, however, remained 
the same; too much importance was, in all of them, 
attached to the mere externals of social intercourse, 
as if the use of the * silver fork/ or the etiquette of 
the drawing-room, were * the be-all and the end-all’ \ 
of English society. The life of lhe acedrnjOTHcd | 


author gives a sad and moral interest to his tales. 
He obtained the distinction he coveted, in the notice 
and favour of the greftt and the fashionable world; 
for this he sacrificed the fruits of his industry and 
the independence of genius; he lived in ajoundof 
JistractiqiiLfind gaiety, ill urn i n at^byMiis wit and 
talents, and fie meflTt-premature death, the victim 
of disappointment, debt, and misery. This personal 
example is the true J handwriting.-0tt4ll£.jwall/- to 
warn genius and integrity in the middle classes 
against hunting after or eopying the vices of fashion¬ 
able dissipation and splendour! Mr Ward, Lord 
Nornumhy, Mrs Trollope, Lady Rlessington, and 
others, followed up these tales of high-life with per¬ 
fect knowledge of the subject, wit, refinement, and 
sarcasm, but certainly with less vigour and less real 
knowledge of mankind than Theodore Hqok. Bulwer 
imparted to it the novelty and attraction of strong 
contrast, by conducting his fashionable characters 
into the purlieu*.of vice and slang'society, which 
also in its turn became the rage, and provoked invi¬ 
tation. ‘Dandies’ and highwaymen were painted 
ni beau, and the Newgate (Vfieiidar was rifled for 
heroes to figure in the novel and on the stage. This 
Unnatural absurdity soon palled upon the public 
taste, and llulwer did justice to ‘nis high' and un¬ 
doubted talents by his historical and more legitimate 
romances. Among the most original of our living 
novelists should he included Captain Marryat, the 
parent, in his own |>omm and in that of others, of a 
long progeny of nautical tales and sketches. 

The last and, next to Sent!, tin* greatest of modern 
writers of lktiou, is Mr Charles Dickens, who also 
deals with low-life and national peculiarities, espe¬ 
cially such as spring up in the streets and resorts of 
| crowded cities. The varied surface of English so¬ 
ciety, in the ordinary and middle ranks, has afforded 
j this close observer and humorist a rich harvest of 
characters, scenes, and adventures—of follies, oddi- 
! ties, vices, and frailties, of which he has made a 
| copious and happy use. In comic humour, blended 
with tenderness and pathos, and united to unrivalled 
powers of observation and description, Dickens has 
no equal among his contemporaries; ami as a painter 
of actual life, he seems to he the most genuine Eng- : 
lish novelist we have had since Fielding. His faults ; 
lie upon the surface. Like llulwer, he delights in ! 
strong colouring and contrasts—tlx; melodrame of j 
fiction—and is too prone to caricature. 'Hie artist, j 
delighting in the exhibition of bis skill, is apparent j 
in many of his scenes, where probability and nature 
are sacrificed for effect. Rut there is ‘ a spirit of ; 
goodness’ at the heart of all Dickens’s stories, mid 1 
a felicitous humour and fancy, which an: unknown - 
to llulwer and his other rivals. His vivid pictures , 
of those poor in-door sufferers 4 in populous city | 
pent’ have directed sympathy to the obscure dwellers j 
in lanes and alleys, and may prove the precursor of 
practical amelioration, lie has made fiction the 
handmaid of humanity and Ixmcvolenoe, without 
losing its companionship with wit and laughter. 
The hearty cordiality of his mirth, his warm and 
kindly feelings, alive to whatever interests or 
amuses others, and the undisguised pleasure, ‘brim¬ 
ming o’er/ with which lie enters upon every scene 
of humble city-life and family affection, make us in 
love with human nature in situations and under cir¬ 
cumstances rarely penetrated by the light of imagi¬ 
nation. He is a sort of discoverer in the moral wond, 
and has found an El Dorado in the outskirts and 
byways of humanity where previous explorers saw 
little but dirt and ashes, and could not gather a 
single flower. This i« the triumph of genius, as bene¬ 
ficial as it is brilliant and irresistible. 

It will be remarked that a large proportion of the 
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novelists of tills period are ladies. ‘ There are some 
things/ says a periodical critic,‘ which women do 
better than men, and of these, perhaps, novel-writ¬ 
ing is one. Naturally endowed with greater delicacy 
Of taste and feeling, with a moral sense not blunted 
and debased by those contaminations to which men 
are exposed, leading lives rather of observation than 
of action, with leisure to attend to the minutiae of 
conduct and more subtle developments of character, 
they are peculiarly qualified for the task of exhibit- | 
•ing faithfully and pleasingly the various phases of j 
domestic life, and those varieties which chequer the 
surface of society. Accordingly, their delineations, 1 
though perhaps less vigorous than those afibrded by \ 
the other sex, are distinguished, for the most part, 
by greater fidelity and consistency, a more refined ; 
and happy discrimination, and, we must also add, a ! 
more correct estimate of right and wrong. In works ; 
which come from a female pen, we are seldom 
offended by tlsose moral monstrosities, those fantas¬ 
tic perversions of principle, whiclf are too often to 
be met with in the fictions which have been written j 
by men. Women %rc less stilted in their style; j 
they are more content to describe naturally what | 
they have observed, without attempting the intr^-; 
ductionouf thostv extraneous ornaments which are 
sometimes sought at the expense of truth. They are 
less ambitious, and are therefore more just; they 
are far more exempt front that prevailing literary 
vice of the present day, exaggeration, and have not 
taken their stand among the feverish followers of 
what may be called the intense style of writing; a j 
style mticli praised by those who inquire only if a j 
work is calculated to make a strong impression, and j 
omit entirely the mere important question, whether 
that impression be founded on truth or on delusion. 
Hence the agonies and convulsions, and dreamy 
rhapsodies, and heated exhibitions of stormy pas¬ 
sions, in which several of our writers have lately 
indulged. Imagination has been flattered into a self- 
sufficient abandonment of its alliance with judgment, 
to which disunion it is ever least prone where it has 
most real power; and “ fine creations" (well so called, 
as being unlike anything previously existing in na¬ 
ture) have been lauded, in spite of their internal 
falsity, as if they were of more value than the most 
accurate delineations of that world which we see 
around us.’* # 

FRANCES BURNEY (MADAME d’ARBLAy). 

Frances Burney, authoress of Evelina and Cecilia, 
was the wonder and delight of the generation of 
novel readers succeeding that of Fielding and 
Smollett, and she has maintained her popularity 
better than most secondary witters of fiction. Her 
name has been lately revived hv the publication of 
her Diary anti Letters, containing some clever 
sketches of society and manners, notices of the 
court of George III., and anecdotes of Johnson, 
Burke, Reynolds, &c. Miss Burney was the second 
daughter of Dr Burney, author of the History of 
Music. She was born at Lynn-Iiegis, in the county 
; of Norfolk, on the 13th of June 1752. Her father 
, was organist in Lynn, but in 17G0 he removed to 
i London (where he had previously resided), and 
i numbered among liis familiar friends and visiters 
! David Garrick, Sir Robert Strange the engraver, 
the poets Mason and Armstrong, Barry the painter, 
and other persons distinguished in art and literature. 
Such society must have had a highly beneficial effect 
on his family, and accordingly we find they all made 
themselves distinguished: one son rose to be an 

* Edinburgh Review for 1630. 


admiral; the second son, Charles Barney, became a 
celebrated Greek scholar; both the daughters wero 
novelists.* Fanny was long held to be a sdi of 
prodigy. At eight years of age she did not even 
know her letters, but she was shrewd and obser¬ 
vant. At fifteen she had written several tales, was 
a great reader, and even a critic. Her authorship 
was continued in secret, her sister only being aware 



Frances Harney. 


of the circumstance. In this way, it is said, she 
had composed * Evelina’when she was only seven¬ 
teen. The novel, however, was not published till 
January 1778, when ‘little Fanny’ was in her 
twenty-sixth year; and the wonderful precocity of 
‘Miss in her teens’may be dismissed as at least 
doubtful. The work was offered Jo Podsley the 
publisher, but rejected, as the worthy bibliopole 
‘declined looking at anything anonymous.’ An¬ 
other bookseller, named Lowndes, agreed to publish 
it, and gave £20 for the manuscript. Evelina, or a 
Young Lady's Entrance into the World , soon became 
the talk of* the town. Dr Burney, in the fulness of 
his heart, told Mrs Tlirale that ‘ our Fanny’ was the 
author, and Dr Johnson protested to Mrs Thrale 
that there were passages in it which might do 
honour to Richardson ! Alisa Burney was invited 
to Streatliam, the country residence of the Thrales, 
and there she met Johnson and his illustrious band 
of friends, of whom we have ample notices in the 
Diary. Wherever she went, to London, Bath, or 
Tunbridge, ‘Evelina’ was the theme of praise, and 
Miss Burney the happiest of authors. In 1782 ap¬ 
peared her second work, ‘Cecilia,’ which is more 
highly finished than ‘Evelina/ but less rich in comic 
characters and dialogue. Miss Burney having gone 
to reside for a short time with Mrs Delunv, a vener¬ 
able lady, the friend of Swift, once connected with 


* Rear-Admiral James Burney accompanied Captain Cook 
111 two of Uia voyages, and was author of a History of Voyage* 
of Discovery, 5 voU. quarto, and an Account of the Russian 
Eastern Voyages. He died In 1020. Dr Charles Burney vrote 
several critical work, on U.e Or*k classic. 
of Lincoln, and one of tho king's chaplains. After his death, 
in 1817, tho valuable library of tins great scholar was pur¬ 
chased by government for the British Museum. 
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the court, and who now lived on a pension from 
their majesties at Windsor, was introduced to the 
king and queen, and speedily became a favourite, 
The result was, that in 1786 our authoress was ap 
pointed second keeper of the robes to Queer 
Charlotte, with a salary of £200 a-year, a footman 
apartments in the palace, and a coach between liei 
and her colleague. The situation was only a sort 
t of splendid slavery. ‘I was averse to the union, 
said Miss Burney, ‘ and I endeavoured to escape it 
but my friends interfered—they prevailed—and tin 
knot is tied.’ The queen appears to have been i 
kind and considerate mistress; but the stiff etiquette 
! and formality of the court, and the unremitting atten 
! tion which its irksome duties required, rendered th< 
j situation peculiarly disagreeable to one who had been 
! so long flattered and courted by the brilliant society 
of her day. Her colleague, Mrs Schwellenberg, a 
coarse-minded, jealous, disagreeable German favour¬ 
ite, was also a perpetual source of annoyance ti 
j her; and poor Fanny” at court was worse off than 
her heroine Cecilia was in choosing among her 
guardians. Her first official duty was to mix 
the queen’s snuff, and keep her box always re¬ 
plenished, after which she was promoted to the 
great business of tlie toilet, helping her majesty off 
and on with her dresses, and being in strict attend¬ 
ance from six or seven in the morning til! twelve at 
night! From this grinding and intolerable destiny 
Miss Burney was emancipated by her marriage, in 
1793, with a French refugee officer, the Count 
D’Arblay. She then resumed her pen, and in 1795 
produced a tragedy', entitled Edwin and Elgitha , 

I which w r as brought out at Drury Lane, and pos- 
! sessed at least one novelty—there were three bishops 
among the dramatis persenue. Mrs Siddons per¬ 
sonated the heroine, but in the dying scene, where 
the lady is brought from behind a hedge to expire 
before the audience, and is afterwards carried once 
more to the back of the hedge, the house was con¬ 
vulsed with laughter! ller next effort was her novel 
of Camilla, which she published by subscription, 
and realised by it no less than three thousand 
guineas. Iu 1802 Madame D’Arblay accompanied 
her husband to-Paris. The count joined the army 
of Napoleon, and his w ife w as forced to remain in 
France till 1812, when she returned and purchased, 
from the proceeds of her novel, a small but handsome 
villa, named Camilla Cottage. Her success in 
prose fiction urged her to another trial, and in 1814 
she produced The Wanderer , a tedious talc in live 
volumes, which had no other merit than that of 
bringing the authoress the large sum of XI500. 
The only other literary labour of Madame D’Arblay 
was a memoir of her father, Dr Burney, published 
in 1832. Her husband and her son (the Rev. A. 
D’Arblay of Camden Town chapel, near London) 
both predeceased in-r—the former in 1818, and the 
latter in 1837. Three years after this last melan¬ 
choly bereavement, Madame D’Arblay herself paid 
the debt of nature, dying at Bath in January 1840, 
at the great age of eighty-eight. Her Diary and 
Letters, edited by her niece, were published in 1842 
in five volumes. If judiciously condensed, this w ork 
would have been both entertaining and valuable; 
but at least one half of it is filled with small unim¬ 
portant details and private gossip, and the self-ad- 
miring weakness of the authoress shines out in 
almost every page. The early novels of Miss 
Burney form the most pleasing memorials of her 
name and history. In them we see her quick in 
discernment, lively in invention, and inimitable, in 
her own way, in portraying the humours and oddities 
of English society. Her good sense and correct 
feeling are more remarkable than her passion. Her 


love scenes are prosaic enough, but in ‘showing 
up’ a party of ‘ vulgarly genteel’ persons, painting 
the characters in a drawing-room, or catching the ! 
follies and absurdities that float on the surface of 
fashionable society, she lias rarely been equalled. 
She deals with the palpable and familiar; and though 
society has changed since the time of‘Evelina,* and 
the glory of Eanelagh and Mary-le-bone Gardens 
has departed, there is enough of real life in her 
personages, and real morality in her lessons, to in¬ 
terest, amuse, and instruct. Her sarcasm, drollery,- 
and broad humour, must always be relished. 

[J Game of Highway Robbery.'] 

[From * Evelina.'J 

When wc had been out near two hours, tu ,d expected 
every moment to stop at the place of our destination, 

I observed that Lady Howard’s servant, who attended 
us on horseback, vode on forward till "be waw out of 
sight, and soon after returning, came up to the chariot 
window, and delivering a note to Madame Duval, 
said he had met a boy who was just coming with it to 
Howard Grove, from the clerk of Mr Tv re 11. 

** M hile she was reading it, he rule round to the j 
other window, and, making a sign for secrecy, put into 
ny hand a slip of paper on which was writteA, 4 What¬ 
ever happens, be not alarmed, for you arc safe, though 
you endanger till mankind !’ 

I readily imagined that Sir Clement must be the 
author of this nute, which prepared me to expect some 
disagreeable adventure : but 1 had no time to ponder 
upon it, tor Madame Duval had no sooner read her 
own letter, than, in tin angry tone of voice, she ex¬ 
claimed, 4 Why, now, what a thing is this; here we’re 
come all this way for nothing!’ 

She then gave me the note, which informed her that 
she need not trouble herself to go to Mr Tyrol Fa, as 
the prisoner had had the address to esntj**. I con¬ 
gratulated her upon this fortunate incident ; hut she 
was so much concerned at having rode so Jar in vain, 
hat she seemed less pleaded than provoked. However, 
he ordered the man to make wimt haste he could 
home, us «he ho|»ed at least to return before the cap- 
ain should huspect what had passed. 

The carriage turned about, and we journeyed *<> : 
quietly for near an hour that I began to Matter iny- 
wlf we should he suffered to proceed tv Howard Drove 
without further molestation, when, suddenly, the , 
>otman called out, ‘John, are we going right V 
‘ Why, i ain't sure,’ said the coachman ; ‘ hut I’m 
fifraid we turned wrong.’ 

4 What do you mean by that, sirrah?' said Madame 
hival ; 4 why, if you lose your wav, we shall he all in 
he dark.’ 

‘ I think we shouhVturn to the left,’ said the foot- 
man. 

‘To the left!’ answered the other; ‘No, no; I’m 
iretty sure we should turn to the right.’ 

‘ \ ou had better make some inquiry,’ said I. 

‘ Met foi , ’ cried Madame Duval, ‘ we’re in a fine 
lole here ; they neither of them know no more than i 
die post. However, I’ll tell my lady as sure as you’re 
>orn, so you’d better find the way.’ 

‘ Let’s try this road,’ Haiti the footman. 

* No/ said the coachman, 4 that’s the road to Can¬ 
terbury ; we had best go straight on/ 

* V\ hy, that’s the direct London road/ returned 
he footman, ‘ and will lead us twenty miles about.’ 

* Partiir* cried Madame Duval ; * why, they wont 
?o one way nor t’other ; and, now we*re come all 
-his jaunt for nothing, I suppose we shan’t get home 
o night/ 

‘ Let’* go back to the public-house,’ said the foot* 
ai., and a«k for a guide.’ 
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*No, no,* said the other; 4 if we stay here a few 
minutes, somebody or other will pass by; and the 
horses are almost Knocked up already.’ 

* Well, I protest/ cried Madame Duval, ‘ I*d give a 
guinea to see them sots horse-whipped. As sure as 
I’m alive they’re drunk. Ten to one but they’ll 
overturn us next.’ 

After much debating they at length agreed to go 
on till we came to some inn, or met with a passenger 
who could direct us. We soon arrived at a small 
lann-house, and the footman alighted and went 
into it. 

In a few minutes he returned, and told us we might 
proceed, for that he had procured a direction. * But,’ 
added he, ‘ it seems there are some thieves hereabouts, 
and so the best way will be for you to leave your 
watches and purses with the farmer, whom I know very 
well, and Wio is an honest man, and a tenant of my 
lady’s.’ 

‘Thieves!’ <yied Madame Duval** looking Aghast; 
‘the Lord help us! I’ve no doubt b%t we shall be all 
murdered !’ 

The farmer came Jo us, and we gave him all we 
were worth, and the servants followed our example. 
We then proceeded, and Madame Duval’s anger so 
entirely |pbsidcd^hat, in the mildest manner imagin¬ 
able, she in treated them to make haste, and promised 
to tell their lady how diligent and obliging they had 
been. She perpetually stopped them to ask if they 
apprehended any danger, and was at length so much 
ovcr|Hiwered by her feat's, that she made the footman 
fasten his horse to the back of the carriage, and then 
Come and seat himself within it. My endeavours to 
encourage her wen' fruit lest ; she sat in the middle, 
held the man by the arm, and protested that if he did 
but nave her life, she would make his fortune. Her 
uneasiness gave me much concern, and it wan with 
the utmost difficulty 1 forbore to acquaint her that 
she was imposed upon ; but the mutual fear of the 
captain’s resentment to me, and of her own to him, 
neither of which would have any moderation, deterred 
me. As to the footman, lie was evidently in torn.ro 
from restraining Lis laughter, and 1 observed that he j 
was frequently obliged to make most horrid grimaces j 
from pretended fear, in order to conceal his risibi- 
lity. I 

Very soon after, ‘ The robbers are coining!’ cried the ' 
coachman. 

The fot>tma!i*npcned the jioor, and jumped out of 
the chariot. 

Madame Duval gave a loud scream. 

1 could no longer preserve my silence. ‘For heaven’s 
sake, my dear madam/ said 1 T ‘don’t be alarmed ; 
you are in no danger ; you are quite safe ; then' is 
nothing but-’ 

Here the chariot was stopped by two men in masks, 
who at each side put in theirhands, as if for our 
purses. Madame Duval sunk to the bottom of the 
chariot, and implored their mercy. I shrieked in¬ 
voluntarily, although prepared for the attack : one of 
them held me font, while the other tore poor Madame 
Duval out of the carriage, in spite of her cries, threats, 
and resistance. 

I was really frightened, and trembled exceedingly. 

1 My angel !’ cried the man who held me, ‘ you cannot 
surely be alarmed. Do you not know me? I shall 
hold myself in eternal abhorrence if 1 have really 
terrified you.’ 

‘ Indeed, Sir Clement, you have/ cried I ; * but, for 
heaven’s sake, where is Madame Duval l —why is she 
forced away V 

* She is perfectly safe; tho captain has her in 
charge ; but suffer ine now, my adored Miss Anville, 
to tako the only opportunity that is allowed me to 
•peak upon another, a much dearer, much sweeter 
subject/ 


And then he hastily came into the chariot, and 
seated himself next to me. I would fain have disen¬ 
gaged rnyself from him, but he would not let me. 
4 Deny me not, most charming of women/ cried he — 
‘ deny me not this only moment lent me to pour 
forth my soul into your gentle ears, to tell you how 
much 1 suffer from your absence, how much I dread 
your displeasure, and how cruelly I am affected by 
your coldness!’ 

4 Oh, sir, this is no time for such language; pray, 
leave me ; pray, go to the relief of Madame Duval ; I 
cannot bear that she should be treated with such in¬ 
dignity/ .* 

‘And will you—can you command rny absence! 
When may I speak to you, if not now?—does the 
captain sutler me to breathe a moment out of his ght ? 
—and are not a thousand impertinent people for ever 
at your elbow ?’ 

‘ Indeed, Sir Clement, you must change your style, 
or I will not hear you. The imjiertiuent people you 
mean are among my bent friends, and you would not, 
if you really wished me well, speak of them so disre¬ 
spectful K.’ 

‘ Wish you well ! Oh, Miss ‘nville, point but out 
to me how in what manner I may convince you of 
the fervour of rny passion—tell me but what services 
you will accept from me, and you shall find my life, 
my fortune, my whole soul at your devotion/ 

| ‘ I want nothing, sir, that you can offer. I beg you 

j not to talk to rne so—so strangely. Pray, leave me ; 
j and pray, unsure yourself you cannot take any method 
so successless to show anv regard for me as entering 
into schemes so frightful to Madame Duval, and so 
disagreeable to myself.’ 

‘ The scheme wa^ the captain’s ; I even opposed it ; 
though I own 1 co.'M not refuse myself the so long 
wished-for happiness of speaking to you once .uore 
without so many of—your friends to watch v.e. And 
I had flattered myself that the note I charged the 
footman to give you would have prevented the alarm 
you have received/ 

4 Well, sir, you have now, I hope, said enough ; and 
if you will not go yourself to seek for Madame Duval, 
at least suffer me to inquire what is become of her/ 

‘ And when may I speak to you again V 

4 No matter when ; 1 don’t know ; perhaps-’ 

‘ Perhaps what, my angel V 
4 Perhaps never, sir, if you torment me thus/ 

4 Never ! Oh, Miss Anville, how cruel, ho*v piercing 
to my soul is that icy word! Indeed 1 cannot endure 
such displeasure.’ 

4 Then, sir, you must not provoke it. Pray, leave 
me directly.* 

4 I will, madam ; but let me at least make a merit 
of my obedience— allow' me to hop© that you will in 
future be less avor-e to trusting yourself for a few 
moments alone with me.* 

1 was surprised at the freedom of this request; but 
while 1 hesitated how to answer it, the other mask 
came up to the chariot door, and in a voice almost 
stifled with laughter, said, ‘ I’ve done for her! The old 
buck is safe; but we must sheer off directly, or we 
shall be all a-ground.’ 

Sir Clement instantly left me, mounted his horse, 
and rode oft*. The captain having given some direc¬ 
tions to his servants, followed him. 

I was both uneasy and impatient to know the fate 
of Madame Duval, and immediately got out of the 
chariot to seek her. I desired the footman to show 
me which way she was gone ; he pointed with his 
finger, by way of answer, and I saw that he dared not 
trust his voice to make any other. I walked on at a 
very quick pace, and soon, to my great consternation, 
erceived the poor lady seated upright in a ditch. I 
ew to her, with unfeigned concern at her situation. 
She was sobbing, nay, almost roaring, and in the ut- 
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most agony of rage and terror. As soon as she saw 
me, ehe redoubled her cries, but her voice was so 
broken, I could not understand a word she said. I 
was so much shocked, that it was with difficulty I 
forbore exclaiming against the cruelty of the captain 
for thus wantonly ill-treating her, and 1 could not 
forgive myself for having passively suffered the de¬ 
ception. I used my utmost endeavours to comfort 
her, assuring her of our present safety, and begging 
her to rise and return to the chariot. 

Almost bursting with passion, she pointed to her 
feet, and with frightful violence she actually beat the 
ground with her Viands. 

I then saw that her feet were tied together with a 
strong rope, which was fastened to the upper branch 
of a tree, even with a hedge which ran along the 
ditch where she sat. I endeavoured to untie the 
knot, but soon found it was infinitely beyond my 
strength. I was therefore obliged to apply to the 
footman ; but being very unwilling to add to bis 
mirth bv the sight of Madame Duval's situation, 1 
desired &im to lend me a knife. I returned with it, 
and cut the rope. Her feet were soon disentangled, 
and then, though with great difficulty, 1 assisted her 
to rise. But what was my astonishment when, the 
moment she was up, she hit me a violent slap on the 
face! I retreated from her with precipitation and 
dread, and she then loaded me with reproaches which, 
though almost unintelligible, convinced me that she 
imagined I had voluntarily deserted her; but she 
seemed not to lnivo the slightest suspicion that she 
had not been attacked by real robbers. 

I was so much surprised and confounded at tbc 
blow, that for .some time I suffered her to rave without 
making any answer ; but her extreme agitat'*'** 

suffering soon dispelled my a 1 *' e», which all turned 
into compassion. I the * told her that I had been 
forcibly detained from following her, and assured her 
of my real sorrow »t her ill-usage. 

She began to be somewhat appeased, and I again 
iutreated her to return to the carriage, or give me 
leave to order that it should draw up to the place 
where we stood. She made no answer, till I told her 
that the longer we remained still, the greater would 
be the danger of our ride home. Struck with thi* 
hint, she suddenly, and with booty steps, moved 
forward. 

Her dress was iu such disorder that I was quite 
sorry to have her figure exposed to the servants, who 
all of them, in imitation of their master, hold her iu 
derision ; however, the disgrace was unavoidable. 

The ditch, happily, was almost dry, or she must 
have suffered still more seriously; yet so forlorn, 
ao miserable a figure, 1 never before saw. Iler head¬ 
dress had fallen off; her linen was torn ; her negligee 
had not a pin left in it; her petticoats she was obliged 
I to hold on; and her shoes were perpetually slipping 
off. She was covered with dirt, weeds, and filth, and 
j her face was r rril.de, for the pomatum and 

powder from be. . and the dust from the road, 
were quite pasted on her skin by her tears, which, 
with her rouge, made so frightful a mixture that she 
hardly looked human. 

The servants were ready to die with laughter the 
moment they saw her; but not all my remonstrances 
could prevail on her to get into the carriage till 
she had most vehemently reproached them both for 
not rescuing her. The footman,fixing his eyes on the 
ground, a a if fearful of again trusting himself to look 
at her, protested that the robbers avowed they would 
shoot him if he moved an inch, and that one of them 
had stayed to watch the chariot, while the other 
carried her off; adding, that the reason of their be¬ 
having so barbarously, was to revenge our having 
secured our purses. Notwithstanding her anger, she 
gave immediate credit to what he said, and really 


imagined that her want of money had irritated the 
pretended robbers to treat her with such cruelty. I 
determined, therefore, to be carefully on my guard, 
not to betray the imposition, which could now answer 
no other purpose than occasioning an irreparable 
breach between her and the captain. 

Just as we were seated in the chariot, she discovered 
the loss which her head had sustained, and called out, 

4 My Hod! what is become of my hair ? Why, the 
villain has stole all my curls !* 

She then ordered the man to run and see if he could* 

I find any of them in the ditch. He went, and pro 
! senjly returning, produced a great quantity of hair in 
! such a nasty condition, that I was amazed she would 
! take it; and the man, as he delivered it to her, found 
! it impossible to keep bis countenance; which she no 
sooner observed, than all her stormy passions were 
again raised. She flung the battered curl.*in bis face, 
saving, ‘ Sirrah, what do y«»u grin for ( I wish you’d 
been served so yourself, and you wouldn't have found 
it no such joke ; you are the inu»udent|^,fVlU>w ever 
I sec, and if 1 find you dare gftttT5fm?e any more, 1 
shall make no ceremony of boxing your ears/ 

Satisfied with the threat, the man hastily retired, 
and we drove on. 

[Miifs Purnrif rj jJaim to Kiny (koryt ///. the cimun- 
btanct* attend iny the composition of* Ellina'] 

The king went up to the table, and looked at a book 
of prints, from Claude Lorraine, which had been 
brought down fi>r Miss Dewes ; but Mrs Del any, by 
mistake, told h ;r,i C*'*;* »uc. He turned over 

r }•>»*’... and then said — 

‘ Bruy, does Miss Burney draw too/ 

The too was pronouneed very civilly, 
j * I believe not, sir,' answered Mrs Delitny ; 1 at leant 
I she does not tell/ 

J ‘Oh,’ cried he, laughing, ‘that’s nothing; she is 
not apt to tell ; >he never does tell, >ou km»w. Her 
j father told me that himself, He told me the whole 
history of her “ Kveliim.” And 1 shall never forget 
his face when he spoke of his feelings nt first taking 
up the book ; he looked quite frightened, just a* if he 
was doing it that moment. I never can forget hi* 
face while I live/ 

Then coming up close to me, be said, * But what! 
what! how was it V 

‘.Sir,’ cried I, not wclleunderatandixfgr him. 

‘ IJnw came you— how happened it—what—whatl* 

‘ I—I only wrote, sir, for my own amusement-only 
in some odd idle hours/ 

* But your publishing—your printing—how wa» 
that / 

‘ That was only, sir—only because-’ 

I hesitated most abominably, not knowing how to 
tell him a long storv* and growing terribly confused 
at these questions; besides, to say the truth, his own 
‘what! what?’ so reminded me of those vile Proba¬ 
tionary Odes, that, in the midst of nil my flutter, I 
was really hardly aide to keep my countenance. 

The what! was then repeated, with so came#! a look, ; 
that, forced to say something, I stammeringly an¬ 
swered, 4 1 thought, sir, it would look very well in j 
print/ j 

1 do really flatter myself this is the sillieKt speech J 
I ever made. I am quite provoked with myself for ! 
it; but a fear of laughing made me eager to utter j 
anything, and by no means conscious, till I had 
spoken, of what 1 was saying. 

He laughed very heartily himself—well he might--* 
and walked away to enjoy it, crying out, ‘ Very fair 

indeed ; that’s being very fair an<_ ‘_ / 

Then returning to me again, he said, ‘But yottr 
fat her—how came you jiot to show him what you 
wrote V 
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* I was too much ashamed of it, sir, seriously.* 
Literal truth that, I am sure. 

‘And how did he find it out!’ 

‘ 1 don’t know myself, sir. He never would tell 
me.* 

Literal truth again, my dear father, as you can 
testify. 

* But how did you get it printed V 

‘ 1 sent it, sir, to a bookseller my father never ern- 
j ployed, and that I nover had seen myself, Mr Lowndes, 

; in full hope that by that means he never would hear 
of it.* 

* But how could you manage that!’ 

1 By means of a brother, sir. 5 * 

*0, you confided in a brother then V 

* Yes, sir—that is* for the publication.’ 

* What entertainment you must have had from 
I hearing people’s conjectures before you were known! 

Do you remember any of them V 
‘ Yes, sir, mfttiy.’ 

* And what t * 

* I heard that Mr Barctti laid a wager it was written 
by a man ; for no w<*mn, be said, couid have kept 
her own counsel.’ 

This diverted him extremely. • 

4 But Ifrov whs it,’ Ik* continued, you thought most 
likely for your father to discover v>u V 

‘Sometimes, sir, I have supposed I must have dropt 
some of the manuscript; sometime*, that one of my 
sifters betrayed me.’ 

4 O, y<mr sister ? what! not your brother !’ 

4 No, sir, he could not, fur- ’ 

I was going on, hut he laughed s<> much I could not 
be heard, exclaiming, 4 Vastly v. ell ! I ‘•ee you are of 
Mr Buretti’s mind, and think your brother could keep 
your secret and mu your sister. Well, but,’ cried he, 
presently, 4 how w;e it first known to you you were 
betray*d V 

4 By a letter, sir, from another sister. I was very- 
ill, ami in the country ; and she wrote me woid that 
my father had taken up n review, in which the 1 'k 
was mentioned, and had put his finger upon its name, 
and said, 4 * Contrive to get that book for me.’” 

4 And when he got it,’ nn d the king, 4 he told me 
he was afraid of looking at it, and never can I forget 
his face when he mentioned his tir<t opening it. But 
you have not kept your pen unemployed all this 
time V m 

4 Indeed I hare, sir.* 

'Hut why!* 

4 I — I believe I have exhausted myself, sir.’ 

He laughed aloud at this, and went and told it to 
Mrs Del any, civilly treating a plain fact as a mere 
bun mot. 

Then returning to me again, he said more seriously, 
* But you have not dutcTininedaagainst writing any 
more ! f 

I 'N-o, sir,’ 

‘ 4 You have made no vow— no real resolution of that 

sort !’ 

j 4 No, sir.’ 

I 4 You only wait for inclination V 
! How admirably Mr Cambridge’s speech might have 
! come in here. 

I ‘No, sir.* 

| A very civil little bow spoke him pleased with this 
j answer, and he went again to the middle of the room, 
where ho chiefly stood, and, addressing us in general, 
talked upon the different motives of writing, conclud¬ 
ing with, 4 1 believe there is no constraint to be put 
upon real genius; nothing but inclination can set it 
to work. Miss Burney, however, knows best.* And 
then hastily returning to me, he cried, 4 What! 
what !* 

1 No, sir, I—I—believe not, certainly,’ quoth I very 
awkwardly, for I seemed taking a violent compliment 


only as my due ; but I knew not how to put him oif 
as I would another person. 

Sarah Harriet Burnet, half-sister to Madame 
D’Arblay, is authoress of several novels, Geraldine , 
Fnvconbrrg , Country Neighbours , & c. This lady has 
copied the style of her relative, but has not her raci¬ 
ness of humour, or power of painting the varieties 
of the human species. 

WILLIAM BECK LORD. 

In 1784 there appeared, originally in French , the 
rich oriental story entitled Vathek : an Arabian Tale . 
An English edition (somewhat chastened r its 
colouring) was afterwards issued I v the author, and 
has passed through many editions. Byron praises 
the work for its correctness of costume, beauty of de¬ 
scription, and power of imagination. 4 As an Eastern 
tale,’ lie says, 4 even liasselas must bow before 
it: his Ilappv Valiev will not bear a comparison 
witli the Hall of Eblis.’ It would be difficult to 
institute a comparison betweer scenes so very dis¬ 
similar—almost as different as the garden of Eden 
from Pandemonium; but 4 Vathek’ seems to Imre 
powerfully impressed the youthful fancy of Byron. 
It contains some minute Eastern painting and cha¬ 
racters (a Giaour being of the number), uniting 
energy and fire with voluptuousness, such as Byron 
loved to draw. The Caliph Vathek, who had 4 sul¬ 
lied himself with a thousand crimes,’ like the Cor¬ 
sair, is a magnificent Childo Harold, and may have 
suggested the character. 

William Beckford, the author of this remark - 
able work, still lives. He lias had as great a passion 
for building towers as the caliph himself, and botli 
his fortune and bis genius have something of oriental 
splendour about them. His father, Alderman Beck- 
ford of Fonthill, was leader of the city of London 
opposition in the stormy times of Wilkes, Chatham, 
and the American discontents. lie is celebrated for 
having In arded King George ITT. on his throne on 
the occasion of presenting a petition and remon¬ 
strance to his majesty while holding the office of 
lord-mayor of the city. Shortly after this memor¬ 
able exploit Mr Beckford died (dune 21st, 1770), 
and the city voted a statue to his memory in Guild¬ 
hall, and ordered that the speech he had delivered 
to the king should bo engraved on the pedestal! 
Ilis only son and heir, the author of 4 Vathek,’ was 
then a boy, distinguished by the favour and affection 
of the Earl of Chatham, lie succeeded to the estate 
of Fonthill, to a valuable West Indian property, and 
a fortune, it is said, of more than £ 100,000 per an¬ 
num. At the age of eighteen he published Biogra¬ 
phical Memoirs of Ertraordinnnj Painters, a work 
satirising some English artists under feigned names. 
In 1780 he made a tour to the continent, which 
formed the subject of a series of letters, picturesque 
and poetical, since published under the title of Italy , 
with Sketches of Spain and Portugal. The high-bred 
ease, voluptuousness, and classic taste of some of 
these descriptions and personal adventures, have a 
striking and unique effect. On his return to Eng¬ 
land, Mr Beckford sat for the borough of Ilindon in 
several parliaments. lie afterwards went to Por¬ 
tugal, and purchasing an estate nfc Cintra— that 
‘glorious Eden’ of the south—he built himself a 
palace for a residence. 

There thou, too, Vathek I England’s wealthiest sen, 

Once formed thy paradise, as not aware 

When wanton Wealth her mightiest deeds hath 
done, 

Meek Peace voluptuous lures was ever Wont to shun* 
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Here didst thou dwell, here schemes of pleasure plan 

Beneath yon mountain’s ever-beauteous brow : 

But now, as if a thing unblest by man, 

Thy fairy dwelling is as lone as thou I 

Here giant weeds a passage scarce allow 

To halls deserted, portals gaping wide ; 

Fresh lessons to the thinking bosom, how 

Vain are the nleasaunces on earth supplied ; 

Swept into wrecks anon by Time’s ungentle tide. 

Childt Harold , Canto I. 

Mr Beckford has left a literary memorial of his 
residence in Portugal in liis Recollections of an Ex¬ 
cursion to the Monasteries of Alcobafa and Ratal ha, 
published in 183f>. The excursion was made in 
June 1794, at the desire of the prince regent of Por¬ 
tugal. The monastery of Alcoba^a was the grandest 
ecclesiastical edifice in that country, with paintings, 
antique tombs, and fountains ; the noblest architec¬ 
ture, in the finest situation, and inhabited by monks 
who lived like princes. The whole of these sketches 
are interesting, and present a gorgeous picture of 
ecclesiastical pomp and wealth. Air Beckford and 
his friends were conducted to the kitchen by the 
abbot, in his costume of High Almoner of Portugal, 
that they might see what preparations had l»een 
made to regale them. The kitchen was worthy of 
a Vathek! ‘Through the centre of the immense 
and nobly-groined hull, not less than sixty feet in 
diameter, ran a brisk rivulet of the clearest water, 
containing every sort and size of the finest river fish. 
On one side loads of game and venison were heajfcd 
up; on the other vegetables and fruits in endless 
variety. Beyond a long line of stores, extended a 
row of ovens, and close to them hillocks of wheaten 
flour whiter than snow, rocks of sugar, jars of the 
purest oil, and pastry in vast abundance, which a 
numerous tribe of lay brothers and their attendants 
were rolling out, and puffing up into a hundred dif¬ 
ferent shapes, singing all the while as blithely as 
larks in a corn-field.’ Alas! this regal splendour is 
all gone. The magnificent monastery of Aleobaca 
was plundered and given to the flames by the French 
troops under Massena in 1811. After leaving Cin- 
tra, Mr Beckfoftl took up his abode on his paternal 
estate in England, and for twenty years employed 
himself in rearing the magnificent but unsubstantial 
Gothic structure known as Fonthill Abbey, and in 
embellishing the surrounding grounds. The latter 
were laid out in the most exquisite style of landscape- 
gardening, aided by the natural inequality and 
beauty of the ground, and enriched by a lake and 
fine sylvan scenery. One grand tower of the ah lay 
(of disproportioned height, for it afterwards tumbled 
down a mighty ruin) occupied the owners care and 
anxiety for years. The structure was like a romance. 

‘ On one occasion, when this luf^y tower was pushing 
its crest towar -wn, an elevated part of it 
caught fire, and was destroyed. The sight was 
sublime; and wc have heard that it was a spectacle 
which the owner of the mansion enjoyed with as 
much composure as if the flames had not been de¬ 
vouring what it would cost a fortune to repair. 
The building was carried on by him with an energy 
and enthusiasm of which duller minds can hardly 
form a conception. At one period every cart arid 
wagon in the district were pressed into the service, 
though all the agricultural labour of the country 
stood still At another, even the royal works of 
St George’s chapel, Windsor, were abandoned, that 
460 men might be employed night and day on 
Fonthill Abbey. These men were made to relieve 
each other by regular watches; and during the 
longest and darkest nights of winter, the astonished 
traveller might see the tower rising under their 


hands, the trowel and torch being associated for that 
purpose. This must have had a very extraordinary 
appearance; and we are told that it was another of 
those exhibitions which Mr Beckford was fond of 
contemplating. He is represented as surveying the 
work thus expedited, the busy levy of masons, the 
high and giddy dancing of the lights, and the strange 
effects produced upon the architecture and woods 
below, from one of the eminences in the walks, and 
wasting the coldest hours of December darkness in. 
feasting his sense with this display of almost super¬ 
human power.’* These details are characteristic of 
theT author of * Vathek,’ and form an interesting il- I 
lustration of fils peculiar taste and genius. In 1822 jf 
—satiated with the treasures around him, and dc- i| 
siring fresh excitement—Mr Beckford sold his 1 
mansion and grounds at Fonthill, and yemoved to j 
Bath. ‘To realise the dreams and fictions of his 
fancy,’it has been truly said, 4 seems to have been jj 
the main purport* of Mr Beokford’s li{p ; for this he , 
commanded his fairy palace to glitter amid the 
orange groves, and palms, and aloes of Ointra—for 1 
this he crowned the Wiitshift hills with his rich 
monastic turrets—for this, in later days, be has 
pkieed his airy coronet on the turryted brow of the ; 
city of Bladud—for this he collected in his romance 
of Vathek every gorgeous accumulation of luxury 
and pleasure; and lived in idea among them, since 
a too cruel fate had forbidden him, even with the 
boundless prodigality of his wealth, to equal the son 
of Motassem.’ 

The outline or plot of ‘Vathek’ possesses all the 
wildness of Arabian fiction. The hero is the grand¬ 
son of Ihiroun nl Kaschid {Aaron the Just), whose 
dominions stretched from Africa to India. He is 
fearless, proud, inquisitive, a gourmand, fund of theo¬ 
logical controversy, cruel and magnificent in his 
power as a caliph ; in short, an Eastern Henry VIII. 

He dabbles, moreover, in the occult sciences, and 
interprets the stars and planetary influence* from 
the top of his high tower. In these mysterious arts 
tlie caliph is assisted by his mother, (’arathis, a 
Greek, a woman of superior genius. Their ambi¬ 
tion and guilt render them u prey to a Giaour—u 
supernatural personage, who plays an important 
part in the drama, and hurries the caliph to destruc¬ 
tion. But the character of Vathek, and the splcu- , 
dour of his palaces, is deocrilied with sSch picturesque 
distinctness, that we shall extract some of the open- d 
ing sentences. ; \ 

* Literary fiazette, 1822.—llaxlitt, who visited the spot at 
the Mime time, say*, * J'wnthill Abbey, after being enveloped 
in impenetrable mystery for a length of yean*, hn- ben un¬ 
expectedly thrown open to the vulgar gaze, and ha> lost none 
of itsreputation for magiftttccHec—though perhaps it* visionary 
glory, its classic renown, have vanish- ! fn-m the pubhe mind 
for ever. It h, in a word, a desert of mngni licence, a glittering 
waste of lalKirioUM idleness, a enthidrill turned into a toy-shop, 
an immense museum of all that is most curious and costly, 
and, ut the same time, most worthies*, in the production# of j 
art and nature. Khips of |x-arl and sens of nmUer are *cnreu> a 
fable here—a nautilus's shell, surmounted with n prill triumph 
of Neptune—table# of agate, cabinet# of ebony, nnd precious 
stones, painted windows shedding a gaudy crimson light, 
satin borders, marble flours, and lamps of solid gold—Chinese 
pagodas and IVrwian taj;»e*try—all the splendour of K,demon’* 
temple is displayed to the view In miniature—whatever I* 
far fetched nnd dear-bought, rich in the materials, or rare and 
difficult in the workmanship-hut scarce one genuine work of 
art, one solid proof of taste, one lofty relic of scmtlnwrat nr 
imaginnt ion.' The collection of bijoubrie and article* o# vertu 
was allowed to be almost unprecedented fn extent and value. 

Mr Beckford disposed of Fonthill, in UtiR, to Mr Farqtthnr, a 
gentleman w ho had amassed a fortune Ut India* for £*130,000 
<*r £360,000, the late proprietor retaining only lit* family pic¬ 
tures and a few l»xkk*--GmtUman , s Magaxine, Oct. 1892. 
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[Deeo'iption of ike Caliph VafJielc and his Magnificent 
Palaces .] 

Vathek, ninth caliph of the race of the Abossidcs, 
was the son of MotaMHem, and the grandson of Ilaroun 
al Ilaschid. From an early accession to the throne, 
and the talents he possessed to adorn it, his subjects 
were induced to expect that his reign would be long 
and happy* His figure was pleasing and majestic; 
but when he was angry, one of his eyes became so 
terrible that unperson could bear to behold it; and 
the wretch upon w hom it was fixed instantly fell back¬ 
ward, and sometimes expired. For fear, however, of 
depopulating his dominions, ami making his pahtce 
desolate, he l3ut rarely gave way to his anger. 

Being much addicted to women, and the pleasures 
of the table, he sought by his affability to procure 
agreeable companions; und he succeeded the better 
as his generosity was unbounded and his indulgences 
unrestrained ; for he did not think, with the caliph 
Omar Ben Abjalaziz, that it was accessary to make 
a hell of this world to enjoy paradise in the next. 

He surpassed in magnificence all his predecessors. 
The palace of Alkorcmi, which his lather, Motassem, 
had erected on the hill of Pied Horses, and which 
commanded the whole city of Samarah, was in lys 
idea far*too scaifty ; he added, therefore, five wings, 
or rather other palaces, which he destined for the par¬ 
ticular gratification of each of the senses. In the 
first of these were tables continually covered with 
the most exquisite dainties, which were supplied both 
by night and by day, according to their constant 
consumption ; whilst the most delicious wines, and 
the choicest cordials, flowed forth from a hundred 
fountains that were never exhausted. This palace 
was called The Kternul, or I'usatiating Banquet. 
The second was styled The Temple of Melody, or 
The Nccturof the Soul. It was inhabited by the most 
skilful musicians and admired poets of the time, who 
not only displayed their talent-, within, but, dispers¬ 
ing in bands without, caused every surrounding scene 
to reverlH-’rate their songs, which were contintndly 
varied in the most delightful succession. 

The palace named The Delight of the Kyes, or The 
Support of Memory, was one entire enchantment. 
Rarities, collected from every corner of the earth, 
were there found in such profusion as to dazzle and 
confound, but for the order in which they were ar¬ 
ranged. One gallery exhibited the pictures of the 
celebrated Mam, ami statucAhat seemed to be alive. 
Here a well managed perspective attracted the sight ; 
there 4 the magic of optics agreeably deceived it ; whilst 
the naturalist, on his part, exhibited in their several 
classes the various gifts that Heaven had bestowed on 
our glolie. In a word, Yathek omitted nothing in this 
palace that might gratify the curiosity of those who 
reported to it, although he was •ot able to satisfy his 
own, for of all men he was the most curious. 

The Palace of Perfumes, which was termed likewise 
The Incentive to Pleasure, consisted of various halls, 
where the different perfume* which the earth produces 
were kept perpetually burning in censers of gold. 
Flambeaux and aromatic lamps were here lighted in 
open day. But the too powerful effects of this agree¬ 
able delirium might be alleviated by descending into 
an immense garden, where an assemblage of every 
fragrant flower diffused through the air the purest 
odours. 

The fifth palace, denominated The Retreat of Mirth, 
or The Dangerous, wiuvfrequented by troops of young 
females, beautiful as the Ilouris, and not less seduc¬ 
ing who never failed to receive with caresses all whom 
the caliph allowed to approach them, and enjoy a few 
houra of their company. . 

Notwithstanding the sensuality in which Vathek 
indulged* ho experienced no abatement in the lore of 


his people, who thought that a 'sovereign giving him 
self up to pleasure was as able to govern as one who 
declared himself an enemy to it. But the unquiet 
and impetuous disposition of the caliph would not 
allow him to rest there. He had studied so much for 
his amusement in the lifetime of his father as to ac¬ 
quire a great deal of knowledge, though not a suffi¬ 
ciency to satisfy himself; for he wished to know every¬ 
thing, even sciences that did not exist. He was fond 
of engaging in disputes with the learned, but did not 
allow them to push their opposition with warmth. He 
stopped with presents the mouths of those whose 
mouths could lie stopped ; whilst others, whom his 
liberality was unable to subdue, heVcnt to prison to 
cool their blood—a remedy that often succeeded. 

Vathek discovered also a predilection for theologi¬ 
cal controversy ; but it was not with the orthodox that 
he usually held. By this means he induced the zea¬ 
lots to oppose him, and then persecuted them in re¬ 
turn ; for lie resolved, at any rate, to have reason on 
his side. 

The great prophet, Mahomet, whose vicars the 
caliphs . re. Wield w ith indignation from his abode in 
the seventh heaven the irreligious conduct of such a 
vicegerent. ‘ Let us leave him to himself,* said he to 
the genii, who are always ready to receive his com¬ 
mands ; ‘ let us sec to what lengths his folly and im¬ 
piety will carry him ; if he run into excess, we shall 
know how to chastise him. Assist him, therefore, to 
complete the tower, which, in imitation of Nimrod, 
he hath begun ; not, like that great warrior, to escape 
being drowned, but from the insolent curiosity of 
penetrating the secrets of Heaven : he will not divine 
the fate that awaits him.* 

The genii obeyed ; and, when the workmen had 
raised their structure a cubit in the day time, two 
cubits more were added in the night. The expedition 
with which the fabric arose was not a little flattering 
to the vanity of Yathek : he fancied that even insen¬ 
sible matter showed a forwardness to subserve his de¬ 
signs, not considering that the successes of the foolish 
and wicked form the first rod of their chastisement. 

His pride arrived at its height when, having as¬ 
cended for the first time the fifteen hundred stairs of 
his tower, he cast hi* eyes below, and beheld men not 
larger than pismires, mountains than ♦hells, and cities 
than bee-hives. The idea which such an elevation 
inspired of his own grandeur completely bewildered 
him ; he was almost ready to adore himself, till, lift¬ 
ing his eyes upward, he saw- the stars as high above him 
as they appeared when he stood on the surface of the 
earth. He consoled himself, however, for this intrud¬ 
ing and unwelcome perception of his littleness, with 
the thought of being great in the eyes of others ; and 
flattered himself that the light of his mind would ex¬ 
tend beyond the reach of liis sight, and extort from 
the stars the decrees of his destiny. 

After some horrible sacrifices, related with great 
power, Carathis reads from a roll of parchment an 
injunction that Vathek should depart from his 
palace surrounded by Jill the pageants of majesty, 
and set forw ard on his way to Istakar. ‘ There,* 
added the writing of the mysterious Giaour, * I 
await thy coming: that is the region of wonders: 
there shalt thou receive the diadem of Gian Ben 
Gian, the talismans of Soliman, and the treasures 
of the pre-adamite sultans: there shalt thou be 
solaced with all kinds of delight. But beware how 
thou enterest any dwelling on thy route, or thou 
shalt feel the effects of my anger.’ The degenerate 
commander of the true believers sets off on his 
journey with much pomp. Carathis remains, but 
gives the caliph a series of tablets, fraught with 
supernatural qualities, which he is to consult on all 
emergencies. Vathek, to conciliate the spirits of the 
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subt err ane an palace, resolved that his expedition 
should be uncommonly splendid. ‘ The great stan¬ 
dard of the caliphat was displayed; twenty thousand 
lances shone round it; and the caliph, treading on 
the cloth of gold which had been spread for his feet, 
ascended liis litter amidst the general acclamations 
of his subjects.’ The impious enterprise is inter¬ 
rupted by various portentous omens—by darkness, 
fire, and tempest—and at length the party get be¬ 
wildered among the mountains. The good Emir 
Fakreddin, hearing of their perplexity, sends two 
dwarfs laden with fruit to regale the commander of 
the faithful, ant* invites the expedition to repose in 
his ‘happy valley.’ Vathek consults his tablets, 
which forbid such a visit ; but rather than perish in 
the deserts with thirst, he resolves to go and refresh 
himself in the delicious valley of melons and cucum¬ 
bers. Here the caliph becomes enamoured of the 
emir’s daughter, the lovely Nouronihar, who is be¬ 
trothed to her young cousin, (lulchcurouz. His pas¬ 
sion is returned, and, while luxuriating in the valley, 
screened from the eyes of intruders, listening to the 
voice and lute of Nouronihar, drinking the fragrant 
and delicious wine of Schiraz, ‘ which had In en 
hoarded up in bottles prior to the birth of Mahomet,’ 
or eating manchets prepared by the hands of Non- | 
ronihar, Vathek entirely forgot the object of his j 
expedition, and his desire to visit the palace of tire, j 
Carathis being informed of the fascination which 
detained him, ordered her camel and attendants, j 
and set off for Fakreddin. There she encountered 
her sensual son, and prevailed upon him to continue 
his journey, and complete liis adventure. Nouroni- 
har accompanies the caliph in his litter. In four 
days they reached the spacious valley of llocknabad, 
and, having devoted two days to its pleasures, pro¬ 
ceeded towards u large plain, from whence were 
discernible, on the edge of the horizon, the dark 
summits of the mountains of Jstakar. (hie of the 
beneficent genii, in the guise of a shepherd, endea¬ 
vours to arrest Vathek in his mad career, and warns 
him, that beyond the mountains Eblis and his ac¬ 
cursed dives hold their infernal empire. That 
moment, he said, was the last of grace allowed him, 
and as soon a& the sun, then obscured by clouds, 
recovered his splendour, if his heart was not changed 
the time of mercy assigned to him would be past 
for ever. Vathek audaciously spurned from him 
the warning and the counsel. 4 Let the sun appear/ 
he said ; 4 let him illume my career ! it matters not 
where it may end.’ At the approach of night most 
of his attendants escaped; but Nouronihar, whose 
impatience, if possible, exceeded his own, importuned 
him to hasten his march, and lavished on him a 
thousand caresses to beguile all reflection. 

[The Hall of Eblis.] 

In this irm: v advanced by moonlight till 

they came wit of the two towering rocks that 

form a kind oi j.- :;;d to the valley, at the extremity 
of which rose the vast ruins of Istakar. Aloft, on the 
mountain, glimmered the fronts of various royal mau¬ 
soleums, the horror of which was deepened by the 
shadows of night. They passed through two villages, 
almost deserted; the only inhabitants remaining 
being a few feeble old men, who, at the sight of 
horses and litters, fell upon their knees and cried out, 

‘ 0 heaven ! is it then by these phantoms that we have 
been for six months tormented! Alas! it was from 
the terror of these spectres, and the noise beneath the 
mountains, that our people have fled and left us at 
the mercy of the maleficent spirits!’ The caliph, to 
whom these complaints were but unpromising au¬ 
guries, drove over the bodies of these wretched old 


men, and at length arrived at the foot of the terrace 
of black marble. There he descended from his litter, 
handing down Nouronihar; both, with beating hearts, 
stared wildly around them, and expected, with an 
apprehensive shudder, the approach of the Giaour. 
But nothing as yet announced his appearance. 

A deathlike stillness reigned over the mountain 
and through the air. The moon dilated on a vast 
platform the shades of the lofty columns which 
reached from the terrace almost to the clouds. The 
gloomy watch-towers, whose number could not be 
counted, were covered by no roof; and their capitals, 
of an architecture unknown in the records of the 
earth, served as an asylum for the birds of night, 
which, alarmed at the approach of such visitants, fled 
away croaking. 

The chief of the eunuchs, trembling with fear, 
besought Vathek that a fire might he kindled. ‘ No/ 
replied he, ‘ there is no time left to think of such 
trifles; abide where thou art, and expect my com¬ 
mands.* Having thus spoken, he predated his hand 
to Nouronihar, and, ascending the steps of a vast 
staircase, reached the terrace, which was flagged with 
squares of marble, and resembled a smooth expanse of 
water, upon who** 1 surface not a blade of grass ever 
An red to vegetate. On the righj rose t^e watch- 
towers, ranged before the ruins of an immense palace, 
whose walls were embossed with various figures. In 
front stood forth the colossal forms of four creature*, 
composed of the leopard and the griffin, and though 
but of stone, inspired emotions of terror. Near these 
were distinguished, by the splendour of the moon, 
which streamed full on the place, characters like those 
on the sabres of the Giaour, and which possessed the 
same virtue of changing every moment. These, after 
vacillating for some time, Axed at last in Arabic 
letters, and prescribed to the caliph the following 
words :— 1 Vathek ! thou hu«*t violated the conditions 
of my parchment, and deserveth to In* sent back ; but 
in favour to thy companion, and, n# the meed for 
what thou hast done to obtain it, Fblb j*ermitteth 
that the portal of his palace shall be opened, and the 
subterranean fire will receive thee into the number of 
its adorers.’ 

He scarcely had read these words before the moun¬ 
tain against which the terrace was reared trembled, 
and the watch-towers were ready to topple headlong 
upon them. The rock yawned, and disclosed within it a 
staircase of polished in%rble that seemed to approach 
the abyss. Upon each stair were planted two largo 
torches, like those Nouronihar had seen in her vision; 
the camphorated vapour of which ascended and 
gathered itself into a cloud under the hollow of tho 
vault. 

This appearance, instead of terrifying, gave new 
courage to the daughter of Fakreddin. Scarcely 
deigning to bid aditffi to the moon and the firmament, 
she abandoned, without hesitation, the pure atmo¬ 
sphere, to plunge into these infernal exhalations. 
The gait of those impious personages was haughty and 
determined. As they descended by the effulgence of 
the torches, they gazed on each other with mutual 
admiration ; and both appeared so resplendent, that 
they already esteemed themselves spiritual intelli¬ 
gences. The only circumstance that perplexed them 
was their not arriving at the bottom of the stair*. Oil 
hastening their descent with an ardent impetuosity, 
they felt their steps accelerated to such a degree that 
they seemed not walking but falling from a precipice. 
Their progress, however, was td length impeded W a 
vast portal of ebony, which the caliph without diffi¬ 
culty recognised. Here the Giaour awaited them 
with the key in his hand. * Ye are welcome 1* said 
he to them with a ghastly smile, * in spite of Maho¬ 
met and all hi* dependents. I will now ushe* you 
intu that palace where you have so highly merited a 
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place.’ Whilst he was uttering these words, he 
touched the enamelled lock with his key, and the 
doors at once flew open with a noise still louder than 
the thunder of the dog days, and as suddenly recoiled 
the moment they had entered. 

The caliph and Nouronihar beheld each other with 
amazement at finding themselves in a place which, 
though roofed with a vaulted ceiling, was so spacious 
and lofty that at first they took it for an immeasur¬ 
able plain. Hut their eyes at length growing familiar 
the grandeur of the surrounding objects, they ex¬ 
tended their view to those at a distance, and disco¬ 
vered rows of columns and arcades which gradually 
diminished till they terminated in a point radiant* as 
the sun when he darts his last beams athwart the 
ocean. The pavement, strewed over with gold dust 
and saffron, exhaled so subtle an odour as almost 
overpowered them. They, however, went on, and 
observed an infinity of censers, in which ambergris 
and the wood jf aloes were continually burning. Be¬ 
tween the several columns were placed tables, each 
spread with a profusion of viands, and wines of every 
species sparkling in vases of crystal. A throng of 
genii and other fantastic spirits of eitner sex danced 
lasciviously at the sound of music which issued from 
beneath. • 

In thc^nidst orthis immense hail a vast multitude 
was incessantly passing, who severally kept their right 
hands on their hearts, without once regarding any¬ 
thing around them. They had all the livid paleness 
of death. Their eyes, deep sunk in their sockets, re¬ 
sembled those phosphoric meteors that glimmer by 
night in places of interment. Some stalked slowly 
on, absorbed in profound reverie ; some, shrieking with 
agony, ran furiously about like tigers wounded with 
poisoned arrows; whilst others, grinding their teeth 
in rage, foamed along more frantic than the wildest 
maniac. They all avoided each other; and though 
surrounded by a multitude that no one could number, 
each wandered at random, unlieedful of the rest, as if 
alone on a desert where no foot had trodden. 

Vathek and Nouronihar, frozen w ith terror :..t a 
sight so baleful, demanded of the Giaour what these 
appearance* might mean, and why these ambulating 
spectres never withdrew their hands from their hearts ! 
‘Perplex not yourselves with so much at once,’ replied 
he bluntly, ‘you will soon be acquainted with all; 
let us haste and present you to Eblis.’ They con¬ 
tinued their way through t^e multitude, but not¬ 
withstanding their confidence at first, they were not 
sufficiently composed to examine with attention the 
various perspective of halls and of galleries that opened 
on the right hand ami left, which were all illuminated 
by torches and braziers, whose dames rose in pyra¬ 
mids to the centre of the vault. At length they 
came to a place where long curtains, brocaded with 
crimson and gold, fell from all nftts in solemn confu¬ 
sion. Here the choirs and dances were heard no 
longer. The light which glimmered came from afar. 

1 After some time Vathek and Nouronihar perceived 
a gleam brightening through the drapery', and entered 
I a vast tabernacle hung round with the skins of leo- 
; pards. An infinity of elders, with streaming beards, 
I and afrits in complete armour, had prostrated thorn- 
' selves before the ascent of a lofty eminence, on the top 
j of which, upon a globe of fire, sat the formidable Eblis. 
i His person was that of a young man, whoso noble and 
regular features seemed to havo been tarnished by 
malignant vapours. In his large eyes appeared both 
pride and despair; his flowing hair retained some re¬ 
semblance to that of an angel of light. In his hand, 
which thunder had blasted, he swayed the iron sceptre 
that causes the monster Ouranbad, the afrits, and all 
the powers of the abyss, to tremble. At his presence 
the heart of the caliph sunk within him, and he fell 
prostrate on his face* Nouronihar, however, though 


greatly dismayed, could not help admiring the person 
of Eblis, for she expected to have seen some sfcu- 
pendous giant. Eblis, with a voice more mild than 
might be imagined, but such as penetrated the soul 
and filled it with the deepest melancholy, said— 

‘ Creatures of clay, I receive you into mine empire; ye 
are numbered amongst my adorers; enjoy whatever 
this palace affords; the treasures of the pre-adamite 
sultans; their fulminating sabres; and those talis¬ 
mans that compel the dives to open the subterranean 
expanses of the mountain of Kaf, which communicate., 
with these. There, insatiable as your curiosity may 1 
be, shall you find sufficient objects to^gratify it. You j 
shall possess the exclusive privilege of entering the j 
fortresses of Alien nan, and the halls of Argenk, where ; 
are portrayed all creatures endowed with intelligence, 
and tin; various animals that inhal ited the earth prior 
to tlie creation of that contemptible being whom ye • 
denominate the father of mankind.’ ! 

Vathek and Nouronihar, feeling themselves revived 
and encouraged by this harangue, eagerly said to the 
Giaour, ‘ Bring us instantly to the place which con¬ 
tains th -e precious talismans.* ‘ Come,’ answered this , 
wicked <Iivo, with his malignant grin, ‘coineand pos- j 
sess all that rny sovereigi hath promised, and more.’ j 
He then conducted them into a long aisle adjoining the ! 
tabernacle, preceding them with hasty steps, and fol- I 
lowed by his disciples w'ith the utmost alacrity. They j 
reached at length a hall of great extent, and covered 
with a lofty dome, around which appeared fifty por- 
tals of bronze, secured with as many fastenings of iron. , 
A funereal gloom prevailed over the whole scene. Here, 
upon two beds of incorruptible cedar, lay recumbent 
the flejdiless forms of the pre-adamite kings, who had 
been monarch*? of the whole earth. They still possessed 
| enough of life to be conscious of their deplorable con¬ 
dition. Their eves retained a melancholy motion ; 
they regarded one another with looks of the deepest 
dejection, each holding his right hand motionless on 
his heart. At their feet were inscribed the events of 
their several reigns, their power, their pride, and their 
crimes ; Soliman Daki, and Soliman, called Gian Ben 
Gian, who, after having chained up the dives in the 
dark caverns of Kaf, became so presumptuous as to 
doubt of the Supreme Power. All these maintained 
great state, though not to be compar&l with the emi¬ 
nence of Soliman Ben Daoud. 

This king, so renowned for his wisdom, was on the 
loftiest elevation, and placed immediately under the 
dome. He appeared to possess more animation than 
the rest. Though, from time to time, he laboured 
with profound sighs, and, like his companions, kept 
his right hand on his heart, yet his countenance was 
more composed, and he seemed to be listening to the 
sullen roar of a cataract, visible in part through one 
of the grated portals. This was the only sound that 
intruded on the silence of these doleful mansions. A 
range of brazen vases surrounded the elevation. ‘ Re¬ 
move the covers from these cabalistic depositories,’ 
said the Giaour to Vathek, ‘and avail thyself of the 
talismans which will break asunder all these gates of 
bronze, and not only render thee master of the trea¬ 
sures contained within them, but also of the spirits by 
which they are guarded.* 

The caliph, whom this ominous preliminary had 
entirely disconcerted, approached the vases w ith fill- , 
tcring footsteps, and was ready to sink with terror 
when he heard the groans of Soliman. As he pro¬ 
ceeded, a voice from the livid lips of the prophet arti¬ 
culated these w’ords: — ‘In my lifetime I filled a 
magnificent throne, having, on my right hand, twelve 
thousand seats of gold, where the patriarchs and the 
prophets heard my doctrines; on my left, the sages 
and doctors, upon as many thrones of silver, were pre* 
sent at all my decisions. Whilst I thus administered 
justice to innumerable multitudes, the birds of the 
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air, hovering over me, served as a canopy against the 
rays of the sun. My people flourished, and my palace 
rose to the clouds. I erected a temple to the Most 
High, which was the wonder of the universe; but I 
basely suffered myself to bo seduced by the love of 
women, and a curiosity that could not be restrained 
by sublunary things. I listened to the counsels of 
Aherman, and the daughter of Pharaoh; and adored 
fire, and the hosts of heaven. I forsook the holy city, 
and commanded the genii to rear the stupendous 
palace of Istakar, and the terrace of the watch-towers, 
each of which was consecrated to a star. There for a 
while I enjoyed jnyself in the zenith of glory and plea¬ 
sure. Not only men, but supernatural beings, were 
subject also to my will. I began to think, as these 
unhappy monarchs around had already thought, that 
the vengeance of Heaven was asleep, when at once 
the thunder burst my structures asunder, and preci¬ 
pitated me hither, where, however, I do not remain, 
like the other inhabitants, totally destitute of hope ; 
for an angel of light hath revealed that, in considera¬ 
tion of the piety of my early youth, iuy woes shall 
come to an end when this cataract shall for ever cease 
to flow. Till then, I am in torments—ineffable tor¬ 
ments I an unrelenting fire preys on my heart.’ 

Having uttered this exclamation, Soliman raised 
his hands towards Heaven in token of supplication; 
and the caliph discerned through his bosom, which was 
transparent as crystal, his heart enveloped in flames. 
At a sight so full of horror, Nouronihar fell back, like 
one petrified, into the arms of Vathek, who cried out 
with a convulsive sob—0 Giaour! whither hast thou 
brought us! Allow us to depart, and I will relinquish 
all thou hast promised. O Mahomet! remains there 
no more mercy!’ * None, none !’ replied the malicious 
dive. * Know, miserable prince! thou art now in the ! 
abode of vengeance and despair. Thy heart, also, will j 
he kindled like those of the other votaries of Kblis. 
A few days are allotted thee previous to this fatal 
period; employ them as thou wilt; recline on these 
heaps of gold; command the infernal potentates; 
range at thy pleasure through these immense subter¬ 
ranean domains, no barrier shall be shut against thee. 
As for me, I have fulfilled my mission ; 1 now leave 
thee to thyself.’ At these words he vanished. 

The caliph imd Nouronihar remained in the most 
abject affliction. Their tears were unable to flow, and 
scarcely could they support themselves. At length, 
taking each other dcspondingly by the hand, they 
went faltenngly from this fatal hall* indifferent which 
way they turned their steps. Every portal opened at 
their approach. The dives fell prostrate before them. 
Every reservoir of riches was disclosed to their view, 
but they no longer felt the incentives of curiosity, of , 
pride, or avarice. With like apathy they heard the j 
chorus of genii, and saw the stately banquets pre- I 
pared to regale them. They went wandering on, from ' 
chamber to chamber, hall to hall, and gallery to 
gallery, all without bounds or limit; all distinguish¬ 
able by the -ame lowering gloom, all adorned with 
the same awful grandeur, all traversed by persons 
in search of repose and consolation, but who sought 
them in vain; for everyone carried within him a 
heart tormented in flames. Shunned by these various 
sufferers, who seemed by thc*ir looks to be upbraiding 
the partners of their guilt, they withdrew from them 
to wait, in direful suspense, the moment which should 
render them to each other the like objects of tenor. 

‘WhatI* exclaimed Nouronihar, ‘will the time 
come when I shall snatch my hand from thine!’ 
‘Ah !’ said Vathek, ‘ and shall my eyes ever cease to 
drink from thine long draughts of enjoyment! Shall 
the moments of our reciprocal ecstacies be reflected on 
with horror! It was not thou that broughtst me 
hither; the principles by which Carathis perverted 
my youth hare been the solo cause of my perdition! 


It is but right she should hare her share of it.’ Hav* 
ing given vent to these painful expressions, he called 
to an afrit, who was stirring up one of the braaiers, 
and bade him fetch the Princess Carathis from the 
palace of Sainarah. 

After issuing these orders, the caliph and Nouroni¬ 
har continued walking amidst the silent crowd, till 
they heard voices at the end of the gallery. Presum¬ 
ing them to proceed from some unhappy beings who, 
like themselves, were awaiting their final doom, they 
followed the sound, and found it to come from a small 
square chamber, where they discovered, sitting oil 
sofas, four young men of goodly figure, ami & lovely 
female, who were holding a melancholy conversation 
by the glimmering of a lonely lamp. Each had a 
gloomy and forlorn air, and two of them were em¬ 
bracing each other with great tenderness. On seeing 
the caliph and the daughter of Fakrcddiu enter, they 
arose, saluted, and made room fi»r them. Then he 
who appeared the most considerable of the group 
addressed himself* thus to Vatin k Strangers, who 
doubtless are in the same state of suspense with our¬ 
selves, as you do not yet War your hand on vour heart, 
if you are come hither to pus** the interval allotted, 
previous to the infliction of our common punishment, 
f mdesccnd to relate the adventures that have brought 
you to this fatal place ; and we, ^n returff, will ac¬ 
quaint you with ours, which deserve but too well to 
be heard. To trace back our crimes to their source, 
though we are not permitted to repent, is the only 
employment suited to wretches like us.’ 

The caliph and Nouronihar assented to the proposal, 
and Vathek began, not without tears and lamenta¬ 
tions, n sincere recital of every circumstance that had 
passed. When the afflicting narrative closed, the 
young man entered on his own. Each jK’rson pro¬ 
ceeded in order, and when the third prince had 
reached the midst of his adventures, a sudden noise 
j interrupted him, which caused the vault to tremble 
and to open. 

Immediately a cloud descended, which, gradually 
dissipating, discovered Carat hi* on the back of an 
afrit, wlm grievously complained of his burden. She, 
instantly springing to the ground, advanced toward* 
her san, and said, * W hat dost thou here in this little 
square chamber! As the dives are become subject to 
thy beck, 1 expected to have found thee on the throne 
of the pre-adamitc kings.’ 

‘Execrable woman E^mswercd th <4 caliph, ‘cursed 
be the day thou gavest me birth ! Go, follow this afrit; 
let him conduct thee to the hall of the Prophet Sdi* 
man : there thou wilt learn to what these palaces are 
destined, and how much l oVght to abhor the im¬ 
pious knowledge thou hast taught me.’ , 

* Has the height of power to which thou art arrived 
turned thy brain V answered ( arathis: ‘ but l ask no 
more than pcnititudffti to show my re»|>ect for Soliman 
the prophet. It is, however, proper thou shouldst 
know that (as the afrit has informed me neither of us 
shall return to Sainarah) I requested hi* permission 
to arrange my affairs, and he politely consented. 
Availing myself, therefore, of the few momenta allowed 
me, I set fire to the tower, and consumed in it the 
mutes, negresses, and serpents, which have rendered 
me so much good service: nor should 1 have been 
less kind to Morakanabad, had he not prevented mo , 
by deserting at last to thy brother. As for Bababa- i 
b>uk, who had the folly to return to Saiuarah to pro¬ 
vide husbands for thy wives, I undoubtedly would 
have put him to the torture, but, being in a hurry, I f 
only hung him, after having decoyed him in a anare 
with thy wives, whom I buried alive by the help of j 
my negresscs, who thus spent their last momenta } 
greatly to their satisfaction. With respect to Dilara, j 
who ever stood high in my favour, she hath evinced 
the greatness of her mind by fixing herself near in 
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the service one of the magi, and, I think, will noon 
l>e t>|te of our society/ 

Vftthek, too much cast down to express the indig¬ 
nation excited by such a discourse, ordered the afrit 
to remove Curathis from his presence, and continued 
immersed in thoughts which his companions durst 
not disturb. 

Carathis, however, eagerly entered the dome of 
Soliman, and without regarding in the least the 
groans of the prophet, undauntedly removed the 
qovers of the vase*, ami violently seized on the talis¬ 
mans. Then, with a voice more loud than bad 
hitherto been heard within these mansions, she com¬ 
pelled the dive-* to disclose to her the mo*t secret 
treasures, the most profound stores, which the afrit 
himself hud not seen. She passed, by rapid descents, 
known only to Kid is and his most, favoured poten¬ 
tates ; and Unis penetrated the very entrails of the 
earth, where breathes the sansar, or the icy wind of 
death. Nothii^r appalled her dauntless soul. She 
perceived, however, in all the inmates who bore their 
hands on their heart, a little singularity, not much 
to her taste. 

As she was emerging*fr<>m one of the abysses, Eblis 
sttK>d forth to her view ; hilt notwithstanding he dis¬ 
played the full effulgence of his infernal majesty, slilf 
preserved ^ver eoumenam’e unaltered, ami even paid 
her compliments with euntidcrahlo firmness. 

This superb monarch thus answerc<l: 4 Princess, 
whose knowledge and whose crimes have merited a 
conspicuous rank in inv empire, thou do-t well to 
avail thyself of tin* Di-ure that remains ; lbr the 
flames ami torments which hit ready to seize on thy 
heart will not fail t<< provide tier soon with full em¬ 
ployment. y lie said, and was lost in the curtains of 
his tabernacle. 

Carathis paused for a moment with surprise ; but 
resolved to follow the advice of Kbiis, she assembled 
all the choirs of genii, and all the dives to pay her 
homage. Thus marched she in triumph, through a 
vapour of jicrfiiuics, amidst the acclamations of all 
the malignant spirits, with most of whom “he had 
formed a previous acquaintance. She even attempted 
to dethrone one of the Solimans, for the purpose of 
usurping his place; when a voice, proceeding from the 
abyss of death, proclaimed : ‘ All is accompli.shed !* 
Instantaneously the haughty forehead of the intrepid 
princess became corrugated with agony : she uttered 
u tremendous yeki ; and fixed* no more to be with¬ 
drawn, her right hand upon her heart, which was be¬ 
come a receptacle of eternal fire. 

In tips delirium, forgetting all ambitious projects, 
and her thirst for that knowledge which should ever 
bo bidden from mortals, she overturned the offerings 
of the genii; and having execrated the hour she was 
begotten, and the womb that had borne her, glanced 
off in a rapid whirl that rendered •her invisible, and 
continued to revolve without intermission. 

Almost at the same instant the same voice an¬ 
nounced to the caliph, Nouronihar, the four princes, 
and the princess, the awful and irrevocable decree. 
Their hearts immediately took fire, and they at once 
lost the most precious gift of Heaven— Hope. Them.' 
unhappy beings recoiled with looks of the most furi¬ 
ous distraction. Yathek beheld in the eyes of Nouro- 
nihar nothing but rage and vengeance ; nor could she 
discern aught in his hut aversion and despair. The 
two princes, who were friends, and, till that moment, 
had preserved their attachment, shrunk back, gnash¬ 
ing their teeth with mutual and unchangeable hatred. 
Kolilah and his sister made reciprocal gestures of im¬ 
precation : all testified their horror for each other by 
the most ghostly convulsions and screams that could 
not be smothered. All severally plunged themselves 
into the accursed multitude, there to wander in an 
eternity of unabatiiig anguish. 


Such was, and such should be, the punishment of 
unrestrained passions and atrocious deeds 1 Such shall 
be the chastisement of that blind curiosity which 
would transgress those hounds the wisdom of the 
Creator has prescribed to human knowledge; and such 
the dreadful disappointment of that restless ambition 
which, aiming at discoveries reserved for beings of a 
supernatural order, perceives not, through its infa¬ 
tuated pride, that the condition of man upon earth is 
to be—bumble and ignorant. 

Thus the Caliph Yathek, who, for the sake of empty 
pomp and forbidden power, had sullied himself with 
a thousand crimes, became a prey to grief without 
end, and remorse without mitigation ; whilst the 
humble, the dc j pi->ed Gulchcurouz, passed whole igcs 
in undisturbed tranquillity, and in the pure happiness 
of childhood. 

There is astonishing force and grandeur in some 
of these conceptions. The catastrophe possesses a 
sort of epic sublimity, and the spectacle of the vast 
multitude incessantly pacing those halls, from which 
all hope ims fled, is worthy the genius of Milton. 
The numlKTlesB graces of desc; iption, the piquant 
allusions, the humour and satire, and the wild yet 
witty spirit of mockery" and derision (like the genius 
of Voltaire) which is spread over the w ork, w T e must 
leave to the reader. The romance altogether places 
Mr Beck ford among the first of our imaginative 
writers, independently of the surprise which it is 
calculated to excite as the w ork of a youth of nine- 
! teen or twenty, who had never l>een in the countries 
j he describes with so much animation and accuracy. 


it n ha iti> ct: m heri.a n d. 

| Kk iiakd Cemherlam), the dramatist, was author 
of three novels, Arundel , Henry , and John de Lan¬ 
caster\ The learning, knowledge of society (in¬ 

cluding foreign manners), and the dramatic talents 
of this author, would seem to have qualified him in 
an eminent degree for novel writing ; but this is by 
no means the case. His fame must rest on his 
comedies of The 11 est Indian , The Wheel of Fottune , 
and The Jeu\ Mr Cunilterland wis son of Mr 
Denison Cumberland, bishop of Clonfort, and after¬ 
wards of Kiln lore. lie was born in 17T2, in the 
Master's lx>dge of Trinity r college, Cambridge, then 
occupied by his celebrated maternal grandfather, 
Dr Bentley, lie was designed for the church ; but 
in return for some services rendered by his father, 
the young student was appointed private secretary 
to the Marquis of Halifax, whom he accompanied 
to Ireland. Through the influence of his patron, he 
was made crown agent for the province of Nova 
Scotia; and he was afterwards appointed, by Lord 
George Germain, secretary" to the Board of Trade. 
The dramatic performances of Cumberland written 
about this time were highly successful, and intro¬ 
duced him to all the literary and distinguished 
society of his day. The character of him by Gold¬ 
smith in his Retaliation, where he is praised as 

The Terence of England, the mender of hearts, 

is otic of the finest compliments ever paid by* one 
author to another. In the year 17BO Cumberland was 
employed on a secret mission to Spain, in order to 
endeavour to detach that country from the hostile 
confederacy against England. He seems to have been 
misled by the Abbe Hussey", chaplain to the king of 
Spain; and after residing a twelvemonth at Madrid, 
he was recalled and payment of his drafts refused. A 
sum of £5000 was due h^n; but as Cumberland had 
failed in the negotiation, and had exceeded his com¬ 
mission through excess of zeal, the minister harshly 
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refused to remunerate him. Thus situated, the un¬ 
fortunate dramatist was compelled to sell his pater¬ 
nal estate and retire into private life. He took up 
his abode at Tunbridge, and there poured forth a 
variety of dramas, essays, and other works, among 
j which were two epic poems. Calvary and The JC.ro- 
j (had, the latter written in conjunction with Sir 
| James Bland Burgess. None of these efforts can 
be said to have overstepped the line of mediocrity ; 
for though Cumberland had erudition, taste, and 
j accomplishments, he wanted, in all but two or three 
of his plays, the vivifying power of genius, ilia 
Memoirs of hk> Own Life (lor which he obtained 
| £500) are graphic and entertaining, but too many of 
his anecdotes of his contemporaries will not hear a 
rigid scrutiny. Mr Cumberland died on the 7th of 
May 1811. His first novel, ‘ Arundel* (1789), was 
hurriedly composed; but the scene being partly in 
j college and at court, and treating of scenes and 
i characters in high-life, the author drew upon his 
| recollections, and painted vigorously what lie had 
j felt and witnessed. His second work, ‘Henry’ 

I (179f>), which he polished with great care, to imi- 
| tale the elalxiratc style of Fielding, was less happy ; 

for in low-life Cumberland was not so much at 
j home, and his portraits are grossly overcharged. 
The character of Ezekiel Dow, a Methodist preacher, 
is praised by Sir 'Walter Scott as not only an ex¬ 
quisite but a just portrait. The resemblance to 
Fielding’s Farson Adams is, however, too marked, 
while the Methodistie traits introduced are, how¬ 
ever faithful, less pleasing than the learned sim¬ 
plicity and bonhomie of the worthy parson. An¬ 
other peculiarity of the author is thus touched upon 
by Scott: ‘lie bad a peculiar taste in love affairs, 
which induced him to reverse the natural and usual 
practice of courtship, and to throw upon the softer 
sex the task of wooing, which is more gracefully, as 
well as naturally, the province of the man.’ In 
these wooing scenes, too, there is a great want of 
delicacy and propriety: Cumberland was not here 
a 4 mender of hearts.’ The third novel of our author 
was the work of his advanced years, and is of a very 
inferior description, it would be unjust not to add, 
that the pros^ style of Cumberland in his memoirs 
and ordinary narratives, where humour is not at¬ 
tempted, is easy and flowing—the style of a scholar 
and gentleman. 

THOMAS HOLenOFT. 

Thomas Holcroft, whose singular history and 
dramatic performances we have already noticed, ivas 
author of several once popular novels. The first 
was published in 1780, under the title of Afuyn, or 
the Gentleman Comedian. This had, and deserved to 
have, but little success. His second, Anna St Ives, 
in seven volumes (1792), was Avell received, and 
attracted attention from its political bearings no 
less than the force of its style and characters. The 
principal characters are, as Iiazlitt remarks, merely 
the vehicles of certain general sentiments, or ma¬ 
chines, put into action, as an experiment to show how 
these general principles would operate in particular 
situations. The same intention is manifested in his 
third novel, Ifuyh Trevor , the first part of which 
appeared in, 1794, and the remainder in 1797. In 
‘Hugh Trevor/ Holcroft, like Godwin, depicted the 
vices and distresses which lie conceived to be 
generated by the existing institutions of society. 
There are some good sketches, and many eloquent 
and just observations in the work, and those who 
have read it in youth will remember the vivid im¬ 
pression that some parts are calculated to convey. 
The political doctrines inculcated by the author are 


captivating to young minds, and were enforced by 
Holcroft in the form of well-contrasted characters, 
lively dialogue, and pointed satire. He was himself 
a true believer in the practicability of such a 
Utopian or ideal state of society. The song of 
Gafter Gray in ‘Hugh Trevor/ which glances ironi¬ 
cally at the inhumanity of the rich, lias a forcible 
simplicity and truth in particular cases, which made 
it a favourite \vith the public. 

Coffer Gray. 

IIo ! why dost thou shiver and shake, 

(Jailer Gray ; 

Ami why does thy nose look so blue ? 

4 ’Tis the weather that’s cold, 

’Tin I’m grown very old, 

And inv doublet is not very new, c 
Well-n-day P 

Then line thy worn doublet with ale, 

(lutler Gray ; 

And warm thv old heart with a glass. 

4 Nay, but credit I’ve none, 

And my money’s slFgimc; 

Then >av how may that come to pass I 
1 Wcll-a-dayP 

Hie away to the house on the brow, 

Gaffer Gray ; 

And knock at the jolly priest’.** door. 

‘The priest often preaches 
Against worldly riches, 

But ne’er gives a mite to the poor, 

Well-a-day P 

The lawyer lives under tin* hill, 

(Jailer < I ray ; 

Warmly fenced both in back and in front 
‘ lie will fasten his locks. 

And will threaten the stocks 

Should he ewer more find me in want, 

Well-a-day P 

The squire has fat beeves and brown ale, 

(Jailer (»rav ; 

And the season will welcome you there. 

4 His fat beeves and bis beer, 

And his merry new year, 

Arc all for the flush and the fair, 

Well-a-day P 

My keg is but low, I confess, 

(Jailer Gray ; 

What then ? While it lasts, man, we’ll live. 

4 The poor man alone. 

When he hears the poor moan, 

Of his morsel a morsel will give, 

Well-a-day P 

Holcroft wrote arfbthcr novel, Brian Perdue, but it 
is greatly inferior to his former productions. His 
whole works, indeed, were eclipsed by those of 
Godwin, and have now fallen out of notice. 

ROBERT BACiK. 

Another novelist of a similar stamp was Robert 
Back, a Quaker, who, like Holcroft, imbibed the 
principles of the French revolution, and inftised 
them into various works of fiction. Bage was boro 
at Darley, in Derbyshire, on the 29th of February 
1728. His father was a paper-maker, and his son 
continued in the same occupation through life. His 
manufactory was at Elford, near Tam worth, whero 
he realised a decent competence. During the last 
eight years of his life, Bage resided at Tam worth, 
where? he died on the 1st of September 1801. The 
works of this author arc, A fount Kenneth , 1781 $ 
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Barham Downs, 1784; The Fair Syrian, 1787 ; 
James Wallace, 1788 ; Man as He Is, 1792 ; llerms- 
prong, or Man as lie Is Not, 1790. Bage’s novels 
ore decidedly inferior to those of Ilolcroft, and it is 
surprising that Sir Walter Scott should have ad¬ 
mitted them into his novelists’ library, and at the 
same time excluded so many superior works. ‘ Bar¬ 
ham Downs’ and 4 llerrnsprong’ are the most inte¬ 
resting of the series, and contain some good satirical 
portraits, though the plots of both are crude and 
defective. 

norm a and iiarhu.t lkk. 

These ladies, authoresses of The Canterbury Tales, 
a scries of striking and romantic notions, were the 
daughters of Mr Ia'c, a gentleman who had been 
articled to a solicitor, but who adopted the stage as 
a profession! Sophia was horn in London in 1750, 
She was the eldest of the sisters, and the early death 
of her mot her* devolved upon hcrjhe cares of the 
household. She secretly cultivated, however, a 
strong attachment to literature. Her first apficar- 
ance as an author w^ not made till her thirtieth 
year, when she produced her comedy. The Chapter 
of Accidents, which was brought '-tit at the llav# 
market tHeatre bt the elder (’olm.m, and received 
with great applause. The profits of this piece were 
devoted by Miss Lee towards establishing a semi¬ 
nary for young ladies at Bath, which was rendered 
the more necessary by the death of her father in 
1781. Thither, accordingly, the sisters repaired, 
and their talents and prudence were rewarded by 
rapid and permanent success. In 1784 she published 
the first volume of The fleecss, or a Talc of Other 
Times; which was soon followed by the remainder 
of the tale, the work having instantly become popu¬ 
lar. The time selected by Miss lar as the subject 
of her story was that of (.Juet.n Elizalx*th, and her 
production may be considered one of the earliest of 
our historical romances. It Ls tinged with a melan¬ 
choly and contemplative spirit; and the same feeling 
is displayed in her next production, a tragedy entitled 
Ahneyda, Queen of (Irenada. produced in 1796. In 
the succeeding year, Harriet lac published the first 
volume of ‘ The Canterbury Tales,’ which ultimately 
extended to five volumes. Two only of the stories 
were the production of Sophia Leo, namely. The 
Young Lady's Ttt(f, or the Tiro Fmilys , and The t.'lergy- 
man s Tale. They are characterised by great ten¬ 
derness and feeling; but the more striking features 
of the * Canterbury Tales,’ and the great merit of 
the collection, belong to Harriet Leo. Kruitzncr , or 
the German s Tale , fell into the hands of Byron when 
he was about fourteen. ‘ It made a deep impression 
upon me.’ he says, ‘ and may indeed Ik* said to con¬ 
tain the germ of much that I Wive since written.’ 
While residing at Lisa in 1821, Byron dramatised 
Miss Lee’s romantic story and published his version 
of it under the title of ‘ Werner, or the Inheritance.’ 
The incidents, and much of the language of the play, 
are directly copied from the novel, and the public 
were unanimous in considering Harriet Lee as more 
interesting, passionate, and even more poetical, than 
her illustrious imitator. ‘ The story,’ says one of 
the critics whom Byron’s play recalled to the merits 
of Harriet Lee, 1 is one of the most powerfully con¬ 
ceived, one of the most picturesque, and at the same 
time instructive stories, that we are acquainted with. 
Indeed, thus led as we are to name Harriet Lee, 
we cannot allow the opportunity to pass without 
saying that we have always considered her works 
as standing upon the verge of the very first rank of 
excellence; that is to say, as inferior to no English 
novels whatever, excepting those of Fielding, Sterne, 


Smollett, Richardson, Defoe, Radcliff’e, Godwin, j 
Edgeworth, and the author of Waverley. It would j 
not, perhaps, be going too far to say, that the “ Can¬ 
terbury Tales” exhibit more of that specie* of inven- : 
tion which, as we have already remarked, was never 
common in English literature, than any of the works 
even of those first-rate novelists we have named, j 
with the single exception of Fielding. “ Kruitzner, 1 
or the German’s Tale,” possesses mystery, and yet s 
clearness, as to its structure, strength of characters, ! 
and, above all, the most lively interest, blended with, j 
and subservient to, the most affecting of moral les- . 
sons. The main idea which lies at^he root of it is 1 
the horror of an erring father, who, having been ; 
detected in vice by bis son, lias dared to defend his ; 
own sin, and so to perplex the son’s notions of moral 
rectitude, on finding that the son, in his turn, has 
pushed the false principles thus instilled to the last ; 
and worst extreme—on hearing his own sophistries 
flung in his face by a murderer.’* The short and 
spirited style of these tales, and the frequent dia¬ 
logues they contain, impart to them something of a 
dramatic force and interest, and prevent their tiring 
the patience of the reader, like too many of the three- 
volume novels. -In 1803 Miss Sophia Lee retired 
from the duties of her scholastic establishment, 
having earned an independent provision for the ; 
remainder of her life. Shortly afterwards she pub- ; 
lished The Life w a Lover , a tale which she had 1 
written early in life, and which is marked by juve¬ 
nility of thought and expression, though with her 
usual warmth and richness of description. In 1807, 
a comedy from her pen, called The Assiynation, was 
performed at Drurv Lane; but played only once, 
the audience conceiving ti at some of the satirical 
jwrtraits were aimed at popular individuals. Miss 
Lee finally settled at Clifton, where she resided 
twelve years, and died on the 13th of March 1824, 
in the arms of her affectionate and accomplished 
sister. 

Miss Harriet Lee, besides the ‘ Canterbury Tales,’ 
w rote two dramas, The New Peerage, and The Three 
Strangers. The plot of the latter is chiefly taken j 
from her German tale. The play was brought out ‘ 
at Covent Garden theatre in December 1835, but 
was barely tolerated for one night. j 

i 

i 

[fntroihuliun to the Canterbury Tale $.] 

There are people in the world who think their lives 
well employed in collecting shells; there are others 
not less satisfied to spend theirs in classing butterflies. 
For my own part, 1 always preferred animate to inani¬ 
mate nature; and would rather post to the antipodes 
to mark a new character, or develop a singular inci¬ 
dent, than become a fellow of the Royal Society by en¬ 
riching museums with nondescripts. From this account 
you, my gentle reader, may, without any extraordi¬ 
nary penetration, hare discovered that I am among 
the eccentric part of mankind, by the courtesy of each 
other, and themselves, ycleped poets— a title which, 
however mean or contemptible it may sound to those 
not honoured with it, never yet was rejected by a 
single mortal on whom the suffrage of mankind con¬ 
ferred it ; no, though the laurel leaf of Apollo, barren 
in its nature, was twined by the frozen fingers of jj 
Poverty, and shed upan the brow it crowned her chill¬ 
ing influence. But when did it so ? Too often des¬ 
tined to deprive its graced owner of every real good 
by an enchantment which we know not how to define, 
it comprehends in itself such a variety of pleasures 
and possessions, that well may one of us cry— 

Thy lavish charter, taste, appropriates all we see! 

* niackwooi's Magazine, roL xli. 
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interred here! Here, sir, in the very ground where 
King John did homage for the crown he disgraced.* 

The idea was grand. In the eye of fancy the slen¬ 
der pillars again lifted high the vaulted roof that 
rang with solemn chnntings. I saw the insolent 
legate seated in scarlet pride. 1 saw the sneers of 
many a mitred abbot. 1 saw, bareheaded, the mean, 
the prostrate king. I saw, in short, everything but 
the barber, whom in my flight and swell of soul I 
had outwalked and lost. Some more curious traveller 
may again pick him up, perhaps, and learn more mi¬ 
nutely the fact. 

Waking from my reverie, I found myself on the 
pier. The pale beams of a powerless sun gilt the fluc¬ 
tuating waves and the distant spires of Calais, which 
1 now clearly surveyed. What a new train of images 
here sprung up in my mind, borne away by succeed¬ 
ing impressions with no less rupidity ! 1'yom the monk 
of Sterne I travelled up in live minutes to the inflex¬ 
ible Kdward III. sentencing the nobjt* burghers ; and 
having seen tluvji saved by the eloquence of Philippa, 
1 wanted no better seasoning for my mutton-chop, 
and pitied the empty-headed poor who was stamping 
over my little parlour in fur;, at the cook for having 
over-roasted his pheasant. 

Tht? coachman now showed his ruby face at the door, 
and I jumped into the stage, where were already seated 

two passengers of my own sex, and one of--would 

1 could say the fairer! Hut, though truth may not 
be spoken lit all times, even upon paper, one now and 
then may do her justice. Haifa glance discovered 
that the* good holy opposite to me had never been 
handsome, and now add« d the injuries of fline to the 
severity of nature. Civil but cold compliments hav- 

xpuud my s>>ul ; am!, 


Happily, too, we arc not like virtuosi in general, en¬ 
cumbered with the treasures gathered m our peregri¬ 
nations. Compact in their nature, they he all in the 
email cavities of our brain, which are, indeed, often so 
small as to render it doubtful whether we have any 
at all. The few discoveries I have made in that 
richest of mines, the human soul, I have not been 
churl enough to keep to myself; nor, to say truth, 
unless I can find out some other means of supporting 
mv corporeal existence than animal food, do 1 think 
I shall ever be able to afford that sullen affectation of 
superiority. 

Travelling, 1 have already said, is my taste; and, 
to make my journeys pay for themselves, my object. 

Much against my good liking, some troublesome fel¬ 
lows, a few* months ago, took the liberty of making a 
little home of mine their own ; nor, till I had coined 
a small portion of my brain in the mint of my worthy 
friend George Robinson, could 1 induce them to de¬ 
part. I gave a proof of my politeness, however, in 
leaving my house to them, and retired to the coast of 
Kent, where I fell to work very busily. Gay with the 
hope of shutting my door on these unwelcome visi¬ 
tants, I walked'in a severe frost from Deal to Dover, 
to secure a seat in tin? stage-coach to London. Due 
only was vacant; and having engaged it, ‘ maugre the 
freezing of the bitter sky, 5 1 wandered forth to note 
the memorabilia of Dover, and was soon lost in one of 

my fits of exquisite abstraction. 

With reverence I looked up to the clitl which our 
immortal bard has, with more fancy than truth, de¬ 
scribed. With toil mounted, bv an almost endless 
staircase, to the top of a castle, which added nothing 
to my poor stock ut ideas but the length of our virgin 

; queen* ’ * ' * * 1 . ”"***. 

and 
vi waged 

reconnoitre the inqu 

which I suddenly cant my eye on, invited my fro/.on 
hands and 
the honest 
tion ; and hr 
gave me the 

‘ Sir,’ he said, ‘ it is mighty lucky you came across 
me. The vulgar people of thin town have no genius, 
sir—no ta.-te; they never show the greatest curiosity 
in the place. Sir, we have here the tomb of a poet!’ 

‘The tomb of a poet !* cried I, with a spring that 
electrified my informant no lens than myself. * \\ hat 
poet lies here! and where is he buried ?’ 

‘ Ay, that is the curiosity,’ returned he exultingly. 

I smiled ; his distinction was so like a barber. While 
he had been speaking, I recollected he must allude to 
the grave of Churchill—that vigorous genius who, well 
calculated to stand forth the champion of freedom, 
has recorded himself the slave of party, and the vic¬ 
tim of spleen! So, however, thought not the barber, 
who considered him as the first of human beings. 

‘ This great man, sir,’ continued he, * who lived and 
died in the cause of liberty, is interred in a very re¬ 
markable spot, sir; if you were not so cold and so 
tired, sir, I could show it you in a moment.’ Curio¬ 
sity is an excellent greatcoat: I forgot 1 had no 
other, and strode after the barber to a spot surrounded 
by ruined walls, in the midst of which stood the white 
marble tablet, marked with Churchill’s name- to ap¬ 
pearance its only distinction. 

6 Cast your eyes on the walls,’ said the important 
barber; ‘they once enclosed a church, as you may 

seel* , 4 „ . 

On insjiecting the crumbling ruins more narrowly, surprised to find our two coachmen allowed us such 
I did, indeed, discern the traces of Gothic architcc- ample time to enjoy our little bowl of punch; when 

lo! with dolorous countenances they came to give us 
notice that the snow was so heavjf, aud already so deep, 
as to make our proceeding by either road dangerous, 
if not utterly impracticable. 
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leeiis pocket-pistol—that trulv Dutch present: cold i imr pas^d, 1 closed my eyes to expand my soul ; am., 
id weary 1 was pacing towards tin- inn, when a sharp- while fabricating a brief poetical history of England, 
s „„t'd barter AtWhih head ever Id* stejwte.r to t<> Mj. sla.vt taemori.-s «a- 1. 1 ..i« n.M.-mahr.l to 

connoitre the i.iljuMtire Htmt.^r. A 1-ri.k tm-, find u,yMf ttpd vad,.„t!v bv the skaor; and not 

ddenly ca.>t my eve on, invited my frozen , less so to see tin* conch empty, n 1 hear an obstinate 

feet to its precincts. A civil question to j waiter insist upon it that we were at Canterbury, and 

man produced on his part a civil invita- j the supper ready t<> he put on the table. It had 

liavim* placed me in a snug seat, he readily « snowed, I found, tor some tune; in consideration of 
c benefit of all his oral tradition. j which mine host had prudently suflered the fire nearly 


to go out. A dim candle was on the table, without 
snuffer*., and a bell -string haiicing over if, at which 
we pulled, but it lmd long ceased to operate oil that 
noisy convenience. Alas, poor Sh< n**tonc! how often, 
during these excursions do I think of thee. ( old, 
indeed, must have bt£ii thy acceptation in society, if 
thou could si seriously say, 

Whoe'er has travelled life’s dull round, i 

Where'er his various course has been, 

Must sigh to think how oft he found 
His warmest welcome at an inn. 

Had the gentle bard told us tlmt, in this sad sub¬ 
stitute for home, Respite of all our impatience to be 
gone, we must stay not only till wind and weather, 
but landlords, postilions, and ostlers choose to permit, 

1 should have thought he knew more of travelling; 
and, stirring the fire, snuffing the candles reconnoit¬ 
ring the company, and modifying mv own humour, 
should at once have tried to make the best of my situ¬ 
ation. After all, he is a wise man who does at first * 
what he must do at last; and 1 wits just breaking the ; 
ice on finding that I had nursed the fire to the general 
satisfaction, when the coach from London added three 
to our party ; and common civility obliged those who ; 
came first to make way for the yet more frozen tra- j 
vellurs. We supped together; and I wan something > 


ture. 


‘ Yes, sir,’ tried my friend the barber, with the con¬ 
scious pride of an Englishman, throwing out a gaunt 
leg and arm, ‘Churchill, the champion of liberty, is 
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4 If that is really the case,* cried I mentally, 4 let 
us see what we may hope from the construction of the 
seven heads that constitute our company/ Observe, 
gentle reader, that I do not moan the outward and 
visible form of those heads; for I am not amongst 
the new race of physiognomists who exhaust in¬ 
vention only to ally their own species to the animal 
creation, and would rather prove the skull of a man 
resembled an ass, than, looking within, find in the 
intellect a glorious similitude of the Deity. An ele¬ 
gant author more justly conveys my idea of phy¬ 
siognomy, when he says, that ‘different sensibilities 
gather into the countenance and become beauty there, « 
as colours mount in a tulip and enrich it.’ It was j 
my interest to be as happy as I could, and that can 
only be when wo look around with a wish to be pleased : 
nor could I ever find a wav of unlocking the human 
heart, but bjj frankly inviting others to peep into my 
own. And now for my tmrwy. 

In the chimney-corner sat my old gentlewoman, a 
little alarmed a codin that had popped from the lire, 
instead of a purse; ergo, superstition was her weak 
side. In sad conformity to dcvlining y» ,r irs, she had 
put on her spectacle*,Mk.cn out her knitting, and thus 
humbly retired from attention, which she hail long, ! 
perhaps, been hopeless of attracting, ('lose by he# 
was placciPu youn? lady from London, in the bloom 
of nineteen : a on her bosom showed her to be j 

a Catholic, and a peculiar accent an Irishwoman : her } 
face, especially her eye*, might be termed handsome ; ! 
of those archness would have been the expression, had 1 
not the absence of lu*r air proved that their sense was 
turned inward, to contemplate in her heart some 
chosen cherished image. Love and romance reigned 
in every lineament. 

A French abln had, as is usual with gentlemen of 
that country, edged himself into the seat bv the belle, 
to whom he continually addressed himself with all 
aort# of /atits mnns f though fatigue was obvious in his 
air; and tin* impression of some danger escaped gave 
a wild sharpness to every feature. 4 Thou hast com¬ 
prised,* thought I, 4 the knowledge of a whole life m 
perhaps the last month : and then, perhaps, didst thou 
first study the art of thinking, or learn the misery of 
feeling!* Neither of these seemed, however, to have 
troubled bis neighbour, a portly Englishman, who, 
though with a sort of surly good nature he had given 
up his place at the fire, yet contrived to engross both 
caudles, by holding before them a newspaper, where 
ho dwelt upon the article of sticks, till a bloody duel 
in Ireland induced communication, and enabled me 
to discover that, in spite of the importance of his air, 
credulity might be reckoned amongst his charac¬ 
teristics. 

The opposite corner of the fire had been, by general 
consent, given up to one of the London travellers, 
whose age and infirmities challeifrcd regard, while 
his aspect awakened the most melting benevolence. 
Suppose tin anchorite, sublimed by devotion and tem¬ 
perance from all human frailty, and you will sec this 
interesting aged clergyman : so pale, so pure was his 
complexion, so slight his figure, though tall, that it 
seemed as if his soul was gradually divesting itself of 
the covering of mortality, that when the hour of sepa¬ 
rating it from the body came, hardly should the greedy 
grave claim aught of a being so ethereal! 4 Oh, what 
lessons of patience and sanctity couldst thou give/ 
thought I, 4 were it my fortune to find the key of thy 
heart !* 

An officer in the middle of life occupied the next 
seat. Martial and athletic in his person, of a coun¬ 
tenance open and sensible, tanned, as it seemed, by 
severe service, his forehead only retained its whiteness; 
et that, with assimilating graceful manners, rendered 
ini very prepossessing. 

That seven sensible people, for I include myself in 


that description, should tumble out of two stage¬ 
coaches, and be thrown together so oddly, was, in my 
opinion, an incident; and why not make it really 
one ? I hastily advanced, and, turning my back to 
the fire, fixed the eyes of the whole company—not on 
my person, for that was noway singular—not, I would 
fain hope, upon my coat, which I had forgotten till 
that moment was threadbare: 1 had rather of the 
three imagine my assurance the object of general at- » 
tention. However, no one spoke, and I was obliged ‘ 
to second my own motion. j 

4 Sir/ cried I to the Englishman, who, by the time I 
be had kept the paper, had certainty spelt its con- j 
tents, 4 do you find anything entertaining in that 
newspaper?’ j 

4 No, sir/ returned be most laconically. 

4 Then you might perhaps find something entertain¬ 
ing out of it/ added I. 

4 Perhaps I might/ retorted he in a provoking 
accent, and surveying me from top to toe. The French¬ 
man laughed—so did I—it is the only way when one 
has been more witty than wise. I returned presently, 
however, t * the attack. 

4 Dow charmingly might we fill a long evening/ re¬ 
sumed I,vith,asi thought, a rno>t ingratiating smile, 

4 if each of the company would relate the most re- 
markuble story he or she ever knew or heard of!’ 

4 Truly we might make u long evening that way/ 
again retorted my torment, the Englishman. ‘However, 
it' you please, we will waive your plan, sir, till to-mor- 
row ; and then we shall have the additional resort of 
our dreams, if our memories fail us.’ He now, with a 
negligent yawn, rang, and ordered the chambermaid. 
'The tw«» females rose of c*ur>e, and in one moment 
an overbearing clown cut short 4 the feast of reason 
and the flow of m*u 1.’ I forgot it snowed, and went 
to bed in a fever of rage. A charming tale ready for 
the press in my travelling dc.-k—the harvest 1 might 
make could I prevail on each of the company to tell ; 
me another ! Header, if you ever had an empty purse, j 
and an unread performance of your own burning in | 
your pocket and your heart, 1 need not ask you to pity 
me. ! 

Fortune, however, more kindly than usual, took my 
case into consideration ; for the morning showed me ; 
a snow so deep, that had Thomas ii Tleckct conde¬ 
scended to attend at his own shrine to greet those who 
inquired for it. not a soul could have got at the 
cathedral to pay their devoirs to the complaisant 
archbishop. 

On entering the breakfast-room, I found mine 
host had, at the desire of some one or other of the 
company, already produced his very small stock of 
books, consisting of the Army List, the Whole Art of j 
Farriery, and a volume of imperfect magazines ; a j 
small supply of mental food for seven hungry people, j 
Vanity never deserts itself: I thought I was greeted . 
with more than common civility; and having satis- | 
| tied my grosser appetite with tea and toast, resumed 
' the idea of the night before—assuring the young lady 
that 4 I w as certain, from her fine eyes, she could 
melt us with a tender story; while the sober matron 
could improve us by a wise one :* a circular bow 
showed similar hopes from the gentlemen. The plan 
was adopted, and the exultation of conscious supe- i 
riority flushed my cheek. 

1>U JOHN MOORF.. | 

Dr John Moore, author of Zeluco , and other 
works, was born at Stirling in the year 1729. His 
father was one of the clergymen of that town, but 
died in 1737, leaving seven children to the care of 
his excellent widow. Mrs Moore removed to Glas¬ 
gow, where her relations resided, possessed of consi¬ 
derable property. After the usual education at the 
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university of Glasgow, John was put apprentice to 
Mr Gordon, a surgeon of extensive practice, with 
irhom Smollett had been apprenticed a few years 
before. In his nineteenth year, Moore accompanied 
the Duke of Argyle’s regiment abroad, and at¬ 
tended the military hospitals at Maastricht in the 
capacity of surgeon’s mate. From thence he went 
to Flushing and Breda; and on the termination of 
hostilities, he accompanied General Braddock to 
England. Soon afterwards he fccame household 
6urgeon to the Earl of Albemarle, the British am¬ 
bassador at the court of Versailles. His old master, 
Mr Gordon, now invited him to become a partner in 
his business in Glasgow, and, after two years* resi¬ 
dence in Paris, Moore accepted the invitation. He 
practised for many years in Glasgow with great 
i success. In 1772 he was induced to accompany the 
i young Duke of Hamilton to the continent, where 
| they resided five years, in France, Switzerland, Ger- 
I many, and Italy, lieturning in 1778, Moore rc- 
! moved his family to London, and commenced phy- 
j sician in the metropolis. In 1779 he published A 
J View of Society ami Manners in France, Switzerland , 

I and German} /, in two volumes, which v\as received 
; with general approbation. I n 1781 appeared his j 
f View of Stxdety and. Manners in Italy; in 178.") ! 
; Medical Sketches ; and in 1786 his Zcluco : Tarious j 
! Views of Human Nature , taken from Life and Man - j 
• Tiers, Foreign and Domestic. The object of tins 
| novel was to prove that, in spite of the gayest and 
| most prosperous appearances, inward misery al- 
' ways accompanies vice. The hero of the tale was the 
| only son of a noble family in Sicily, spoiled by 
| maternal indulgence, and at length rioting in even 
j prodigality and vice. The idea of such a character 
I was probably suggested by Smollett's Count Fathom, 
but Moore took a wider range of character and inci¬ 
dent. He made his hero accomplished and fas¬ 
cinating, thus avoiding the feeling of contempt with 
which tiie abject villany of Fathom is unavoidably 
regarded; and lie traced, step by step, through a 
succession of scenes and adventures, the progress of 
depravity, and the effects of uncontrolled passion. 
The incident of the favourite sparrow, which Zeluco 
squeezed to death when a boy, because it did not 
perform certain tricks which lie had taught it, lets 
us at once into the pampered selfishness and pas¬ 
sionate cruelty of his disposition. The scene of the 
novel is laid chiefly in Italy ; and the author’s fami¬ 
liarity with foreign manners enabled him to impart 
to his narrative numerous new and graphic sketches. 
Zeluco also serves in the Spanish army; and at 
another time is a slave-owner in the West Indies. 
The latter circumstance gives the author an oppor¬ 
tunity of condemning the system of slavery with 
eloquence and humanity, and presenting some affect¬ 
ing pictures of suffering and attachment in the 
negro race. The death of Han no, the humane and 
generous slave, is one of Moore’s most masterly 
delineations. The various scenes and episodes in the 
novel relieve the disagreeable shades of a character 
constantly deepening in vice; for Zeluco has no re¬ 
deeming trait to link him to our sympathy or for¬ 
giveness. Moore visited Scotland in the summer of 
1786, and in the commencement of the following 
year took a warm interest in the genius and fortunes 
of Burns. It is to him that we owe the precious 
autobiography of the poet, one of the most interest¬ 
ing and powerful sketches that ever was written. 

In their correspondence we see the colossal strength 
and lofty mind of the peasant-bard, even when 
placed by the side of the accomplished and learned 
traveller and man of taste. In August 1792, l)r 
Moore accompanied the Earl of Lauderdale to Paris, 
and witnessed some of the early excesses of the 


French revolution. Of this tour he published an 
account, entitled A Journal During a Residence in 
France , from the beginning of August to the middle of 
December 1792, &c. The first volume of this work 
was published in 1793, and a second in 1794. In 
1795 Dr Moore, wishing to give a retrospective 
detail of the circumstances which tended <o hasten 
the revolution, drew up a carefully digested narra¬ 
tive, entitled A View of the Causes and Progress of 
the French Revolution , in two volumes. This is a 
valuable work, and it lias been pretty closely fol¬ 
lowed by Sir Walter Scott in his animated and pic¬ 
turesque survey of the events preceding the career 
of Napoleon. In 1796 Dr Moore produced a second 
novel, Edward: Various Views of Human Nature , 
taken from Life and Manners , chiefly in England. As 
Zcluco was a model of villany, Edward is a model of 
virtue. The work, altogether, display^ great know¬ 
ledge of the world, a lively rather than a correct 
style, and some amusing portraits fcf English cha¬ 
racter ; among these, that of Harriet the epicure 
(who falls in love, and marries a lady for her skill 
in dressing a dish of stewed parp, and who is made 
a good husband chiefly by his wife’s cookery and 
,attention to his comforts) is undoubtedly the best 
In the following year Moore furi.ihlied a«Iife of his 
friend Smollett for a collective edition of his works. 
In 1800 appeared his last production, Mordaunt ; 
Sketches of Life , Character , and Manners , in Wiriou* 

( \mn tries, including the Memoirs o f a French Lady of 
Quality. In this novel our author, following the 
example of Richardson and Smollett’s Humphry 
Clinker, threw his narrative into the form of letters, 
part being dated from the continent, and part from 
England. A tone of languor and insipidity pervades 
the story, and there is little of plot or incident to 
keep alive attention. Dr Moore died at Richmond 
ori the 21st of January 1802. A complete edition of 
his works has been published in seven volumes, with 
memoirs of his life ami writings by Dr Robert An¬ 
derson. (>f all the writings of Dr Moore, his novel 
of ‘Zeluco* is the most popular, Mr Dunlop has 
given the preference to ‘Edward.’ The latter may 
boast of more variety of character, and is distin¬ 
guished by judicious observation and witty remark, 
hut it is deficient in the strong interest and forcible 
painting of the first novel. Zelueo’s murder of his 
child in u fit of frantic jealousy, qnd the discovery 
of the circumstance by means of the picture, is con¬ 
ceived with great originality, ami has a striking 
effect. It is the poetry of romance. The attach¬ 
ment between Laura ami Carlnstein is also de¬ 
scribed w ith tenderness and delicacy, without de¬ 
generating into German sentimentalism or im¬ 
morality. Of the lighter sketches, the scenes 
between the two Scotchmen, Targe and Buchanan, 
are perhaps the best; and their duel about Queen 
Mary is an inimitable piece of national caricature. 
On English ground, Dr Moore is a careful ob¬ 
server of men and manners. The conventional 
forms of society, the smartness of dialogue, the 
oddities and humours of particular individuals, the 
charlatanry of quacks and pretenders, are well por- 
frayed. He fails chiefly in depth of passion and j 
situations of strong interest. In constructing a plot, 
he is greatly inferior to Smollett or Fielding. Ed¬ 
ward, like Tom Jones, is a foundling; but 4 the wind¬ 
ing up of the story by the trite contrivance of recog¬ 
nising a lost child from a mark on the shoulder, a 
locket, and a miniature picture,* forms a humbling 
contrast to the series of incidents and events, so i 
natural, dramatic, and interesting, by which the j 
birth of Fielding’s hero is established# There is no j 
great aiming at moral effect in Moore’s novels, un- \ 
less it be in depicting the wretchedness of vice, and j 
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its tragic termination in the character of Zeluco. 
He was an observer rather than an inventor; he 
noted more than he felt. The same powers of 
observation displayed in his novels, and his extensive 
acquaintance with mankind, rendered him an ad¬ 
mirable chronicler of the striking scenes of the 
French revolution. Numerous as are the works 
since published on this great event, the journals 
and remarks of l)r Moore may still be read with 
pleasure and instruction. It may here be mentioned, 
that the distinguished Sir .John Moore, who fell at 
Corunna, was the eldest son of the novelist. 

[Dilute and I>iul bctirent thr 7>o S>:,oh .S ’.,'rants in 

[Frnn ' Z< Jueo.’J 

• 

[Duncan Tarpc, a hut HiKhhtiulcr, who had b<vn out in the 
Forty-Five, and Georfu* Buchanan, Iwrii and educated among 
tlio Whig* of the^-cst of Scotland, both t-ervin*-mm in Italy, 
jmx t anil <linc toother during the absence of their maiden*. 
After dinner, and tlu* bottle having circulated fn^lv, they din- 
a.ree uh to jKilitici*, Targe [| J iug u keen Jacobite, and the other 
a stanch Whig ] 

Buchanan filled a bumper, and gave, f r the toas^ 

4 The Lain! of t’aki^ / 

This immediately dispersed the cloud which began j 
to gamier on the other’s brow. I 

Targe ilrank the toast with enthusiasm, saying, * Mav j 
the Almighty pour his blessings on every hill and 
valley in it! that is the worM wish, Mr Buchanan, 
that I shall ever wish to that land.* 

* It would delight your heart to behold the flourish¬ 
ing condition it is now in,’ replied Buchanan ; ‘ it 
was fast improving when I left it, and 1 have been 
credibly informed since that it is now a perfect garden.’ j 

4 I am very happy to hear it,’ said l arge. j 

4 indeed,’ added Buchanan, 4 it has been in a state { 
of rapid improvement put since the Union.* 

4 1’onfmmd the I’nion !' cried Targe ; ‘ it would have ! 
improveii much faster without it.’ 

* I am not quite clear on that point, Mr Targe,’ 
said Buchanan. 

4 Depend upon it,’ replied Targe, ‘the Union was 
the worst treaty that Scotland ever made.’ 

4 1 shall admit,* said Buchanan, 4 that she might 
have made a better; but, bad as it is, our country 
reaps some ad vintage from it.U 

4 All the advantages are on the side of England.’ 

4 What do you think, Mr Targe/ said Buchanan, 

4 of the increase of trade since the Union, and the 
riches which have flowed into the Lowlands of Scot¬ 
land from that quarter V 

‘Think/ cried 'large; ‘why, l think they have done 
a great deal of mischief to the Lowlands of Scotland.’ 

4 How so, my good friend !’ said •Buchan an. 

4 By spreading luxury among the inhabitants, the 
never-failing forerunner of eilemiuacy of manners. 
Why, I was assured/ continued 'large, * by Sergeant 
Lewis Macneil, a Highland gentleman in the Prussian 
service, that the Lowlanders, in some parts of Scot¬ 
land, are now very little better than so many English.* 

4 0 fie i* cried Buchanan ; 4 things are not come to 
that pass as yet, Mr Targe: your friend, the sergeant, 
assuredly exaggerates.* 

‘I hope he does/ replied Targe ; ‘but you must ac¬ 
knowledge/ continued he, 4 that by the Union Scot¬ 
land has lost her existence os an independent state; 
her name is swallowed up in that of England I Only 
road the English newspapers; they mention England, 
as if it were the name of the whole island. They talk 
of the English army, the English fleet, the English 
everything. They never mention Scotland, except 
when one of our countrymen happens to get an office 
under government j we are then told, with some stale 


gibe, that the person is a Scotchman ; or, which hap¬ 
pens still more rarely, when any of them are con¬ 
demned to die at Tyburn, particular care is taken to 
inform the public that the criminal is originally from 
Scotland ! But if fifty Englishmen get places, or are 
hanged, in one year, no remarks are made.* 

4 No/ said Buchanan ; 4 in that case it is passed over 
ns a thing of course/ 

The conversation then taking another turn, Targe, 
who was a great genealogist, descanted on the anti¬ 
quity of certain gentlemen’s families in the Highlands; 
which, he asserted, were far mure honourable than 
most of the noble families either in Scotland or Eng¬ 
land. 4 is it not shameful/ added he, ‘that a parcel 
of mushroom lords, mere sprouts from the dunghill 
of law or odiuiKTO, the grandsons of grocers arid 
attorneys, should take the pass of gentlemen of the 
oldest families in Europe?’ 

* Why, as for that matter/ replied Buchanan, ‘pro¬ 
vided the grandsons of grocers or attorneys are de¬ 
serving citizens, I do not perceive why they should Vie 
excluded fronr the king’* favour more than other 
men/ 

‘But some of them never driw a sword in defence 
of either their king or country/ rejoined 'Targe. 

4 Assuredly,’ said Buchanan, ‘men may deserve 
honour and pre-eminence bv other means than by 
drawing their swords. I could name a man who was 
no soldier, and vet did more honour to his country 
than all the soldiers, or lords, or lairds of the age in 
which he lived.’ 

4 Who was he?’ said Targe. 

‘ The man whoso name l have the honour to bear/ 
replied the other ; 4 the great George Buchanan/ 

‘ Who? Buchanan the historian?* cried Targe. 

4 Ay, the very same!’ replied Buchanan in aloud 
voice, being now a little heated with wine and ele¬ 
vated with vanity on account of his name. 4 Why, 
mt/ continued lie, 4 George Buchanan was not oniy 
the most learned man, but also the best poet of his 
time.* 

4 Perhaps he might,* said Targe coldly. 

4 Perhaps!’ repeated Buchanan ; ‘there is no dubi- 
tut ion in the case. Do you remember his description 
of his own country and countrymen V 

4 I cannot say j do/ replied Targe. * 

4 'Then I will give you a sample of bis versification/ 
said Buchanan, who immediately repeated, with an 
enthusiastic emphasis, the following lines from Bucha¬ 
nan’s Kpithalnminm on the Marriage of Francis the 
Dauphin with Mary Queen of Scots:— 

Ilia pharetratis est propria gloria Seotis, 

CinRvrv venutu saltua, Kujierare nutar.do 
Flumina, forre fami'in, oontcmncrc fripora et a^stus. 

Nee fossa ct muris patriam, sed mark* tueri, 

F.f spreta incolumem vita defenders famam; 

Foilieitv aervare fidem, sanctumque vereri 
N union amici tire, mores, non munus ainare j 

Art Urns his, tot um fremerunt cum India per ovbem, 
Nullaque non lepw tellus mutarct uvitas ( 

Fxtorno nubjceta jupo, pons una vetustis 
Sodibus antiqua sub hbertate resedit. 
bubstitit hie Got hi furor, hie flxavis impetus hnrsft 
Saxonis, hie timber superato Sax one, et acri 
Ferdomito, Nouster Cimbro. 

‘ I cannot recollect any more/ j 

‘ You have recollected too much for me/ said Targe; 

‘ for although 1 was several years at an academy in 
the Highlands, yet I must confess I am no great 
Latin scholar/ 

4 But the great Buchanan/ said the other, 4 was the 
best Latin scholar in Europe; he wrote that language 
as well as Livy or Horace.’ 

4 1 shall not dispute it/ said Targe. 

* And was, over and above, a man of the first-rate 
genius 1’ continued Buchanan with exultation* 
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4 Well, well; all that may ho,’ replied Targe 
little peevishly; ‘hut let me tell you one thing, Mr 
Buchanan, if he could have swopt* one-hall of his 
genius for a little more honesty, he would have made 
an advantageous exchange, although he had thrown 
all his Latin into the bargain.’ 

‘ in what did he ever show any want of honesty V 
said Buchanan. 

* In calumniating and endeavouring to blacken the 
reputation of his rightful sovereign, Mary Queen of 
Scots,’ replied Targe, * the most beautiful and accom¬ 
plished princess that ever sat on a throne.’ 

‘ I have nothing to say either against her beauty 
or her accomplishments,* resumed Buchanan; ‘but 
surely, Mr Targe, you must acknowledge that she was 
a-?’ 

* Have a care what you say, sir !* interrupted Targe : 

‘ I’ll permit no man that ever wore breeches to speak 
disrespectfully of that unfortunate queen !’ 

‘ No man that ever wore either breeches or a phi- 
labeg,* replied Buchanan, ‘ shall prevent me from 
speaking the truth when I see occasion!’ 

4 Speak as much truth as you please, sir,’ rejoined 
Targe; ‘but I declare that no man shall calumniat 
the memory of that beautiful and unfortunate prin¬ 
cess in my presence while I can wield a claymore.’ 

‘ If you should wield fifty claymores, you cannot 
deny that she was a Papist!’ said Buchanan. 

‘ Well, sir,’ cried Targe, ‘ what then ? She wa< 
like other people, of the religion in which she wn 
bred.* 

4 I do not know where you may have been bred, Mr 
Targe,’ said Buchanan ; * for aught 1 know, you may 
be an adherent to the worship of the scarlet lady 
yourself. Unless that is the case, you ought not to 
interest yourself in the reputation of Mary Queen of 
Scots.’ 

‘ I fear you are too nearly related to the false slan¬ 
derer whose name you bear!’ said 'l arge. 

4 1 glory in the name; and should think myself 
greatly obliged to any man who could prove my rela¬ 
tion to the great fieorge Buchanan !’ cried the other. 

4 He was nothing but a disloyal calumniator,’ cried 
Targe; 4 who attempted to support falsehoods by for¬ 
geries, which, 1 thank Heaven, are now fully de¬ 
tected !’ 

4 You are thankful for a very small mercy,’ resumed 
Buchanan; 4 but since you provoke me to it, 1 will 
tell you, in plain English, that your bonny Queen 
Mary was the strumpet of Bothwell and the murderer 
of heT husband!’ 

No sooner had he uttered the last sentence, than 
Targe flew at him like a tiger, and they were sepa¬ 
rated with difficulty by Mr N-’s groom, who was 

in the adjoining chamber, and had heard the alter¬ 
cation. 

4 1 insist on your giving me satisfaction, or retracting 
what you have said against the beautiful Queen of 
Scotland !* cried Targe. 

4 As for retracting what I have said,’ replied Bucha¬ 
nan, 4 that is no habit of mine; but, with regard to 
giving you satisfaction, I am ready for that to the 
best of my ability ; for let me tell you, sir, though I 
am not a Highlandman, I am a Scotchman as well 
as yourself, and not entirely ignorant of the use of the 
claymore; so name your hour, and 1 will meet you to¬ 
morrow morning.* 

4 Why not directly?’ cried Targe; 4 there is nobody 
in the garden to interrupt us.’ 

4 I should have chosen to have settled some things 
first; but since you are in such a hurry, I will not 
baulk you. I will step home for my sword and be 
with you directly,* said Buchanan. 

* To swop is an old English word still used in Scotland, 
signifying to exchange. 


The groom interposed, and endeavoured to reconcile 
the two enraged Scots, but without success. Buchanan 
soon arrived with his sword, and they retired to a 
private spot in the garden. The groom next tried to 
persuade them to decide their difference by fair boxing. 
This was rejected by both the champions as a mode 
of fighting unbecoming gentlemen. The groom as¬ 
serted that the best gentlemen in England sometimes j 
fought in that manner, and gave, ns nn instance, a 
boxing match, of which he himself hail been a wit- J 
ness, between Lord (J.’s gentleman and a gentleman- j 
farmer at York races about the price of a mare. 

‘ But our quarrel,' said Targe, ‘ is about the repu¬ 
tation of a queen.’ 

4 That, for certain,’ replied the groom, 4 makes a 
difference.* 

Buchanan unsheathed his sword. 

4 Are you ready, sir f cried 'large. 

‘ That I am. Lome on, sir,’ said Buchanan ; 4 and 
the Lord be with the righteous.’ 

4 Amen !’ criei^ Targe ; and the conflict began. 

Both the combatants understood the weapon they 
fought with ; and each parried his adversary’s blows 
with such dexterity, that no bhmd was shed for some 
time. At length 'l arge, making a feint at Buchanan's 
bead, gave him suddenly a severe wound in the thigh. 

4 I hope you are now sensible of your e^.'or V said 
Targe, dropping his point. 

4 I am of the same opinion I was !’ cried Buchanan ; 

4 so keep your guard.’ So saying, he advancetrrnore 
briskly than ever upon Targe, who, after warding off 
several strokes, wounded hi* antagonist a second time. 
Buchanan, however, showed no disposition to relin¬ 
quish the combat. But this second wound being in 
the forehead, and the blood flowing with profusion 
into his eves, he could no longer see distinctly, but 
was obliged to flourish his sword at random, without 
being able to perceive the movements of hi* adversary, 
who, closing with him, became master of his sword, 
and with the same effort threw him to the ground ; 
and, standing over him, he said, 4 This may convince 
you, Mr Buchanan, that yours is not the righteous 
cause! You are in my power ; but 1 will act as the 
queen whose character I defend would order were she 
alive. 1 hope you will live to repent of the injustice 
you have done to that amiable and unfortunate prin¬ 
cess.’ He then assisted Buchanan to rise. Buchanan 
made no immediate answer: but when he saw 'barge 
assisting the groom to stop the blood which flowed 
from his wounds, he said, 4 1 must acknowledge, Mr 
Targe, that you behave like a gentleman.’ 

After the bleeding was in some degree diminished 
by the dry lint which the groom, who was an excel¬ 
lent farrier, applied to the wounds, they assisted him 
to his chamber, and then the groom rode away to 

inform Mr N-of what had happened. But the 

wound becoming mire painful. Targe proposed sending 
for a surgeon. Buchanan then said that the surgeon’s j 
mate belonging to one of the ships of the British ! 
squadron then in the hay was, he ladieved, on shore, 
and as he was a Scotchman, he would like to employ 
him rather than a foreigner. Having mentioned 

where he lodged, one of Mr N-’s footmen went 

immediately for him. He returned soon after,saying 
that the surgeon’s mate was not ut his lodging, nor 
expected for some hours. 4 But I will go and bring 
the French surgeon,* continued the footman. 

4 I thank you, Mr Thomas,* said Buchanan ; ‘but T 
will have patience till my own countryman returns.* 

4 He may not return for a long time,* said Thomas. 
You hod best let me run for the French surgeon, 
who, they say, has a great deal of skill/ 

4 1 am obliged to you,Mr Thomas,* added Buchanan ; 
but neither Frenchman nor Spanish man shall dress 
my wounds when a Scotchman is to be found for 
love or money.* 

5.V2 
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* They aro to lx? found, for the one or the other, as 
I am credibly informed, in most parts of the world,’ 
said Thomas. 

4 As my countrymen,* replied Buchanan, ‘are dis¬ 
tinguished for letting slip no means of improvement, 
it would bo very strange if many of them did not use 
that of travelling, Mr Thomas.’ 

‘It would bo very strange indeed, I own it,’ said 
the footman. 

‘ But are you certain of this young man’s skill in 
Ida business when he does comet* said Targe. 

1 I confess I have had no opportunity to know any- 
thing of his skill,’answered Buchanan; 4 hut 1 know, 
for certain, that he is sprung from very respectable 
people, llis father is a minister of the gospel, and 
it is not likclv that his father’s son will he deficient 
in the profession to which he was bred.' 

* It would he still less likely had the son been bred 
to preaching!’ said Targe*. 

4 That is true,’ replied Buchanan ; ‘hut I have no 
doubt of the ydhng man’s skill : he sterns to he a very 
douce 44 lad. 1 (Twill he an encouragement to him to 
see that 1 prefer him to another, and aNo a comfort to 
me to be attended by i^v countryman.’ 

‘Countryman or not countryman,’ said Tlmma-. 
‘ he will expect to he paid for his tmubh as well 
another.’ • • 

4 Assuredly,’ said Buchanan ; 4 hut it was always a 
maxim with me, and shall he to my dying day, that 
we should give our own lUh-guts to our own sea-mew-.’ 

4 Since you are fond of your ov.n sea-mew*,’ said 
Thoniu*, 4 I am surprised you wen* s*» eager to de.->tr« y 
Mr Targe there.’ 

‘ That proceeded from a difference in polities, Mr 
Thomas/ replied Buchanan, 4 in which the l*‘-t of 
friends are apt to bine a misunderstanding; hut 
though 1 am a W hig and he i* a d ory, I hope we am 
both honest men ; and as he behaved ^onerously when 
my life was in his power, 1 have no scruple in saving 
that 1 am sorry for having spoken disrespectfully of 
any person, dead or alive, tor whom he has an esteem.’ 

4 Mary Queen of Scots acquired the esteem of her 
very enemies/ resumed Targe. 4 The elegance and 
engaging sweetness of her manners were irresistible 
to every heart that was not steeled by prejudice or 
jealousy.’ 

4 She is now in the hands of a .Tin! ire/ said Buchanan, 

4 who can neither he seduced by fair appearances, nor 
imposed on by forgeries and fraud.’ 

4 She is so, Mr*!Indianan, died Targe ; 4 and her 
rival and accusers are in the hands of the same .1 udge.* 

‘We had Iwst leave them all to His justice and 
mercy then, and say no more on the subject/ added 
Buchaiiun ; 4 for if Queen Mary’s conduct on earth was 
what you believe it was, she will receive her reward 
in heaven, where her actions and slitherings are re¬ 
corded.’ » 

‘ One thing more I will say,’ rejoined Targe, 4 and 
that is only to ask of you whether it is probable that 
a woman, whose conscience w as loaded w ith the crimes 
imputed to her, could have closed the varied scene of 
her life, and have met death with such serene and 
dignified courage as Mary dull* 

* I always admired that last awful scene/ replied 
Buchanan, who was melted by the recollection of 
Mary’s behaviour on the scatlVdd ; 4 and I will freely 
acknowledge that the most innocent person that ever 
lived, or the greatest hero recorded in history, could 
not face death with greater composure than the queen 
of Scotland: she supported the dignity of a queen 
while she displayed the meekness of a Christian.* 

4 1 am exceedingly sorry, my dear friend, for the 
misunderstanding that happened between us! * said 
Targe affectionately, and holding forth his hand in 

* A Scottish expression, moaning gentle and well-disposed. 


token of reconciliation : 4 and I am now willing to 
believe that your friend, Mr George Buchanan, was a 
very great poet, and understood Latin as well as any 
man alive !’ Here the two friends shook hands with 
the utmost cordiality. 

MRS INCH BALD. 

Mrs I Noun a li», the dramatist, attained deserved 
celebrity by her novels, A Simple Stury, in four 
volumes, published in 1791; and Nature and Art 
two volumes, As thi* lady affected plainness 

and precision in style, and aimed at drawing sketches 
from nature, she probably designated her first novel 
simple, without duly considering that the plot is in¬ 
tricate and involved, and that some of lx r characters 




Mrs InchbuM. 

(us Lord and Lady Elmwood) taking to the ranks 
of the aristocracy. There arc many striking and 
passionate scenes in the novel, and notw ithstanding 
the disadvantage attending a double plot, the in¬ 
terest is well sustained. The authoress’s knowledge 
of dramatic rules and effect may be seen in the skilful 
grouping of her personages, and in the liveliness of 
the dialogue. Her second work is much simpler 
and coarser in texture. Its object may be gathered 
from the concluding maxim—* Let the poor no more 
be their ow n jiersccutors—no longer pay homage to 
wealth—instantaneously the whole idolatrous wor¬ 
ship will cease—the idol will be broken.’ Mrs Inch- 
bald illustrated this by her own practice; yet few of 
her readers can feel aught but mortification and dis¬ 
appointment at the denouement of the tale, wherein 
the pure and noble-minded Henry, after the rich 
promise of his youth and his intellectual culture, 
finally settles down with his father to ‘cheerful 
labour in fishing, or the tending of a garden, the 
produce of which they carry to the next market- 
town ?’ The following brief allusion to the miseries 
of low London service reminds us of the vividness 
and stern pathos of Dickens:— 4 In romances, and 
in some plays, there are scenes of dark and un¬ 
wholesome mines, wherein the labourer works 
during the brightest day by the aid of artifi¬ 
cial light There are, in London, kitchens equally 
dismal, though not quite so much exposed to damp 
and noxious vapours. In one of these under ground, 
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hidden from the cheerful light of the sun, poor 
Agnes was doomed to toil from morning till night, 
subjected to the command of a dissatisfied mistress, 
who, not estimating as she ought the misery 
incurred by serving her, constantly threatened her 
servants with a dismission, at which the unthink¬ 
ing wretches would tremble merely from the sound 
of the words; for to have reflected—to have con¬ 
sidered what their purport was—to be released 
from a dungeon, relieved from continual upbraid- 
ings and vile drudgery, must have been a subject 
of rejoicing; and yet, because these good tidings 
were delivered# as a menace, custom had made the 
hearer fearful of the consequence. So, death being 
described to children as a disaster, even poverty 
and shame will start from it with affright; whereas, 
had it been pictured with its benign aspect, it would 
have been feared but by few, and many, many 
would welcome it with gladness/ 

Cli YU LOTT I’. SMITH. 

The novels of Mas Charlotte Smith were of a j 
more romantic cast than those of Miss Humpy : they ; 
aimed more at delineating affections than manners, j 
and they all evinced superior merit. The first, j 
Emmeline , published in 1788, had an extensive sale, j 
Ethelinde (1789), and Celcstina (1791), were also re- J 
ceived with favour and approbation. Her best is ' 
the Old English Manor-House, in which her descrip- ; 
tive powers are found united to an interesting plot j 
and well-sustained dramatis petwma\ The haste j 
with which this lady produced her works, and her ! 
unfortunate domestic circumstances, led her often 
to be defective in arrangement and exaggerated in 
style and colouring. She took a peculiar pleasure 
in caricaturing lawyers, having herself suffered 
deeply from the ‘law’s delay;’ and as her husband 
had ruined himself and family by foolish schemes 
and projects, she is supposed to have drawn him in 
the projector who hoped to make a fortune by 
manuring his estate with old wigs! Sir Walter 
Scott, ‘in acknowledgment of many pleasant hours 
derived from the perusal of Mrs Smith’s works,’ in¬ 
cluded her in bis British Novelists, and prefixed an 
interesting criticism and memoir, lie alludes to 
her defective narratives or plots, but considers her 
characters to be conceived with truth and force, 
though none bear the stamp of actual novelty. lie 
adds, ‘she is uniformly happy in supplying them 
with language fitted to their station in life ; nor 
are there many dialogues to lx; found which arc' at 
once so entertaining, and approach so nearly to truth 
and reality.’ 

ass RAOCi/rrrr:. 

Mrs Ann Radcliffe (who may be denominated 
the Salvator Rosa of British novelists) was born in 
London, of respectable parents, on the 9th of July 
1764. Her maiden name was Ward. In her twenty- 
third year she married Mr William Radeliffc, a 
student of law, but who afterwards became the edi¬ 
tor and proprietor of a weekly paper, the Kngl ish 
Chronicle. Two years after her marriage, in 1789, 
Mrs Radcliffe published her first novel. The Castles 
of Athlin and Duidmyne, the scene of w hich she laid 
in Scotland during the remote and warlike times of 
the feudal barons. This work gave but little in¬ 
dication of the power and fascination which the 
authoress afterwards evinced. She had made no 
attempt to portray national manners or historical 
events (in which, indeed, she never excelled), and 
the plot was wild and unnatural. Her next effort, 
made in the following year, was more successful. \ 


The Sicilian Ilomance attracted attention by its 
romantic and numerous adventures, aud the copious 
descriptions of scenery it contained. These were 
depicted with the glow and richness of a poetical 
fancy. ‘Fielding, Richardson, Smollett, and even 
Walpole,’ says Sir Walter Scott, ‘though writing 
upon an imaginative subject, are decidedly prose 
authors. Mrs Kudclillb has a title to be considered 
as the first poetess of romantic fiction ; that is, if 
actual rhythm shall not be deemed essential to 
poetry.’* Actual rhythm was also at the command 
of the accomplished authoress. She has interspersed 
various copies of verses throughout her works, but 
they are less truly poetical than *hcr prose. They 
have great sameness of style and diction, and are 
often tedious, because introduced in scenes already 
too protracted with description or sentiment. In 
1791 appeared The llomauce of the Fores*, exhibiting 
the powers of the novelist in full maturity. To her 
wonderful talent in producing seetyw of mystery 
and surprise, aided bv external phenomena and 
! striking description, sJk 1 now added the powerful 
delineation of passion. Her painting of the charac¬ 
ter of La Motto, hurried oti by an evil counsellor, 
amidst broken resolutions and efforts at recall, to 
Che most dark and del derate guilt and erpclty, ap¬ 
proaches in some respects to the genius o/ (iixiwin. 
Variety of character, however, was not the forte of 
Mrs Radcliffe. Her strength lay in the invention 
and interest of her narrative. Like the great painter 
with whom she has l>con compared, she loved to 
sport with the romantic and the terrible—with the 
striking imagery of the mountain-forest and the 
lake—the obscure solitude 1 —the cloud and the storm 
—wild baud’!ti—ruined castles -and with those 
half-discovered glimpses or visionary shadows of 
the invisible world which seem at times to cross our 
path, and which still haunt and thrill the imagina¬ 
tion. This peculiar faculty was more strongly evinced 
in Mrs Radclifte's next romance. The Mysteties of 
Cdoljdio, published in 1794 , which was the most 
popular of her performances, and is justly considered 
her best. Mrs Barbauld seems to prefer the 4 Ro¬ 
mance of the Forest,’ as more complete in character 
and story; but in this opinion few will concur: it 
wants the sublimity and lmldncss of the later work. 
The interest, as Scott remarks, 4 is of a more agitat- i 
ing and tremendous nature, the scenery of a wilder 
and more terrific description, the characters distin¬ 
guished by fiercer and more gigantic features. 
Montoni, a lofty-soulcd desperado and captain of 
condottieri, stands beside La Motte and his marquis, 
like one of Milton’s fiends lx*side a witch’s familiar. 
Adeline is confined within a ruined manor-house, 
but her sister heroine, Kmilv, is imprisoned in a 
huge castle like those of feudal times ; the one is 
attacked and defended by bands of armed banditti, 
the other only threatened by constables and thief- j 
takers. The scale of the landscajH? is equally diffe- I 
rent; the quiet and limited woodland scenery of the j 
one work forming a contrast with the splendid and 
high-wrought descriptions of Italian mountain gran- j 
dour which occur iu the other.’ This parallel applies I 
very strikingly to the critic’s own poems, the Lay j 
and Marmion. The latter, like Mrs Rudelifles ; 
second novel, has blemishes of construction and style 
from which the first is free ; but it has the breadth j 

* Tills honour more properly iM'lonrw to Bir Philip WUlnoy; j 
and dot* not even John Runyan demand **haro of ft? In ; 
Btnollrtt's novels there arc many poetical conceptions jtpd do- , 
scriptiona. Indeed on this point Rir Walter partly contradict* 
himnelf, for he elsewhere state* that BmnUett expended In hi* 
novel* many of the ingredient* both at grave and humorous 
poetry, Mr* Uadd iffo gave a greater prominence to poetical l 
description than uny of her predeomecra, j 
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and magnificence, and the careless freedom of a 
master’s hand, in a greater degree than can be found 
in the first production. Alamt this time Mrs Iiad- 
ehfffe made a journey through Holland and the 
western frontier of Germany, returning down the 
Rhine, of which she published an account in 1795, 
adding to it some observations during a tour to the 
lakes of Lancashire, Westmoreland, and Cumber¬ 
land. The picturesque fancy of the novelist is seen 
in these sketches with her usual luxuriance and 
copiousness of style. In 1797 Mrs ltadclifTe made 
her last appearance in fiction. The ‘ Mysteries of 
Udulpho* had been purchased by her publisher for 
what was then considered an enormous sum, £500; 
but her new work brought her £800. It was en¬ 
titled The. Italian , and displayed her powers in un- 
ditninished strength and brilliancy. Having ex¬ 
hausted the characteristics of feudal pomp and 
tyranny in her former productions, she adopted a 
new machinery in 4 The Italian,’ having selected a 
period when the church of Rome •w as triumphant 
and unchecked. The grand Inquisition, the confes¬ 
sional, the cowled monk, the dungeon, and tW- rack, 
were agents as terrihl? and impressive as ever shone 
in romance. Mrs Rude)iffe took up the popular 
notions oy this subject without adhering to historical 
accuracy, and produced a work which, though very 
unequal in its execution, contains the most vivid 
and appalling of all her scenes and paintings. The 
opening of the storv has lain praised by all critics 
for the exquisite art with which the authoress con¬ 
trives to excite and prepare the mind of the reader. 
It is as follows :— 


{ TtijliiJt Trai\Hers YUit a Xrajjolitan ( 7.-/orA.] 

Within the shade of the portico, a person with 
folded arms, and eyes directed towards the ground, 
was pacing behind the pillars the whole extent of the 
pavement, and was apparently so engaged hy his own 
thoughts as not to observe that strangers were ap¬ 
proaching. He turned, however, suddenly, as if 
startled hy the sound of step-, arid then, without 
farther pausing, glided to a door that opened into the 
church, and disappeared. 

There was something too extraordinary in the figure 
of this man, and too singular in his conduct, to pass 
unnoticed by t^e visitors. lie was of a tall thin 
figure, bending forward from The shoulders ; of a sal¬ 
low' complexion and harsh features, and had an eye 
which, as it looked up from the cloak that mullled 
the lower part of his countenance, was expressive of 
uncommon fcrocity. 

The travellers, on entering the church, looked round 
for the stranger who had passed thither before them, 
but he ivas nowhere to be seen ;tmd through all the 
shade of the long aisles only one other person ap¬ 
peared. This was a friar of the adjoining convent, 

, who sometimes pointed out to strangers the objects in 
; the church which were most worthy of attention, and 
i who now, with this design, approached the party that 
| had just entered. 

i When the party had viewed the different shrines, 

' and whatever had been judged worthy of observation, 
i and were returning through an obscure aisle towards 
i the portico, they perceived the person who had np- 
I peared upon the steps passing towards a confessional 
j on the left, and as he entered it, one of the party 
j j win ted him out to the friar, and inquired who he 
| was. The friar, turning to look after him, did not 
immediately reply; but on the question being re¬ 
peated, he inclined his head os in a kind of obeisance, 
and calmly replied, * lie is an assassin.* 

4 An assassin!* exclaimed one of the Englishmen; 
* an assassin, and at liberty 1* 


An Italian gentleman who was of the party smiled*! 
at the astonishment of his friend. . . j 

‘He has sought sanctuary here/ replied the friar; 

‘ within these walls he may not be hurt/ 

‘ Do your altars, then, protect a murderer V said the 
Englishman. 

* He could find shelter nowhere else/ answered the 
friar mcoklv. 

* * * i 

‘But observe yonder confessional/ added the Ita¬ 
lian, 4 that beyond the pillars on the left of the aisle, : 
below' a painted window. Have you discovered it? 
The colours of the glass throw, instead of a light, a 
shade over that part of the church, which perhaps 
prevents y our distinguishing what I mean,* 

The Englishman looked whither his friend pointed, 
and observed a confessional of oak, or some very dark 
wood, adjoining the wall, and remarked also that it 
was the same which the assassin had just entered. 

It consisted of three compartments, covered with a 
black canopy. In the central division was the chair 
of the. confessor, elevated by several steps above the 
pavement of l he church ; and on either hand was a 
small closet or box, will steps leading up to a grated 
partition, at which the penite/1 might kneel, and, 
concealed from observation, pour into the ear of the 
confessor the consciousness of crimes that lay heavy 
ut his heart. 

4 You observe it V sab? the Italian. 

4 I do/ replied the Englishman; ‘it is the same 
which the assa-Yin had passed into, and 1 think it 
i one of the most gloomy spots 1 ever beheld ; the view 
of it i- enough to 'trike a criminul with despair.* 

4 We in Italy are not so apt to despair/ replied the 
Italian smilingly. 

4 Well, but what of this confessional ?’ inquired the 
Englishman. ‘The assassin entered it.’ 

4 He has no relation with what I am about to men¬ 
tion/ said the Italian ; * but I wish you to mark the 
place, because some very extraordinary circumstance* 

( belong to it.* 

4 What arc they?’ said the Englishman. 

4 It is m.w several years since the confession which 
is connected with them was made at that very con¬ 
fessional,* added the Italian ; 4 the view of it, and the 
sight of the assassin, with your surprise at the liberty 
which is allowed him, led me to a recollection of the 
story. When you return to the hotel I will com¬ 
municate it to you, if you have no pleasanter mode of 
engaging your time.’ 

4 After 1 have taken another view of this solemn 
edifice/ replied the Englishman, ‘ and particularly of 
the confessional you have pointed to my notice.* 

While the Englishman glanced his eye over the 
high roofs and along the solemn perspectives of the 
Santa del Pianto, he perceived the figure of the as¬ 
sassin stealing from the confessional across the choir, 
and, shocked on again beholding him, he turned hi* 
eyes and hastily quitted the church. 

The friends then separated, and the Englishman 
soon after returning to his hotel, received the volume, 
lie read ns follows. 

After such an introduction, who could fail to con¬ 
tinue the perusal of the story ? Scott has said that 
one of the fine scenes in 4 The Italian/ where Sohe- , 
doni the monk (an admirably-drawn character) is j 
4 in the act of raising his arm to murder his sleep- j 
ing victim, and discovers her to be bis own child, is j 
of a new, grand, and powerful character; and tlie 
horrors of the wretch who, on the brink of murder, 
has just escaped from committing a crime of yet 
more exaggerated horror, constitute the strongest 
painting which has been produced by Mrs Radclitffefa 
pencil, and form a crisis well fitted to be actually 
embodied on canvass by some great master/ Most 
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]^>f this lady’s novels abound in pictures and situa 
tions as striking and as well grouped as those of the 
artist and melo-dramatist. The latter years of Mrs 
Radcliffe wore spent in retirement, partly induced 
by ill health. She had for a long period been afflicted 
with spasmodic asthma, and an attack proved fatal 
toher on the 7th of February 182.'h She died in 
London, and was interred in a vault of the chapel 
of-ease at Bayswater, belonging to St George’s, 
Hanover Square. 

The success which crowned Mrs Radcli tie’s ro¬ 
mances led several writers to copy her jieculiar 
manner, but nqne approached to the original either 
in art or genius. She eclipsed all her imitators and 
contemporaries in exciting emotions of surprise, 
awe, and terror, and in constructing a story which 
should carry the reader forward with undiminished 
anxiety to its close. She dwelt always in the regions 
of romance. She does not seem ever to have nt- 
j tempted humour or familiar narrative, and there 
little of real character or natural incident in her 
works. The style of which she may be considered 
the founder is powerfully attractive, and few are 
able to resist the fascinations of her narrative, hut 
that style is obviously a secondary one. To de¬ 
lineate character in the many-coloured changes of 
life, to invent natural, lively, and witty dialogues 
and situations, and to combine the whole, as in 
Tom Jones, in a regular progressive story, complete 
in all its parts, is a greater intellectual effort than 
to construct a romantic plot where the author is not 
confined to probability or to the manners and insti¬ 
tutions of any particular time or country. When 
Scott transports us bac k to the days of chivalry 
and the crusades, we feel that he is embodying his¬ 
tory, animating its records with his powerful ima¬ 
gination, and introducing us to actual scenes and 
persons such as once existed. His portraits are not 
of one, but of various classes. "There is none of this 
reality about Mrs Radcliffe’s creations. Her scenes 
of mystery and gloom will not hear the light of 
sober investigation. Deeply as they affect the ima¬ 
gination at the time, after they have been once un¬ 
folded before the reader, they break up like dreams 
in his recollection. The remembrance of them is 
confused, thougn pleasant, and we have no desire to 
return to what enchanted us, unless it he for some 
passages of pure description. The want of moral 
interest and of character and dialogue, natural and 
truthful, is the cause of this evanesce nce of feeling. 
When the story is unravelled, the great charm is 
over—the talisman ceases to operate when we know 
the materials of which it is composed. 

Mrs Radcliffe restricted her genius by an arbi¬ 
trary rule of composition. She made the whole of 
her mysterious circumstances resolve into natural 
causes. The seemingly supernatural agencies are 
explained to be palpable and real: every mystery 
is cleared up, and often by means very trifling or 
disproportioned to the end. * In order to raise 
strong emotions of fear and horror in the body of 
the work, the author is tempted to go lengths, to 
account for which the subsequent explanations seem 
utterly inadequate. Thus, for example, after all the 
wonder and dismay, and terror and expectation ex¬ 
cited by the mysterious chamber in the castle of 
Udolpho, how much are we disappointed and dis¬ 
gusted to find that till this pother has been raised 
by a waxen statue V* In one sense this restriction 
increases our admiration of the writer, as evincing, 
in general, the marvellous ingenuity with which she 
prepares, invents, and arranges the incidents for 
immediate effect us well as subsequent explanation. 

* Dunlop's lllutory of Fiction. 


Every feature in the surrounding landscape or objects 
described—every subordinate circumstance in the 
scene, however minute, is so disposed as to deepen 
the impression and keep alive curiosity. This pre¬ 
lude, us Mrs Harbauld has remarked, Mike the 
tuning of an instrument by a skilful hand, has the 
effect of producing at once in the mind a tone of 
feeling correspondent to the future story.’ No 
writer has excelled, and few have approached. Mrs 
Radcliffe in this peculiar province. A higher 
genius, however, would have boldly seized upon 
supernatural agency ns a proper element of romance. 
There are feelings and superstitions lurking in every 
breast which would have responded to such an 
appeal; and while we have the weird sisters of 
Macbeth, and the unlmried majesty of Denmark, 
fill must acknowledge the adaptation of such ma¬ 
chinery to produce the greatest effects of which 
human genius is capable. The ultimate explana¬ 
tions of Mrs Radcliffe certainly give a littleness to 
the preliminary ineidents which r,fleeted us so 
powerfully while they were dim and obscure and 
full of mystery. It is ns if some theatrical artist 
were ti> display to his audience the coarse and mean 
materials by which his brilliant stage effects were 
produced, instead of leaving undisturbed jhe strong 
impressions they have produced on the imagination. 
Apart, however, frmn tins defect--which applies 
only to the interest of the plot or narrative- tin? 
situations and descriptions of Mrs Radcliffe are in 
the highest degree striking and perfect. She had 
never been in Italy when she wrote the ‘ Mysteries 
of rdolpho,’ yet her paintings of Italian scenery, 
and of the mountains of Sw itzerland, are conceived 
with equal truth and richness uf colouring. And 
what poet or painter has ever surpassed (Byron has 
imitated) her account of the first view of Venice, as 
seen by her heroine Emily, ‘with its islets, palaces, 
and terraces rising out of the sea ; and us they 
glided on, the* grander features of the city appear¬ 
ing more distinctly—its terrace# crowned with airy 
yet majestic fabrics, touched with the splendour of 
the setting sun, appearing as if they had been called 
up from the ocean by the wand of an enchanter 
rather than reared by human hands.’ Her pictures 
are innumerable, and they are always introduced 
with striking effect. 4 Set off,’ says a judicious 
critic, ‘against the calm beauty of a summer even¬ 
ing, or the magnificent' gloom of a*thunder-storm, 
her pastoral or banditti groups stand out with 
double effect; w hile to the charge of vagueness of 
description, it may be answered that Mrs Radcliffe 
is by no means vague where distinctness of imagery 
is or ought to Ik,* her object, as any one may 
satisfy himself who recalls to his recollection her 
leseription of the ^oncly house by the Mediterra¬ 
nean, with the scudding clouds, the screaming sea¬ 
birds, and the stormy sea, the scene selected for the 
murder of Ellena; or another picture, in the best 
manner of Salvator, of the first glimpse of the castle 
of Udolpho, rising over a mountain pass, with the 
slant sunljcams lighting up its ancient weather¬ 
beaten towers. Indeed the whole description of 
that A pennine fastness, both w ithout and within, is 
in the best style, not of literal, indeed, but of ima¬ 
ginative painting—“ fate sits on those dark battle¬ 
ments and frowns:” the very intricacy of its internal 
architecture and its endless passages— a mighty 
maze, and, we fear, without a plan—only serve to 
deepen the impression of imprisonment, and be¬ 
wilderment, and gloom.’ The romantic colouring 
which Mrs Radcliffe could throw over actual objects, 
at the same time preserving their symmetry and 
appearance entire, is finely displayed in her English 
leseription*, particularly hi that of Windsor. 
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[ Dwcriplion of the Caulk of Udolpho .] 

Towards the done of the day, the road wound into 
a deep valley. Mountains, whose shaggy steeps ap¬ 
peared to be inaccessible, almost surrounded it. To the 
cast a vista opened, and exhibited the Apennines in 
their darkest horrors ; and the long perspective of retir¬ 
ing summits rising over each other, their ridges clothed 
with pines, exhibited a stronger image of grandeur 
than any that Emily had yet seen. The sun had just 
fyjnk below the top of the mountains she was descend¬ 
ing, whose long shadow stretched athwart the valley ; 
but his sloping rays, shooting through an opening of 
the cliffs, touched with a yellow gleam the summits 
of the forest that hung upon the opposite steeps, and 
j j streamed in full splendour upon the tower* ami hatfle- 
;| incuts of a castle that spread its extensive ramparts 
l| along the bjgow of a precipice above. The splendour 
j| of these illumined objects was heightened by the con¬ 
trasted shade which involved the valley below. 

II ‘There,’ sai<Jf # Montoni, speaking tor the first time 
:: in several hours, * is Kdolpho.’ 

j Emily gazed with melancholy awe upon the castle, 
j, which she understood fc> l>e Montoni’s; for, though it 
j, was now lighted up hy the setting sun, the (hithic 
j greatness of its features, and its mouldering walls 
j dark gravestone, ft iidcrcd it a gloomy and sublime 
| object. A* she gazed the light died away on its walls, 

| leaving a melancholy purple tint, which spread deeper 
i and deeper a* the thin vapour crept up the mountain, 
j while the battlements above were still tipped with 
j splendour. From these, too, the rays soon faded, and 
J tin* whole edifice was invested with tie* solemn duski- 
j ness of evening. Silent, lonely, and sublime, it seemed 
i to stand the sovereign of the* scene, and to frown de- 
I fin nee on all who dared to invade its solitary reign, 
i As the twilight deepened, its features became more 
I awful in obscurity, and Emily continued to ga/e till 
| its clustering towers were alone seen rising over the 
tops of the woods, lieneath whose thick shade the car¬ 
riages soon after began to ascend. 

The extent and darkness of these tall woods awak¬ 
ened terrific images in her mind, and she almost ex¬ 
pected to see banditti start up from under the trees. 
At length the carriages emerged upon a heathy rock, j 
and soon after reached the castle gates, where the deep 
tone of the portal bell, which was struck upon to give 
notice of their arrival, increased the fearful emotions 
that had ns*uiile(J Emily. W hile they waited till the 
servant within should come open the gates, she 
anxiously surveyed the edifice ; but the gloom that 
overspread it allowed her to distinguish little more 
than a part of its outline, with the massy walls of the 
ramparts, and to know that it was vast, ancient, and 
dreary. From the parts she saw, she judged of the 
heavy strength and extent of the whole. The gateway 
before her, leading into the eourtsjlwas of gigantic size, 
and was defended by two round tower*, crowned by 
overhanging turrets, embattled, where, instead of ban¬ 
ners, now waved long grass and wild plants that had 
taken root among the mouldering stones, and which 
seemed to sigh, as the breeze rolled past, over the 
desolation around them. The towers were united by 
a curtain, pierced and embattled also, below* which 
appeared the pointed arch of a huge portcullis sur¬ 
mounting the gates ; from these the walls of the ram¬ 
parts extended to other towers, overlooking the preci¬ 
pice, whose shattered outline, appearing on a gleam 
that lingered in tho west, told of the ravages of war. 
Beyond these all was lost in the obscurity of evening. 

[Hardwick^ in Derbyshire.'] 

Northward, beyond London, we may make one stop, 
after a country not otherwise necessary to be noticed, 
to mention Hardwick, in Derbyshire, a seat of the 


Duke of Devonshire, once the residence of the Earl of 
Shrewsbury, to whom Elizabeth deputed the custody 
of the unfortunate Mary. It stands on an easy height, 
a few miles to the left of the road from Mansfield to 
Chesterfield, and is approached through shady lanes, 
which conceal the view of it till you are on the con¬ 
fines of the park. Three towers of hoary gray then 
rise with great majesty among old woods, ana their 
summits appear to be covered with the lightly- 
shivered fragments of battlements, which, however, 
are soon discovered to be perfectly carved open work, 
in which the letters K. S. frequently occur under a 
coronet, the initials and the memorials of the vanity 
of Elizabeth, Countess of Shrewsbury, who built the 
present edifice. Its tall features, of a most pictu¬ 
resque tint, were finely disclosed between the luxu¬ 
riant woods and over the lawns of the park, which 
every now and then let in a glimpse of the Derbyshire 
hi ID. 

In front of the great gates of the castle court, the 
ground, adorned by old oaks, suddenly sinks to a 
darkly-shadowed glade, and the view opens over the 
vale of Scarsti Je, bounded by the wild mountains of 
the iVak. Immediately to the left of the present 
residence, some ruined features of the ancient one, 
emvreaUied with the rich drapery of ivy, give an in¬ 
terest to the scene, which the later but more histori¬ 
cal structure heightens and prolongs. We followed, 
not without emotion, the walk which Mary had so 
often trodden, to the folding-uoors of the great hall, 
whose lofty grandeur, aided hy silence, and seen under 
the influence of a lowering sky, suited the temper of 
the whole scene. The tall windows, which half sub¬ 
due tin- li'iht they admit, just allowed us to distin¬ 
guish the large figures in the tapestry above the oak 
wainscoting, and showed a colonnade of oak support¬ 
ing a gallery along the bottom of the hall, with a pair 
of gigantic elk's horns flourishing between the win¬ 
dows opposite to the entrance. The scene of Mary’s 
arrival, and her feelings upon entering this solemn 
shade, came involuntarily to the mind ; the noise of 
norses’ feet, and many voices from the court; her 
proud, yet gentle and melancholy look, as, led by 
111 v lord kecjier, she passed slowly up the hall ; his 
somewhat obsequious, yet jealous and vigilant air, 
while, awed by her dignity and beauty, he remembers 
the terrors of his own queen ; the silence and anxiety 
of her maids, and the bustle of the surrounding at¬ 
tendants. 

From the hull, a staircase ascends to the gallery of 
a small chapel, in which the chairs and cushions used 
by Mary still remain, and proceeds to the first storey, 
where only one apartment bears memorials of her im¬ 
prisonment—the bed, tapestry, and chairs, having 
been worked by herself. This tapestry is richly em¬ 
bossed with emblematic figures, each with its title 
worked above it, and having been scrupulously pre¬ 
served, is still entire and fresh. 

Over the chimney of an adjoining dining-room, to 
which, a> well as to other apartments on this floor, 
some modern furniture has been added, is this motto 
carved in oak :— 

‘There is only this: To fear God, and keep his 
commandments.* So much less valuable was tim¬ 
ber than workmanship when this mansion was con¬ 
structed, that where the staircases are not of stone, 
they are formed of solid oaken steps, instead of 
planks; such is that from the second, or sfate storey, 
to the roof, whence, on clear days, York and Lincoln 
cathedrals are said to be included in the extensive 
prospect. This second floor is that w'hich gives its 
chief interest to the edifice. Nearly all the apart¬ 
ments of it were allotted to Mary ; some of them for 
state purposes ; and the furniture is known, by other 
proof than its appearance, to remain as she left it. 
The chief room, or that of audience, is of uncommon 
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loftiness, and strikes by its grandeur, before the venc- 
ration and tenderness arise which its antiquities and 
the plainly-told tale of the sufferings they witnessed 
excite. 

[An Italian Landscape.] 

These excursions sometimes led to Puzzuoli, Bain, 
or^he woody cliffs of Pausilippo ; and as, on their re¬ 
turn, they glided along the moonlight bay, the melo¬ 
dies of Italian strains seemed to give enchantment to 
the scenery of its shore. At this cool hour the voices 
of the vine-dressers were frequently heard in trio, as 
they reposed after the labour of the day on some 
pleasant promontory under the shade of poplars; or 
the brisk music of the dance from fishermen on the 
margin of the waves below. The boatmen rested on 
their oars, while their company listened to voices mo¬ 
dulated by sensibility to finer eloquence than it is in 
the power of art alone to display ; and at others, while 
they observed the airy natural grace which distin¬ 
guishes the dance of the fishermen and peasant girls of 
Naples. Frequently, as they glided round a promon¬ 
tory, whose shaggy masses impended far over the sea, 
such magic scenes of beauty unfolded, adorned by these 
dancing groups on the bay beyond, as no pencil con hi 
do justice to. The deep clear waters reflected every 
image of the landscape ; the cliffs, branching into wild 
forms, crowned with groves whose rough foliage often 
spread down their steeps in picturesque luxuriance ; 
the ruined villa on some bold point peeping through the 
trees; peasants’ cabins hanging on the precipices, and 
the dancing figures on the strand—all touched with 
the silvery tint and soft shadows of moonlight. On 
the other hand, the sea, trembling with it long line of 
radiance, and showing in the clear distance the sails 
of vessels stealing in every direction along its surface, 
presented a prospect as grand as the landscape was 
beautiful. 


MATTHEW GUECOuY LEWIS. 

Among the most successful imitators nf Mrs Had 
oliffe’s peculiar manner and class of subjects, was 
Matthew Gregory Lewis, whose wild romance. 
The Monk , published in 1790, was received with 
mingled astonishment, censure, and applause. The 
first edition was soon disposed of, and in preparing 
a second, Lewis threw out some indelicate passages 
which had given much offence. He might have car¬ 
ried his retrenchments farther, with benefit both to 
the story and its readers. 4 The Monk’ was a youth¬ 
ful production, written, as the author states in his 
rhyming preface, when he ‘ scarce had seen his twen¬ 
tieth year,’ It has all the marks of youth, except 
modesty. Lew is was the boldest of holujohlin w riters, 
and dashed away fearlessly among scenes of monks 
and nuns, church processions, Spanish cavaliers, 
maidens and duennas, sorcerers and enchantments, 
the Inquisition, the wandering Jew', and even Satan 
himself, whom he brings in to execute justice visibly 
and without compunction. The hero, Ambrosio, is 
abbot of the Capuchins at Madrid, and from his 
reputed sanctity and humility, and his eloquent 
preaching, he is sumamed the Man of Holiness. 
Ambrosio conceives himself to he exempted from 
the failings of humanity, and is severe in his saintly 
judgments. He is full of religious enthusiasm and 
pride, and thinks himself proof against all tempta¬ 
tion. The hint of this character was taken from a 
paper in the Guardian, and I^ewis filled up the out¬ 
line with considerable energy and skilful delinea¬ 
tion. The imposing presence, strong passions, and 
wretched downfall of Ambrosio, arc not easily for¬ 


gotten by*the readers of the novel. The haughty 
ami susceptible monk is tempted by an infernal 
spirit—the Mephostophilis of the tale—who assumes 
the form of a young and beautiful woman, and, alter 
various efforts, completely triumphs over the virtue 
and the resolutions of Ambrosio. lie proceeds from 
crime to crime, till he is stained with the most 
atrocious deeds, his evil genius, Matilda, being still 
his prompter and associate, and aiding him by her 
powers of conjuration and sorcery. He is at length 
caught in the toils, detected in a deed of murder, 
and is tried, tortured, and convicted by the Inquisi¬ 
tion. While trembling at the approaching auto 
de ,/i*, at which he is sentenced to perish, Ambrosio 
is again visited by Matilda, w ho gives him a certain 
mysterious book, by reading which he is aide to 
summon Lucifer to his presence. Ambrosio ven¬ 
tures on this desperate expedient. The Kvil One 
appears (appropriately preceded by thunder and 
earthquake), and the wretched monk, having Sold 
his hope of salvation to recover his liberty, is borne 
aloft far from his dungeon, hut only to be dashed 
to pieces on a rock. Such is the outline of the 
monk’s story, in which there if certainly no shrinking 
from the supernatural machinery that Mrs Kadclillb 
| jidupted only in semblance, w ithout attempting to 
make it real. Lewis relieved diis narrative by 
episodes and love-scenes, one of w hich (the bidding 
nun) is told with great animation. He introduces 
us also to a robl>cr’s hut it) a forest, in which a 
striking scene occurs, evidently suggested hv a 
similar one in Smollett’s Count Fathom. Besides 
his excessive use of conjurations and spirits to carry 
on his story, Lewis resorted to another class of 
j horrors, which is simply disgusting; namely, loath¬ 
some images of mortal corruption and decay, the 
festering relics of death and the grave. The ac¬ 
count of the confinement of Agnes in the dungeon 
In low' the shrine of St ( hire, and of her dead child, 
w hich she persisted in keeping constantly in her 
arms, is a repulsive description of this kind, puerile 
and oilensive, though preceded hv the masterly nar¬ 
rative of the ruin and conflagration of the convent 
by the exasperated populace. 

The only other tule by Iarwis which has been 
reprinted is the Uraro of 1 Truer, a short production, 
in which there is enough of banditti, disguises, 
plots, and mysterious adventures—the dagger and 
tie* bowl—but nothing equal to tfie best parts of 
‘ The Monk.’ The st\V* is more chaste and uniform, 
and some Venetian scenes are picturesquely de¬ 
scribed. The hero, Abellino, is at one time a 
beggar, at another a bandit, and ends by marrying 
the lovely niece of the Doge of Venice—a genuine 
character for the mock-heroic of romance. In 
none of his works does Lewis evince a talent for 
humour. < 

[*SVoc of Conjuration l>y the. Wanarriny Jt a:.] 

[Raymond, in * The Monk,’ is pursued by n spectre repr®- 
anting a bleeding nun, which apj>e*ra at one o’clock in the 
morning, repeating a certain chant, and pmssing her lips to 
hin. Every succeeding visit inspire** him with greater horror, 
and he berumen melancholy and deranged in health. His ser¬ 
vant, Theodore, meets with a stranger, who tells him to bid 
his master wish for him when tin* clock strikes one, and th® 
tale, a* related by Raymond, proceed* The ingenuity with 
v\ hfrh Lenin avails himself of the ancient legend of th® Wan- ' 
during Jew, arid the fine description of the conjuration, are ! 
worthy of remark.] 

He wus a man of majestic presence; his count©*, 
name was strongly marked, and his eyes were large, 
black, and sparkling: yet there was a something in 
his look which, the moment that I saw him, inspired 
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me with ft secret awe, not to say horror. lie was 
dressed plainly, his hair was unpowdcred, and a 
band of black velvet, which encircled his forehead, 
spread over his features an additional gloom. 11 is 
countenance wore the marks of profound melancholy, 
his step was slow, and his manner grave, stately, and 
solemn. He saluted me with politeness, and having 
replied to the usual compliments of introduction, he 
motioned to Theodore to quit the chamber. The 
page instantly withdrew. ‘ 1 know your business,* 
said he, without giving me time to speak. * I have 
{he power of releasing you from your nightly visitor ; 
but this cannot lie done before Sunday. (>n the hour 
when the Sabbath morning breaks, spirifs of darkness 
have least influence over mortals. After Saturday, 
the nun shall visit you no more.* ‘May I not in¬ 
quire,’ said I, * by what means you are in possession 
of a secret which 1 have carefully concealed from the 
knowledge oT every one?' ‘ How can 1 be ignorant of 
your distresses, when their cause at this moment 
stands before you ?’ I started. The stranger con¬ 
tinued : ‘ though to you only visible for one hour in 
the twenty-four, neither day nor night does she ever 
quit you ; nor will slq* ever quit you till you have 
granted her request.’ ‘And what is that request V 
‘ That she must herself explain ; it lie* not in my 
knowledge WaU with patience for ihe night <n 
Saturday ; all shall he then cleared up.' I dar«*d not 
press him further. He soon after changed the* con¬ 
versation, and talked of various matters. He named 
people who had ceased to exist for many centuries, 
and yet with whom he appeared to have been per- 
honnllv ae*jnuin’ed. I could not mention a country, 
however distant, which lor had not u-dtod ; n*>r could 
1 sufficiently admin* th<* extent and variety oi hi-, 
information. 1 remarked to him, that having tra¬ 
velled, seen, and known .-o much, must have given 
him infinite pleasure. He shook hi-* head mournfully. 
1 No he replied, * i*- adequate to comprehending 

the misery of my lot ! Kate oblige* me to be con¬ 
stantly in movement; I am not permit Led t<> pass 
wort* than a fortnight in the same place. I have no 
friend in the world, and. from the restlessness of irt\ 
destiny, I never can imquire one. Fain would 1 lay 
down mv miserable life, for I envv those who enjoy 
the quiet of the grave; but death eludes me, and 
flies from my embrace. In vain do 1 throw myself in 
the way of danger. I plunge into the ocean, the 
waves throw me back with abhorrence upon the 
shore; I rush into lire, the fames recoil at my ap¬ 
proach; I oppose myself to the fury of banditti, 
their swords become blunted, ami break against 
my breast. The hungry tiger shudders at my ap¬ 
proach, and the alligator flics from a monster more 
terrible than itself. <!od has sethis seal upon me, 
and all his creatures respect this fatal mark.' lie 
put his hand to the velvet which was bound round his 
forehead. There was in his eyes an expression of 
fury, despair, and malevolence, that struck horror to 
my very soul. An involuntary convulsion made me 
shudder. The stranger perceived it. ‘Such is the 
curse imposed on me,’ he continued ; ‘ I am doomed 
to inspire all who look on me with terror and detesta¬ 
tion. You already feel the influence of the charm, 
and with every succeeding moment will feel it more. 
1 will not add to your sufferings by my presence. 
Farewell till Saturday. As soon as the clock striker 
twelve, expect me at your chamber.' 

Having said this he departed, leaving me in asto¬ 
nishment at the mysterious turn of his manner and 
conversation. Ilis assurances that I should soon be 
relieved from the apparition's visits produced a good 
effect upon ray constitution. Theodore, whom I 
rather treated as an adopted child than a domestic, 
was surprised, at his return, to observe the amend¬ 
ment in my looks. He congratulated me on this 


symptom of returning health, and declared himself 
delighted at ray having received so much benefit from 
my conference with the Great Mogul. Upon inquiry 
I found that the stranger had already passed eight 
days in Ratisbon. According to his own account, 
therefore, he was only to remain there six days longer. 
Saturday was still at a distance of three. Oh l with 
what impatience did I expect its arrival! In the 
interim, the bleeding nun continued her noctuifel 
visits; but hoping soon to be released from them 
altogether, the effects which they produced on mo 
became less violent than before. 

The wished-for night arrived. To avoid creating 
suspicion, 1 retired to bed at my usuaft hour ; but as 
soon as my attendants had left me, I dressed myself 
again, and prepared for the stranger’s reception. He 
entered my room upon the turn of midnight. A 
small chest was in his hand, which he placed near the 
st we. He saluted me without speaking; I returned 
the compliment, observing an equal silence. lie then 
opened the chest. The first thing which he produced 
was a small wooden crucifix ; lie sunk upon his knees, 
gazed upon it mournfully, and ca>t his eyes towards 
heaven. He srciied to be praying devoutly. At 
length he bowed his head respectfully, kissed the 
crucifix thrice, and quitted his kneeling posture. He 
next drew from the chest a covered goblet; with the 
liquor which it contained, and which appeared to be 
blood, ho sprinkled the floor ; and then dipping in it 
one end of the crucifix, he described a circle in the 
middle of the room. Round about this he placed 
various lvliques, skulls, thigh bones, k(\ I observed 
that be disposed them all in the forms of crosses, 
i La-ilv, he took out a large Bible, and beckoned me 
| to follow him into the circle. 1 obeyed. 

I ‘Be cautious not to utter a syllableT whispered 
; the stranger: ‘step not out of the circle, and as you 
i love \ ourself, dare not to look upon mv face.' Holding 
the crucifix in one hand, the Bible in the other, he 
seemed to read with profound attention. The clock 
struck one ; as u>ual l heard the .-poet re's steps upon 
’he staircase, but I was nut seized with the accus¬ 
tomed shivering. I waited her approach with confi¬ 
dence. She entered the room, drew near the circle, 
and stopped. The stranger muttered some words, to 
me unintelligible. Then raising his % head from the 
hook, and extending the crucifix towards the ghost, 
he pronoiince* 1, in a voice distinct and solemn, 

* Beatrice ! Beatrice ! Beatrice!’ 4 What wouldst thou V 

replied the apparition in a hollow faltering tone. 
4 What disturbs thy sleep? Why dost thou afflict 
and torture this youth ? How can rest be restored to 
thy unquiet spirit V 4 I dare not tell, 1 must not tell. 
Fain would 1 repose in m v grave, but stem commands 
force me to prolong mv punishment!' 4 Knowest 

thou this blood ? Knowest thou in whose veins it 
flowed? Beatrice! Beatrice! in his name I charge 
thee to answer me.’ 4 I dare not disobey my taskers.' 
4 Barest thou disobey me?’ lie spoke in a command¬ 
ing tone, and drew the sable band from bis forehead. 
In spite of his injunction to the contrary, curiosity 
would not suffer me to keep my eyes off Vis face : I 
raised them, and beheld a burning cross impressed 
upon his brow. For the horror with which this object 
inspired me I cannot account, but I never felt its 
equal. My senses left me for some moments; a 
mysterious dread overcame my courage; and had not 
the exorciser caught my hand, I should have fallen 
out of the circle. When l recovered myself, I per¬ 
ceived that the burning cross had produced an effect 
no less violent upon the spectre. Her countenance 
expressed reverence and horror, and her visionary 
limbs were shaken by fear. 4 Yes,' she said at length, 

* 1 tremble at that mark! I respect it! I obey you! 
Know, then, that my bones lie still unburied—they 
rot in the obscurity of Lindenberg-hole. None but 
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this youth has the right of consigning them to the 
grave. His own lips have made over to me his body 
and his soul; never will I give back his promise; 
never shall he know a night devoid of terror unless 
he engages to collect my mouldering bones, and de¬ 
posit them in the family vault of his Andalusian 
castle. Then let thirty masses be said for the repose 
of my spirit, and I trouble this world no more. Now 
Idfrme depart; those flames are scorching.’ 

He let the hand drop slowly which held the crucifix, 
and which till then he had pointed towards her. 
The apparition bowed her head, and her form melted 
into air. 


Mrs Amelia Opie (Miss Alderson of Norwich), 
the widow' of John Opus the celebrated artist, com¬ 
menced her literary career in 1801, when she pub¬ 
lished her domestic and pathetic talc of The Father 
and Daughter. Without venturing out of ordinary 
life, Mrs Opie invested her narrative with deep in¬ 
terest, by her genuine painting of nature and pas¬ 
sion, her animated dialogue, and feminine delicacy of 
feeling. Her first novei has gone through eight edi¬ 
tions, and is still popular. A long series of w orks 
of fiction has since proceeded from the pen of this 
lady. Her Simple Tules, in four volumes, lHOC ; 
New Tales, four volumes, 1818 ; Temper, or Domes¬ 
tic Scenes, a tale, in three volumes ; Tules of Ileal 
Life, three volumes; Tales of the Heart, four volumes; 
are all marked bv the same characteristics — the 


boldness of his speculations and opinions, and his 
apparent depth and ardour of feeling, were curiously 
contrasted with his plodding habits, his imperturb¬ 
able temper, and the quiet obscure simplicity of his 
life and manners. The most startling and astound¬ 
ing theories were propounded by him with undoubt¬ 
ing confidence; and sentiments that, if reduced to 



portraiture of domestic life, drawn with a view' to 
regulate the heart and affections. In 1^28 Mrs 
Opie published a moral treatise, entitled Detraction 
Displayed , in order to expose that 4 most common of 
all vices,’ which she says justly is found ‘ in every 
class or rank in society, from the peer to the pea¬ 
sant, from the master to the valet, from the mistress 
to the maid, from the most learned to the most igno- I 
rant, from the man of genius to the meanest eapa- j 
city.’ The tales of this lady have been thrown into ! 
the shade by the brilliant fictions of Scott., the j 
stronger moral delineations of Miss Edgeworth, and j 
the generally masculine character of our more mo- ; 
deni literature. She is, like Mackenzie, too uni¬ 
formly pathetic and tender. ‘ She can do nothing 
well,’ says Jeffrey, 4 that requires to he done with 
formality, and therefore has not succeeded in copy¬ 
ing either the concentrated force of weighty and 
deliberate reason, or the severe and solemn dignity 
of majestic virtue. To make amends, however, she 
represents admirably everything that is .amiable, ge¬ 
nerous, and gentle.’ Terhaps we should add t<> thus 
the power of exciting and harrow ing up the feelings 
in no ordinary degree. Some of her short tales are 
full of gloomy and terrific painting, alternately re¬ 
sembling those of Godwin and Mrs Hadcliffe. 

in Miss Sedgwick's Letters from Abroad (1841), 
we find the following notice of the venerable no¬ 
velist:— 4 1 owed Mrs Opie a grudge for having 
made me in my youth cry my eyes out over her 
stories; but her fair cheerful face forced me to for¬ 
get it. She long ago forswore the world and its 
vanities, and adopted the Quaker faith and costume; 
hut I fancied that her elal>orate simplicity, and the 
fashionable little train to her pretty satin gown, 
indicated how much easier it is to adopt a theory 
than to change one’s habits,’ 


WILLIAM GODWIN. 

William Godwin, author of Caleb Williams, was 
one of the most remarkable men of his times. The 1 



action, would have overturned the whole framework 
of society, were complacently dealt out by their 
author as if they had merely formed an ordinary 
portion of a bus\ literary life. Godwin was born at 
Wislieach. in Cambridgeshire, on the 3d of March 
17Ml. His father was a dissenting minister—a pious 
nonconformist—and thus the future novelist may lie 
said to have lx*en nurtured in a love of religious 
and civil liberty, without perhaps much reverence 
for existing authority.* He soon. In forever, far over¬ 
stepped the pale of dissent. After receiving the 
necessary education at the dissenting college at Hox- 
ton, Mr Godwin became minister of a congregation 
in the vicinity of London. He also officiated for 
some time at Stow'market, in Suffolk. About the 
year 1782, having lieen live years a nonconformist 
preacher, he settle^ in London, and applied himself 
wholly to literature. His first work was entitled 
Sketches of History , in Sts Set mans ; and he shortly 
afterwards Ijccnnie principal writer in the New An~ 
nual Ueyister. He w as a zealous jnjliticul reformer ; 
and his talents were so well known or recommended, 
that lie obtained the large sum of t‘7oo for his next 
publication. 'This was his famed Kntjuiryconcerning 
Tolitical Justice , and its Influences on General Virtue 
and Happiness , published in 171)3. Mr Godwin's 
work was a sincere advocacy of an intellectual re¬ 
public—a splendid argument for universal philan¬ 
thropy and benevolence, and for the omnipotence of 
mind over matter. His views of the perfectibility 
of man and the regeneration of society (all private 
affections and interest* being merged in the public 
good) were clouded by no misgivings, and he wrote 
with tiie force of conviction, ami with no ordinary 
powers of persuasion and eloquence. The Enquiry 
wms highly successful, and went through several 
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editions. In a twelvemonth afterwards appeared his 
novel of Things as they Are, or the Adventures 6/ Caleb 
Williams. His object here was also to inculcate his 
peculiar doctrines, and to comprehend * a general 
review of the modes of domestic and unrecorded 
despotism, by which man becomes the destroyer of 
man/ IJis hero, Williams, tells his own talc* of suf¬ 
fering and of wrong—of innocence persecuted and 
reduced to the brink of death and infamy by aristo¬ 
cratic power, and by tyrannical or partially-admi- 
qistered laws; but his story is so fraught with 
interest and energy, that we Iorc sight of the politi¬ 
cal object or satire, and think only of the characters 
and incidents that [mss in review before us. The 
imagination of the author overpowered his philo¬ 
sophy ; he was a greater inventor than logician, llis 
character of Falkland is one of the finest in the 
whole range # of English fictitious composition. The 
opinions of Godwin were soon brought still more 
prominently forw ard, liis friends, llolcroft, Thel- 
wall, Horne 'fyolcc, and others, w»re thrown into 
the Tower on a charge of high treason. The novelist 
hud joined none of their societies, ami howe ver ob¬ 
noxious to those in potter, had not rendered himself 
amenable to the laws of his country.* Godwin, 
however, was ready with his pen. Jiv'ge Eyre, ii* 
his ehargCfto tlie Vrund jury, had laid down prin¬ 
ciples very different from those of our author, and 
the latter instantly published Cursory Strictures on 
the judge’s charge, so ably written that the pamph¬ 
let is said to have mainly led to tin* acquittal of the 
accused parties. In 1790 Mr Godwin issued a series 
of essays on education, manners, and literature, 
entitled The Enquirer. In tin* following year he 
married Mary Wollstoneeraft. author of 'Jhe I'indimt- 
tion of the Rights of Ilbmrjfi, Ac. a lady in many re¬ 
spects as remarkable as her husband, and w ho died 
after having given birth to a daughter (Mrs Shelley) 
still more justly distinguished. Godwin’s contempt 
of the ordinary modes of thinking and acting in this 
country was displayed by this marriage. His wife 
brought with her a natural daughter, the fruit of a 
former connexion. She had lived with Godwin for 
some time Indore their marriage; and ‘the principal 
motive,’ he says, * for complying with the ceremony, 
was the circumstance of Mary’s l>eing in a state of 
pregnancy.’ Such an open disregard of the ties and 
principles that sweeten life and adorn society asto¬ 
nished even Godwin's philosophic and reforming 
friends. But whether acting in good or in bad taste, 
he* seems always to have bt*cn fearless and sincere. 
He wrote Memoirs of Mary Wallstonecraft Godwin 
(who died in about half a year after her marriage), 
and in this curious work all the details of her life 
and conduct are minutely related. We are glad, 

* If wo may credit n curious entry In Sir Walter Scott's 
diary, Godwin must have bwn early mixed up with the Eng¬ 
lish Jacobins. * Canning's conversion from popular opinions,’ 
nays Scott, * won strangely brought round. While ho was study¬ 
ing in the Temple, and rather entertaining revolutionary’ opi¬ 
nions, Godwin sent to say that he was coming to breakfast 
with him, to speak on a subject of the highest importance. 
Canning knew little of him, but received his visit, ami learned 
to his astonishment that, in expectation of a new order of 
things, tho English Jacobins designed to place him, Canning, 
at the head of the revolution. He was much struck, and asked 
time to think what course he should take; and having thought 
the matter over, he went to Mr l'itt, and made tho Anti- 

JacobJn confession of faith, in which he persevered until-. 

Canning himself mentioned this to Sir W. Knighton upon occa¬ 
sion of giving a place in the Charter-house, of some ton pounds 
a-yoer, to Godwin’s brother. He could scarce do less for one 
who had offered him the dictator’s curule chair. '—Lockhart’g 
lifeqf Scott. This occurrence must have taken place before 
1703, m in that year Canning was introduced by Pitt into par¬ 
liament. 


after this mental pollution, to meet Godwin again 
as a novelist— 

He hears no token of the sabler streams, 

And mounts far off among the swans of Thames. 

In 1799 appeared his St Leon, a story of the * mira¬ 
culous class,’ as he himself states, and designed to 
mix human feelings and passions with incredible 
situations. His hero attains the possession of file 
philosopher’s stone, and secures exhaustless wealth 
by the art of transmuting metals into gold, and at 
the same time he learns the secret of the elixir vitce, 
by which he has the power of renewing his youth. 
These arc*, indeed, ‘incredible situations;’ but the 
romance has many attractions —splendid descrip¬ 
tion and true pathos. Its chief defect is an ex¬ 
cess of the terrible and marvellous. In 1800 Mr 
Godwin produced his unlucky tragedy of Antonio ; 
in 1801 Thoughts on l)r Parrs Spital Sermon, being 
aV pIy to some attacks made upon him, or rather 
on his code of morality, by Parr, Mackintosh, and 
others. In 180.9 he brought out a voluminous Life 
of Chaucer, in two quarto volumes. With Mr God¬ 
win the great business of this worM was to write 
hooks, and whatever subject he selected, he treated 
it with a due sense of its importance, and pursued 
it into all its ramifications with intense ardour and 
application. The ‘ Life of Chaucer’ was ridiculed 
by Sir Walter Scott i;i the Edinburgh Review, in 
consequence of its enormous hulk and its extraneous 
dissertations, hut it is creditable to the author’s taste 
and research. The student of our early literature 
will find in it many interesting facts connected with 
a chivalrous and romantic period of our history— 
much sound criticism, and a fine relish for true 
poetry. In l G b4 Mr Godwin produced his novel of 
Flceiwmtd, or the \cw Man of Peeling. The title 
was unfortunate, as reminding the reader of the old 
Man i.f Feeling, by far the most interesting and 
amiable of the two. Mr Godwin’s hero is self-willed 
and capricious, a morbid egotist, whose irritability 
and frantic outbursts of passion move contempt 
rather than sympathy. Byron has said— 

Romances paint at full length people’s wooings, 

But only give a bust of marriages. * 

This cannot he said of Mr Godwin. Great part of 
Fleetwood is occupied with the hero’s matrimonial 
troubles and afflictions ; but they only exemplify 
the noble poet’s farther observation—‘no one cares 
for matrimonial cooings.’ The better parts of the 
novel consist of the episode of the Macneills, a tale 
of family pathos, and some detached descriptions of 
Welsh scenery. For some years Mr Godwin was 
little heard of. He had married again, and, as a 
more certain means of maintenance, had opened a 
bookseller's shop in London, under Hie assumed 
name of ‘ Edward Baldwin.’ In this situation he 
ushered forth a numlicr of children’s books,* small 
histories and other compilations, some of them by 
himself. Charles Lamb mentions an English Gram¬ 
mar, in which llaztitt assisted. lie tried another 
tragedy, Faulkner , in 1907, but it was unsuccessful. 
Next year he published an Essay on Sepulchres, 
written in a fine meditative spirit, with great beauty 
of expression; and in 1815 Lives of Edward and 
John Phillips . the nephews of Milton. The latter is 
also creditable to the taste and research of the 
author, and illustrates our poeticnl history about 
the time of the Restoration. In 1817 Mr Godwin 
again entered the arena of fiction. He had paid a 
visit to Scotland, and concluded w ith Constable for 
another novel, Mandeville , a tale of the times of 
Cromwell The style of this work is measured and 
stately, and it abounds in that moral anatomy in 
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which the author delighted, but often carried be¬ 
yond truth and nature. The vindictive feelings 
delineated in 4 Mandcviile* are pushed to a revolt¬ 
ing extreme. Passages of energetic and beautiful 
composition—reflective and descriptive—are to be 
found in the novel; and we may remark, that as 
the author advanced in years, lie seems to have cul¬ 
tivated more sedulously the graces of language and 
diction. The staple of his novels, however, was 
taken from the depths of his own mind—not from 
extensive surveys of mankind or the universe ; and 
it was obvious that the oft-drawn-upon fountain be¬ 
gan to dry up» notwithstanding the luxuriance of 
the foliage that shaded it. Wo next find Mr God¬ 
win combating the opinions of Mai thus upon popu¬ 
lation (1820), and then setting about an elaborate 
History of the Commonwealth. The great men of 
that era were exactly suited to his taste. Their re¬ 
solute energy of character, their overthrow of the 
monarchy, their republican enthusiasm and strange 
notions of faith and the saints, were well adapted to 
fire his imagination and stimulate his research. The 
history extended to four large volumes, which were 
published at intervals between 1821 and 1828. it 
is evident that Mr Godwin tasked himself to pro¬ 
duce authorities for all he advanced. He took up, 
as might be expected, strong opinions; but in striv¬ 
ing to be accurate and minute, he liecame ton sjk*- 
cific and chronological for the interest of his narra¬ 
tive. It was truly said that the style of his history 
‘creeps and hitches in dates and authorities.’ In 
1830 Mr Godwin published Cloudrsley , a tale, in 
three volumes. Reverting to his first brilliant per- j 
formance as a novelist, he made his new hero, like 
Caleb Williams, a person of humble origin, and he 
arrays him against his patron ; hut there the pa¬ 
rallel ends. The elastic vigour, the verisimilitude, 
the crowding incidents, the absorbing interest, and 
the overwhelming catastrophe of the first novel, 
are not to be* found in ‘ Cloudesley/ There is even 
little delineation of character. Instead of these we 
have fine English, ‘clouds of reflections without any 
new occasion to call them forth; an expanded flow 
of words without a single pointed remark/ The 
next production of this veteran author was a meta¬ 
physical treatise, Thoughts on Man , &c. ; and his 
last work (1834) a compilation, entitled Lives of the 
Necromancers. In his later years Mr Godwin en¬ 
joyed a small government office, yeoman usher 
1 of the Exchequer, which was conferred upon him 
I by Earl Grey’s ministry. In the residence attached 
| to this appointment, in New Palace Yard, he ter- 
| minated his long and laborious scholastic life on the 
7th of April 1836. No man ever panted more 
ardently, or toiled more heroically, for literary fame; 
and we think-that,, before he closed his eyes, he must 
have been conscious that he had ‘left something so 
written to after-times, as they should not willingly 
let it die/ 

‘Caleb Williams’is unquestionably the most in¬ 
teresting and original of Mr Godwin’s novels, and 
is altogether a work of extraordinary art and power. 
It has the plainness of narrative and the apparent 
reality of the fictions of Defoe or Swift, hut is 
far more pregnant with thought and feeling, and 
touches far higher sympathies and associations, j 
The incidents and characters are finely developed 
and contrasted, an intense earnestness pervades 
the whole, and the stoiy never flags for a moment. 
The lowness of some oi the scenes never inspires 
such disgust as to repel the reader, and the awful 
crime of which Falkland is guilty is allied to so 
much worth and nobleness of nature, that wc are 
involuntarily led to regard him with feelings of ex¬ 
alted pity and commiseration. A brief glance at j 


the story will show the materials with which God¬ 
win ‘framed his spell/ Caleb Williams, an intel¬ 
ligent young peasant, is taken into the house of 
Mr Falkland, the lord of the manor, in the capacity 
of amanuensis, or private secretary. His master 
is kind and compassionate, hut stately and solemn 
in manner. An air of mystery hangs about him ; 
his address is cold, and his sentiments impenetrable; 
and he breaks out occasionally into fits of causeless 
jealousy and tyrannical violence. One day Williams 
surprises him in a closet, where he heard a deep 
groan expressive of intolerable anguish, then the lid 
of a trunk hastily shut, and the noise of fastening 
a lock. Finding he was discovered, Falkland flies 
into a transport of rage, and threatens the intruder 
with instant death if he does not withdraw. The 
astonished youth retires, musing on this strange 
scene. His curiosity is awakened, and he learns 
part of Falkland's history from an old confidential 
steward—how that his master was i^nce the gayest 
of the gay, nnfl had achieved honour and fame 
abroad, till on his return he was persecuted with a 
malignant destiny, llis nearest neighbour, Tvrrel, 
a man of estate equal to hisftwn, but of coarse and 
violent mind and temper, became jealous of Falk¬ 
land’s superior talents and arcqrnplishipents. and 
conceived a deadly enmity at him. The series of 
events detailing the progress of this mutual hatred 
(particularly the episode of Miss Melville) is deve¬ 
loped with great skill, but all is creditable to the 
high-minded and chivalrous Falkland. The con¬ 
duct of Tvrrel becomes at length so atrocious, that 
the country gentlemen shun his society, lie in¬ 
trudes himself, however, into a rural assembly, an 
altercation ensues, and Falkland indignantly up¬ 
braids him, and bids him l>egone. Amidst the. hunt¬ 
ings and reproaches of the assembly, Tvrrel retires, 
hut soon returns inflamed with liquor, and with one 
blow of his muscular arm levels Falkland to the 
ground. His violence is repeated, till he is again 
forced to retreat. This complication of ignominy, 
base, humiliating, and public, stung the proud and 
sensitive Falkland to the soul; he left the room ; 
but one other event closed the transact ions of that 
memorable evening—Tvrrel was found dead in the 
street, having l**en murdered (stabbed with a knife) 
at tlie distance of a few yards from the assembly 
house. From this crisis in Falkland’s history 
commenced his gloomf and unsociable melancholy— 
life lK.*came a burden to him. A private investiga¬ 
tion was made into the circumstances of the murder; 
but Falkland, after a lofty and eloquent denial of 
all knowledge of the crime, was discharged with 
every circumstance of honour, and amidst the plau¬ 
dits of the people. A few weeks afterwards, a 
peasant, named lliwkins, and his son were taken 
up on some slight suspicion, tried, condemned, and 
executed for the murder. Justice was satisfied, but 
a deepening gloom had settled on the solitary Falk¬ 
land. Williams heard all this, and joined in pitying 
the noble sufferer; but the question occurred to him 
—was it possible, after all, that his master should 1 ms 
the murderer? The idea took entire possession of 
his mind, lie determined to place himself as a 
watch u|K>n Falkland—a perpetual stimulus urged 
him on. Circumstances, also, were constantly oc- j 
curving to feed his morbid inquisitiveness. At 
length a fire broke out in the house during Falk¬ 
land's absence, and Williams was led to the room 
containing the mysterious trunk. With the energy 
of uncontrollable passion he forced it open, and 
was in the act of lifting up the lid, when Falkland j 
entered, wild, breathless, and distraction in his looks. 
The first act of the infuriate master was to present 
a pistol at the head of the youth, but he instantly 
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changed his resolution, and ordered him to with¬ 
draw. Next day Falkland disclosed the secret. 4 1 
am the blackest of villains; I am the murderer of 
Tyrrel; I am the assassin of the Hawkinses I* He 
‘ made Williams swear never to disclose the secret, 
i on pain of death or worse. 4 1 am,’ said Falkland, 
4 as much the fool of fame as ever ; I cling to it as 
my last breath : though I be the blackest of villains, 
I will leave behind me a spotless and illustrious 
name: there is no crime so malignant, no scene of 
. blood so horrible, in which that object cannot engage 
me/ Williams took the oath and submitted. His 
spirit, however, revolted at the servile submission 
that was required of him, and in time he escaped 
from the house. He was speedily taken, and accused 
at the instance of Falkland of abstracting valuable 
property from the trunk he had forced open on the 
day of the»flre. He was cast into prison. The in¬ 
terior of the prison, and its wretched inmates, are 
then described with great minuteness. Williams, to 
whom the confinement became intolerable, escaped. 
He is first robbed and then sheltered by a band of 
robbers—he is forced to flee for Ins life—assumes 
different disguises—Tk again in prison, and again 
escapes; but misery and injustice meet him at every 
step. had innocently fastened on himselfoa 

second enemy, a villain named Gines, who from a 
highwayman bad become a thief-taker ; and the in¬ 
cessant exertions of this fellow, tracking him from 
place to place like a l lood-hound, are related with 
uncommon spirit and effect The whole of these ad¬ 
ventures possess an enchaining interest, and cannot 
be i*erused without breathless anxiety. The inno¬ 
cence of Williams, and the manifestations of his cha¬ 
racter-artless, buoyant and fast maturing under this 
stern discipline—irresistibly attract and carry for¬ 
ward the reader. The connection of Falkland and 
Williams is at last wound up in one scene of over- 
jmwering interest, in which the latter comes forward 
publicly as the accuser of his former master. The 
place is the hall of a magistrate of the metropolitan 
town of Falkland's county. 

[Concluding Scene, of Caleb TFiWjunw.] 


that I had determined impartially and justly. I 
believed that, if Mr Falkland were permitted to 
persist in his schemes, we must both of us be com¬ 
pletely wretched. I believed that it wa* in my power, 
by the resolution I had formed, to throw ray share of 
this wretchedness from rac, and that his could scarcely 
be increased. It appeared, therefore, to my mind to 
be a mere piece of equity and jugtice, such as an 
impartial spectator would desire, that one person 
should be miserable in preference to two, # that one 
person, rather than two, should be incapacitated from 
acting his part, and contributing his share to the 
general welfare. I thought that in this business I 
had risen superior to personal considerations, and 
judged with a total neglect of the suggestions of self- 
regard. It is true Mr Falkland was mortal: but not¬ 
withstanding his apparent decay, he might live long. 
Ought I to submit to waste the best years of my life 
in my present wretched situation? He had declared 
that his reputation should be for ever inviolate ; this 
was his ruling passion, the thought that "worked his 
soul to rnadnos*. He would probably, therefore, leave 
a legacy of perveution to be received by me, from the 
hands of Gines, or some other vil'ain equally atro¬ 
cious, when h> should himself be no more. Now or 
never was the time for me to redeem my future life 
from endless rvo. 

Hut all these fine-spun reasonings vanished before 
the object that wa.s now presented to me. Shall I 
trample upon a man thus dreadfully reduced ? Shall 
I point my animosity against one whom the system of 
nature has brought down to the grave? Shall I 
poison, with sounds the most intolerable to his ears, 
the last moments of a man like Falkland ? It is ini- 
| possible. There must have been some dreadful mistake 
in the train of argument that persuaded me to be the 
author of this hateful scene. There must have been 
a better and more magnanimous remedy to the evils 
under which 1 groaned. 

It was too late. The mistake I had committed waa 
now gone, past all power of recall. Here was Falkland, 
solemnly brought before a magistrate to answer to a 
charge of murder. Here I stood, having already de¬ 
clared myself the author of the charge, gravely and 
sacredly pledged to support it. This was my situation; 
and thus situated I was called upefa immediately to 


I can conceive of no shock greater than that I re¬ 
ceived from the sight of Mr Falkland. His appear¬ 
ance on the la$t occasion on which we met had been 
haggard, ghost-like, and wild, energy in his gestures, 
and phrensy in his aspect. It was now the appear¬ 
ance of a corpse. He was brought in in a chair, 
unable to stand, fatigued and almost destroyed by 
the journey he had just taken. His visage was colour¬ 
less ; his limbs destitute of motion, almost of life. 
His head reclined upon his bosom, except that now 
ami then he lifted it up, and oj^ned his eyes with a 
languid glance, immediately after which he sank back 
into his former apparent insensibility. He seemed not 
to have three hours to live. He had kept his chamber 
for several weeks, but the summons of the magistrate 
had been delivered to him at his bedside, his orders 
respecting letters and written papers being so peremp¬ 
tory that no one dared to disobey them. Upon reading 
the paper, he was seized with a very dangerous fit; 
but as soon as he recovered, he insisted upon being 
conveyed, with all practicable expedition, to the place 
of appointment. Falkland, in the most helpless state, 
was still Falkland, firm in command, and capable to 
extort obedience from every one that anproached him. 

What a flight waa this to me! Till the moment 
that Falkland was presented to my view, my breast 
was steeled to pity. I thought that I had coolly 
entered into the reaaon of the case (passion, in a state 
of solemn and omnipotent vehemence, always appears 
to be coolness to him in whom it domineers), and 


act. My whole frame shook. I would eagerly have 
consented that that moment should have been the 
last of my existence. I, however, believed that the 
conduct now most indispensably incumbent on me 
was to lay the emotions of my soul naked before my 
hearers. I looked first at Mr Falkland, and then at 
the magistrate and attendants, and then at Mr Falk¬ 
land again. My voice was suffocated with agony. I 
began:—‘Would to God it were possible for me to 
retire from this scene without uttering another word ! 
I would brave the consequences—I would submit to 
any imputation of cowardice, falsehood, and profli¬ 
gacy, rather than add to the weight of misfortune 
with which Mr Falkland is overwhelmed. But the 
situation, and the demands of Mr Falkland himself, 
forbid me. He, in compassion for whose fallen state 
I would willingly forget every interest of my own, 
would compel me to accuse, that he might enter upon 
his justification. 1 will confess every sentiment of my 
heart. Mr Falkland well knows—T affirm it in his 
presence—how unwillingly I have proceeded to this 
extremity. I have reverenced him; he waa worthy 
of reverence. From the first moment I saw him, I con¬ 
ceived the most ardent admiration. He condescended 
to encourage me; I attached myself to him with the 
fulness of affection. He was unhappy; I exerted 
myself with youthful curiosity to discover the secret 
of his wo. This waa the beginning of misfortune. 
What shall I say! He was indeed the murderer of 
Tyrrel l He suffered the Hawkinaea to be executed. 
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knowing that they were innocent, and that he alone 
was guilty ! After successive surmises, after various 
indiscretions on my part, and indications on his, he 
at length confided to me at full the fatal tale ! Mr 
Falkland! I most solemnly conjure you to recollect 
yourself! Did 1 ever prove myself unworthy of your 
confidence ? The secret was a most painful burthen 
to me: it was the extremest folly that led me un¬ 
thinkingly to gain possession of it *, but I would have 
died a thousand deaths rather than betray it. It wits 
the jealousy of your own thoughts, and the weight 
that hung upon your mind, that led you to watch my 
motions, and conceive alarm from every particle of 
my conduct. You began in confidence—why did you 
not continue in confidence? The evil that resulted 
from my original imprudence would then have been 
comparatively little. You threatened me : did I then 
betray you ? A word from my lips at that time would 
have freed me from your threats for ever. I bore them 
for a considerable period, and at last quitted your 
service, and threw myself a fugitive upon the world, 
in silence. Why did you not suffer me to depart ! 
You brought me back by stratagem and violence, and 
wantonly accused me of an enormous felony! Did I 
then mention a syllable of the murder, the secret of 
which was in my possession ? Where is the man that 
has suffered more from the injustice of society than 1 
have done ? I was accused of a villanv that my heart 
abhorred. I was sent to jail. 1 will not enumerate 
the horrors of my prison, the lightest of which would 
make the heart of humanity shudder. 1 looked for¬ 
ward to the gallows! Young, ambitious, fond of life, 
innocent as the child unborn, I looked forward to the 
gallows. I believed that one word of resolute accu¬ 
sation against my patron would deliver me : yet I 
was silent ; I armed myself with patience, uncertain 
whether it were better to accuse or to die. Did thi. 
show me a man unworthy to be trusted ? 1 determined 
to break out of prison. With infinite difficulty, and 
repeated miscarriages, I at length effected my purpose. 
Instantly a proclamation, with a hundred guineas’ 
reward, was issued for apprehending me. I was obliged 
to take shelter among the refuse of mankind, in the 
midst of a gang of thieves. I encountered the most 
imminent peril of my life when I entered this retreat, 
and when I quitted it. Immediately after, I travelled 
almost the whole length of the kingdom, in poverty 
and distress, in hourly danger of being retaken and 
manacled like a felon. 1 would have fled my country ; 

I w r as prevented. 1 had recourse to various disguises ; 

I was innocent, and yet was compelled to as many 
arts and subterfuges as could have been entailed 
on the worst of villains. In London I was as much 
harassed, and as repeatedly alarmed, as I had been in 
my flight through the country. Did all these per¬ 
secutions persuade me to put an end to my silence? 
No : I suffered them with patience and submission ; 

1 did not make one attempt to retort them upon their 
author. I fell at last into f ho hands of the miscreants. 
In this terrible situation I, for the first time, at¬ 
tempted, by turning informer, to throw the weight 
from myself. Happily for me the London magistrate 
listened to my tale with insolent contempt. J soon, 
and long, repented of my rashness, and rejoiced in 
my miscarriage. I acknowledge that in various ways 
Mr Falkland showed humanity towards me during 
this period. He would have prevented my going to 
prison at first; he contributed to my subsistence 
during my detention ; he had no share in the pursuit 
that had been set on foot against me : he at length 
procured my discharge when brought forward for 
trial. But a great part of his forbearance was unknown 
to me ; I supposed him to be my unrelenting pursuer. 

I could not forget that, whoever heaped calamities on 
tne in the sequel, they all originated in his forged 
accusation. The prosecution against me for felony 


was now at an end. Why were not my sufferings per¬ 
mitted to terminate then, and I allowed to hiae my 
weary head in some obscure yet tranquil retreat? Had 
I not sufficiently proved my constancy ami fidelity? 
Would not a compromise in this situation have been 
most wise and most secure? But the restless and 
jealous anxiety of Mr Falkland would not permit him 
to repose the least atom of confidence. The only com¬ 
promise that he proposed was, that, with my own 
hand, 1 should sign myself a villain. I refused this 
proposal, and have ever since been driven from place, 
to place, deprived of peace, of honest fame, even of 
bread. For a long time I persisted in the resolution 
that no emergency should convert me into the assail¬ 
ant. In an evil hour I at last listened to my resent¬ 
ment and impatience, and the hateful mistake into 
which 1 fell has produced the present scene. I now 
see that mistake in all its enormity. 1 api sure that 
if I had opened my heart to Mr Falkland, if 1 had 
told to him privately the tale that 1 have now been 
telling, he eouh^ not have resisted fiiy reasonable 
demand. After all his precautions, he must ulti¬ 
mately have depended upon mv forbearance. Could 
he he sure, that if I were at hi.-tf worked up to disclose 
everything I knew, and to enforce it with all the 
energy I could txert,, I should obtain no credit? If 
he must in every caw he at my inerty, in wKVh mode 
ought he to have sought his safety- in eoncilint ion, 
or in inexorable cruelty? Mr Falkland is of a noble 
nature. Yes! in spite of the catastrophe of Tyrrel, 
of the miserable end of the Hawkinses, and of all that 
1 have myself sutiered, 1 affirm that he has qualities 
of the most admirable kind. It is therefore impossible 
that he could have resisted a frank and fen cut ex¬ 
postulation, the frankness and the fervour in which 
the whole soul was poured out. I despaired while it 
was yet time to have made theju.it experiment ; hut 
my despair was criminal, was treason ngain.it the 
sovereignty of truth. 1 haw told a plain and unadul¬ 
terated tale. I came hither to curse, hut 1 remain to 
bless. I came to accuse, but am compelled to applaud. 

1 proclaim to all the world that Mr Falkland is a man 
worthy of iillcctinn ami kindness, and that I am 
myself the bast it and mo t odious of mankind ! Never 
will I forgive myself the iniquity of this day. The 
memory will always haunt me, and embitter every 
hour of my existence. In thus acting, I have bwn 
a murderer—a cool, deliberate, unfeeling murderer. 

I have said what mv accursed precipitation has 
obliged me to say. Do ith me as you please. I ask 
no favour. Death would be a kindness compared to 
what I feel !’ 

Such were the accents dictated by m v remorse. I 
poured them out with uncontrollable impetuosity, f • r 
my heart was pierced, and 1 was compelled to give 
vent to its anguish. Kvcry one that heard me wan 
petrified with astonishment, livery one that heard 
me was melted into tears. They could not resist the 
ardour with which I praised the great qualities of 
Falkland ; they manifested their sympathy in the 
tokens of my penitence. 

How shall I describe the feelings of this unfortunate 
man ! Before I began, he seemed sunk and debili¬ 
tated, incapable of any strenuous impression. When 
1 mentioned the murder, I eoubl perceive in him an 
involuntary shuddering, though it was counteracted, 
partly by the feebleness of his frame, and partly by 
the energy of his mind. This was an allegation he 
expected, and he had endeavoured to prepare himself 
for it. But there was much of what 1 said of which 
he had had no previous conception. When I ct* 
pressed the anguish of my mind, he seemed at first 
startled and alarmed, lest this should be a new expe* 
dient to gain credit to my tale. Ilia indignation 
against me was great for having retained all my 
resentment towards him, thua, as it might be, in the 
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hint hour of hirt existence. It was increased when he 
discovered me, as he supposed, using a pretence of 
liberality and sentiment to give new edge to iny 
hostility. But as I went on, he could no longer resist. 
II© saw my sincerity; ho was penetrated with my 
grief and compunction. He rose from his seat, sup¬ 
ported by the attendants, and--to my infinite asto¬ 
nishment—threw himself into my arms! 

‘Williams/ said he,‘you have conquered! I see 
too late the greatness and elevation of your mind. 1 
Confess that it is to my fault, and not yours, that it is 
to the excess of jealousy that was ever burning in my 
bosom that I owe my ruin. I could have resisted apy 
plan of malicious accusation you might have brought 
against me. But I see that the artless and manly story 
you have told, hu* carried conviction to every hearer. 
All my prospects are concluded. All that 1 most ar¬ 
dently dosirfd is for ever frustrated. I have spent a 
life of the basest cruelty to cover one act of momentary 
vice, and to protect myself against the prejudices of 
inV species. I «4uiid now completely detected. My 
name will be consecrated to infamy, whilcyour heroism, 
your patience, and your virtues, will be for ever ad¬ 
mired. You have iniTicted on me the most fatal of 
all mischiefs, but 1 bless the hand tha* wounds me. 
And now j- turniug to the magistrate - and now, 
with me us you please. I am prepared to sutler all 
the vengeance of the law. You cannot inlliet on me 
more than I deserve. You cannot hate me more than 
I hate myself. I am the most execrable of all vil¬ 
lains. 1 have for many years (1 know not how long) 
dragged on a miserable existence in insupportable 
pain. I am at last, in recompense f.<r nil my labours 
and my crimes, dismissed from it with the disappoint¬ 
ment of my only remaining hope, the destruction of 
that for the sake of which alone 1 consented t<> exist. 
It was worthy of such a life that it should continue 
just long enough to witness this final overthrow. Jf, 
however, you wish to punidi me, you must be speedy 
in your justice ; for as reputation was the Mood that 
warmed my heart, so I led that death and infamy 
must seize me together ! ’ 

1 record the praises bestowed on me by Falkland, 
not, because I desene them, but because they Serve to 
aggravate the baseness of my cruelly. He survived 
but tin re days this dreadful scene. 1 have been his 
murderer. It was fu that he should praise my patience, 
who has fallen a victim, life and fame, to my pre¬ 
cipitation ! It •would have been merciful, in com¬ 
parison, if I had planted a dagger in his heart. He 
would have thanked me for my kindness. But atro¬ 
cious, exeiu able wretch that 1 ha^e been, I wantonly 
indicted on him an anguish a thousand times worse 
than death. Meanwhile 1 endure the penalty of my 
crime. His figure is ever in imagination before me. 
Waking or sleeping, I still behold him. He seems 
mildly to expostulate with me for my unfeeling 
behaviour. I live the devoted victim of conscious 
reproach. Alas! 1 am the aim* Caleb Williams that 
so short a time ago boasted that, however great were 
the calamities I endured, 1 was still innocent. 

Such has been the result of a project 1 formed for 
delivering myself from the evils that had so long at¬ 
tended me. I thought that if Falkland were dead, I 
should return once again to all that makes life worth 
possessing. 1 thought that if the guilt of Falkland 
were established, fortune and the world would smile 
upon my efforts. Both these events are accomplished, 
and it is now only that I am truly miserable. 

Why should my reflections perpetually centre upon 
myself l —self, an overweening regard to which lias 
been the source of my errors ! Falkland, 1 will think 
only of thee, and from that thought will draw over¬ 
toil nourishment for my sorrows! One generous, one 
disinterested tear, I will consecrate to fchv ashes 1 A 
nobler spirit lived not among the sons of men. Thy 


intellectual powers were truly sublime, and thy 
bosom burned with a godlike ambition. But of what 
use are talents and sentiments in the corrupt wilder¬ 
ness of human society! It is a rank and rotten soil, 
from which every finer shrub draws poison as it grows. 
All that, in a happier field and a purer air, would 
expand into virtue and germinate into usefulness, is 
thus converted into henbane and deadly nightshade. 

Falkland! thou enteredst upon thy career with the 
purest and most laudable intentions. But thou im- 
bibedst the poison of chivalry with thy earliest youth ; 
and the base and low-minded envy that met thee on 
thy return to thy native seats, operated with this 
poison to hurry thee into madness. Soon, too soon, 
by this fatal coincidence, were the blooming hopes cf 
thy youtli blasted for ever! From that moment thou 
only continued^ to live to the phantom of departed 
honour. From that moment thy benevolence was, in 
a great measure, turned into rankling jealousy and 
inexorable precaution. Year after year didst thou 
spend in this miserable project of imposture; and 
only at last outinuedst to live long enough to see, 
by my ini'ju Iging ai d abhorred intervention, thy 
closing hope disappointed, and thy death accompanied 
with the foulest disgrace ! 

Sir Walter Scott has objected to what may be 
termed the master incident in Caleb Williams, and 
calls it an instance f r the author’s coarseness and 
bad taste; namely, that a gentleman passionately 
addicted to the manners of ancient chivalry should 
become a midnight assassin when an honourable 
revenge was in his power. Mr Godwin might have 
defended himself by citing the illustrious critic’s 
own example : the forgery hv Marmion is less con¬ 
sistent with the manners of chivalry than the as¬ 
sassination by Falkland. Without the latter, the 
novel could have lmd little interest—it is the key¬ 
stone of the arch. Nor docs it appear so unsuited 
to the character of the hero, who, though smit 
with a romantic love of fame and honour, is 
supposed to have lived in modern times, and has 
been wound up to a pitch of phrensv by the public 
brutality of Tynvl. The deed was instantaneous— 
the knife, be says, fill in his way. There was no 
time for reflection, nor was Tynel*a person whom 
lie could think of meeting on equal terms in open 
combat. lie was a noisome pest and nuisance, 
despatched in a moment of fury by one whom lie 
had injured, insulted, and trampled upon, solely 
because of his worth and his intellectual superiority. 

We have incidentally alluded to the other novels 
of Godwin. ‘St Leon 1 will probably descend to 
posterity in company with ‘Caleb Williams/ but we 
cannot conceive that a torso of any of the others will 
be preserved. They have all a strong family like¬ 
ness. What Dugald Stewart supposed of human 
invention generally, that it was limited, like a 
barrel-organ, to a specific number of tunes, is strictly 
true of Mr Godwin’s fictions. In 4 St Leon/ how¬ 
ever, we have a romantic story with much fine 
writing. Setting aside the 4 incredible’ conception 
on w hich it proceeds, we find the subordinate in¬ 
cidents natural and justly proportioned. The pos¬ 
sessor of the philosopher’s stone is an interesting 
visionary—a French Falkland of the sixteenth cen¬ 
tury, and as unfortunate, for Ins miraculous gifts 
entail but misery on himself, and bring ruin to his 
family. Even exhaustless wealth is in itself no 
blessing; and this is the moral of the story. The 
adventures of the hero, both warlike and domestic, 
nre related with much gorgeousness and amplitude. 
The character of the heroic Marguerite, the wife of 
Leon, is one of the author’s finest delineations* 
Bethlem Gabor is also a vigorous and striking 
sketch, though introduced too late in the novel to 
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relieve the flagging interest after the death of Mar¬ 
guerite. Tim thunder-storm which destroys the 
property of Leon is described with great power and 
vividness; and his early distresses and losses at the 
gaming table are also in the author's best manner. 
The scene may be said to shift too often, and tlr 
want of fortitude and energy in the character of tin 
! hero lessens our sympathy for his reverses. At tin 
same time his tenderness and affection as a husband 
and father are inexpressibly touching, when we see 
them, in consequence of his strange destiny, lead to 
the ruin of those for whom alone he wishes to live. 
4 How minute/ says one of Godwin’s critics, 4 how 
pathetic, liow tragical is the detail of the gradual 
ruin which falls on this weak devoted man, up to 
its heart-breaking consummation in the death o: 
the noble Marguerite de Damville! how tremendous 
and perfect is his desolation after voluntarily leaving 
his daughters, and cutting the last thread which 
binds him to his kind ! “ I saw my dear children 

set forward on their journey, and 1 knew not that 
I should ever behold them more. 1 was determined 
never to see them again to their injury, and 1 could 
not take to myself the consolation, on such a day, 
in such a month, or even after such a lapse of years, 
I will again have the joy to embrace them. In a 
little while they were out of sight, and I was alone.” 
How complete is the description of his esca]>e from 
the procession to the auto dc ft ; of his entrance into 
the Jew’s house; his fears; his decaying strength 
just serving to make up the life restoring elixir; 
the dying taper; the insensibility ; the resurrection 
to new life, and the day-spring of his young man¬ 
hood ! How shall we speak of the old man, the 
bequeathcr of the fatal legacy to St Leon, and his 
few fearful words, “ Friendless, friendless—alone, 
alone!” Alas! how terrible to imagine aiding in 
possession of such endowments, who could bring 
himself to think of death ! able to turn hack upon 
his path, and meet immortal youth, to see again the 
morning of his day, and find in fresh renewed life 
and beauty a disguise impenetrable to his former 
enemies, yet, in the sadness of his experience, so 
dreading the mistakes and persecution of his fellow- 
men, as to choose rather to lie down with the worm, 
and seek oblivion in the seats of rottenness and cor¬ 
ruption.’* 

Leon 1 8 Etca/iC from the Auto dc Ft.] 

{St Leon ia imprisoned by the Inquisition on suspicion of 
exercising the powers of necromancy, and is carried with 
other prisoners to feed the flames at an auto dc fc at Valla¬ 
dolid.] 

Our progress to Valladolid was slow and solemn, 
and occupied a space of no less than four days. On 
the evening of flic fourth day we npproaehed that 
city. The king and his court came out to meet us; 
he saluted the inquisitor-general with all the demon- 
j strations of the deepest submission and humility ; and 
! then having yielded him the place of honour, turned 
j round his horse, and accompanied us back to Valla- 
I dolid. The cavalcade that attended the king broke into 
two files, and received us in the midst of them. The 
whole city seemed to empty itself on this memorable 
occasion, and the multitudes that crowded along the 
road, and were scattered in the neighbouring fields, 
were innumerable. The day was now closed, and the 
procession went forward amidst the light of a thou¬ 
sand torches. We, the condemned of the Inquisition, 
had been conducted from the metropolis upon tum¬ 
brils; but as we arrived at the gates of Valladolid, 
we were commanded, for the greater humiliation, to 

* Criticiam prefixed to Bentley's Standard No vole— 4 Caleb 
Williams.* 


alight and proceed on foot to the place of our con¬ 
finement, as many as could not walk without assist¬ 
ance being supported by the attendants. We were 
neither chained nor bound; the practice of the In¬ 
quisition being to deliver the condemned upon such 
occasions into the hands of two sureties each, who 
placed their charge in the middle between them ; 
and men of the most respectable characters were 
accustomed, from religious motives, to sue for this 
melancholy office. 

Dejected and despairing I entered the Rtreets of 
the city, no object present to the eyes of my mind 
but that of my approaching execution. The crowd 
was vast, the confusion inexpressible. As we passed 
by the end of a narrow lane, the horse of one of the 
guards, who rode exactly in a line with me, plunged 
and reared in a violent manner, and at length threw 
his rider upon the pavement. Others oi the horse- 
guards attempted to catch the bridle of the enraged 
animal; they rushed against each other; several of 
the crowd were thrown down, and trampled under the 
horses’ feet. The shrieks of these, and the loud 
cries and exclamations of the,bystanders mingled in 
confused and discordant chorus ; no sound, no object 
could be distinguished. From the excess of the 
tumult, a sudden thought darted, into x:y mind, 
where ail, an instant before, had been relaxation and 
despair. Two or three of the horses pushed forward 
in a particular direction ; a moment after, they rc-filed 
with equal violence, and left a wide but transitory 
gap. Mv project was no sooner conceived than exe¬ 
cuted. Weak as 1 had just now felt myself, a super¬ 
natural tide of strength seemed to come over me ; I 
sprung away with all imaginable impetuosity, and 
rushed down the lane I have just mentioned. livery 
amidst the contusion was attentive to his per¬ 
sonal safety, and several minutes elapsed before I 
was missed. 

In the lane everything was silent, and the darkness 
was extreme. Man, woman, and child, were gone out 
view the procession. For some time I could scarcely 
listinguish a single object ; the doors ami windows 
cere all closed. 1 n«»w chanced to come to an open 
loor ; within 1 saw no one but an old man, who was 
»uhv over some metallic work at a chafing dish of fire, 
hud no room for choice; 1 expected every moment 
o hear the myrmidons of the Inquisition at niv heel*, 
rushed in ; 1 impetuously closed the door, and bolted 
; I then seized the old’man by the collar of his shirt 
vitli a determined grasp, and ,swore vehemently that 
would annihilate him that instant if he did not 
wisent to afford me nasi stance. Though for some time 
I had perhaps been feebler than he, the terror that now 
drove me on rendered me comparatively a giant. He 
intreated me to permit him to breathe, ami promised 
to do whatever I shttuld desire. I looked round the 
apartment, and saw a rapier hanging against the wall, ; 
of which I instantly proceeded to make myself master. 
While I was doing this, my involuntary host, who was I 
extremely terrified at my procedure, nimbly attempted 
to slip by me and rush into the street, With diffi¬ 
culty I caught hold of his arm, and pulling him back, ; 
put the point of my rapier to his breast, solemnly as- jj 
Miring him that no consideration on earth should save 
him from my fury if he attempted to escape a second 
time. He immediately dropped on his knees, and I 
with the most piteous accents intreated ute to spare > 
his life. I told him that I was no robber, that 1 did j> 
not intend him the slightest harm; and that, if he jj 
would implicitly yield to nnr direction, he might at- jj 
sure himself he never should have reason to repent si 
his compliance. By this declaration the terrors of the 
old man were somewhat appeased. I took the oppor¬ 
tunity of this calm to go to the street door, irluca I 
instantly locked, and put the key hi my bosom. • • 
We were still engaged in discussing the topics f 
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have mentioned, when I was suddenly alarmed by the 
noise of some one stirring in the inner apartment. I 
had looked into this room, and had perceived nothing 
but the bed upon which the old man nightly reposed 
himself. I sprung up, however, at the sound, and 
perceiving that the door had a bolt on the outside, 1 
eagerly fastened it. I then turned to Mordecai—that 
was the name of my host: Wretch, said I, did not 
you assure me that there was no one but yourself in 
the house? Oh, cried Mordecai, it is iny child! it is 
my child! hIic went into the inner apartment, and has 
fallen asleep on the bed. Beware, I answered ; the 
slightest falsehood more shall instantly be expiated 
in your blood. I call Abraham to witness, rejoined 
the once more terrified Jew, it is my child ! only my 
child! Tell me, cried 1 with severity of accent, how 
old is this child l Only five years, said Mordecai: my 
dear Leah died when she was a year old, and though 
we had several children, this single one has survived 
her. Speak your child; let me hear her voice! 
He spoke to hen, and she answered, Father, I w’nnt to 
come out. I was satisfied it was the voice of a little 
girl. I turned to the Jew: 'lake care, said I, how 
you deceive me now; Ifc there no other person in that 
room? lie imprecated a curse on himself if there 
were. I opened the door with caution, and the litt^ 
girl cameTbrward* As soon as I saw her, 1 seized her 
with a rapid motion, and returned to my chair. Man, 
said I, you have trifled with me too rashly ; you have 
not considered what I am escaped from, and what I 
have to fear ; from this moment this child shall be the 
pledge of my safety ; I will not part with her an in¬ 
stant as long as I remain in your house ; and with 
this rapier in my hand I will pierce her (■- the heart 
the moment I am led to imagine that 1 am no longer 
in safety. The Jew trembled at my resolution ; the 
emotions of a father worked in his features and glis¬ 
tened in his eye. At least let me kiss her, said he. 
Be it ho, replied I : one embrace, and then, till the 
dawn of the coming day, she remains with me. I re¬ 
leased my hold ; the child rushed to her father, and 
he caught her in his arms. My dear Leah, cried Mor 
dectti, now a sainted spirit in "the bosom of our father 
Abraham ! I call Hod to witness between us, that, if 
all mv caution and vigilance can prevent it, not a hair j 
of tins child shall be injured! Stranger, you little j 
know by how strong a motive you have now engaged ' 
me to your cause. We poor Jews, hunted on the face j 
of the earth, th^.* abhorrence and execration of man- j 
kind, have nothing but family affections to support 
us under our multiplied disgraces ; and family affec¬ 
tions are entwined with our existence, the fondest and 
best loved part of ourselves. The (»od of Abraham 
bless you, my child! Now, sir, speak ! what is it you 
rcciuire of me ? 

I told the Jew that I must have a suit of clothes 
conformable to the appearance of a Spanish cavalier, 
and certain medical ingredients that 1 named to him, 
together with his chafing-dish of coals to prepare them ; 
and that done, I would then impose on him no further 
trouble. Having received his instructions, he imme¬ 
diately set out to procure what I demanded. He took 
with him the key of the house ; and as soon as he w as 
gone, I retired with the child into the inner apart¬ 
ment, and fastened the door. At first I applied my¬ 
self to tranquillize the child, who had been somewhat 
alarmed at what she had heard and seen : this was no 
very difficult task. She presently left me, to amuse 
herself with some playthings that lay scattered in a 
comer of the apartment. My heart was now compa¬ 
ratively at ease; I saw the powerful hold I had on the 
fidelity of the Jew, and firmly persuaded myself that 
I had no treachery to fear on his part. Thus circum¬ 
stanced, the exertion and activity with which I had 
lately been imbued left me, and I insensibly sunk 
into a sort of slumber. * * 


Now for the first time I was at leisure to attend to 
the state of my strength and ray health. My con¬ 
finement in the Inquisition, and the treatment I had 
experienced, had before rendered rae feeble and almost 
helpless; but these appeared to be circumstances 
scarcely worthy of attention in the situation in which 
1 was then placed. The impulse I felt in the midst 
of the confusion in the grand street of Valladolid, pro¬ 
duced in rne an energy and power of exertion which 
nothing but the actual experience of the fact could 
have persuaded me was possible. This energy, once 
begun, appeared to have the faculty of prolonging 
itself, and I did not relapse into imbecility till the 
occasion seemed to be exhausted wbicn called for my 
exertion. 1 examined myself by a mirror with which 
Mordecai furnished me; I found my hair as white r • 
snow, and my face ploughed with a thousand furrows. 
I was now fifty-four, an age which, with moderate ex¬ 
ercise and a vigorous constitution, often appears like 
the prime of human existence ; but whoever had looked 
upon rue in my present condition would not have 
doubted to affirm that I had reached the eightieth 
year of my age I examined with dispassionate re¬ 
mark the state uf my intellect: I persuaded that 
it had subsided into childistmess. My mind had 
been as much cribbed and immured as my body. I 
was the mere shadow of a man, of no more power and 
worth than that which a magic lantern produces 
upon a wall. These are thy works, superstition ! this 
the genuine and proper operation of what is called 
(Christianity ! Let the reader judge of what I had 
pa^ed through and known within those cursed walls 
l*y the effects; 1 have already refused, I continue to 
refuse, to tell how those effects were produced. Enough 
of compassion ; enough of complaint; I will confine 
myself, as far us i am abie, to simple history. 

«r * * 

j I was now' once again alone. The little girl, who 
I had been unusually disturbed and roused at an un- 
| seasonable hour, sunk into a profound sleep. 1 heard 
' the noise which Mordecai made in undressing himself, 
and composing his limbs upon a mattress which he had 
dragged lor the present occasion into the front room, 
and spread before the hearth. I soon found by the 
hardness of his breathing that he also was asleep. I 
unfolded the papers he had brought mt ; they consisted 
of various medical ingredients 1 had directed him to 
procure ; there were also two or three vials containing 
sirups and essences. I had near me a pair of scales 
with which to weigh my ingredients, a vessel of water, 
the chafing-dish of my host in which the fire was nearly 
extinguished, and a small taper, with some charcoal 
to relight the fire in case of necessity. While I was 
occupied in surveying these articles and arranging my 
materials, a sort of torpor came suddenly over me, so 
as to allow ine no time for resistance. I sunk upon 
the bed. I remained thus for about half an hour, 
seemingly without the power of collecting my thoughts. 
At length I started, felt alarmed, and applied my ut¬ 
most force of mind to rouse my exertions. While I 
drove, or attempted to drive, my animal spirits from 
limb to limb, and from part to part, as if to inquire 
into the general condition of my frame, I became con¬ 
vinced that I was dying. Let not the reader be sur¬ 
prised at this; twelve years* imprisonment in a nar¬ 
row and unwholesome cell may well account for so 
Budden a catastrophe. Strange and paradoxical as it 
may seem, I believe it will be found in the experi¬ 
ment, that the calm and security which succeed to 
great internal injuries are more dangerous than the 
pongs and hardships that went before. I was now 
thoroughly alarmed; I applied myself with all vigi¬ 
lance and expedition to the compounding iny materials. 
The fire was gone out; the taper was glimmering in 
the socket: to swallow the iulep, when I had prepared 
it* seemed to be the last effort of which my organs and 
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muscles were capable. It was the elixir of imiuor- Sir Walter Scott, when a student at college, was 
tality, exactly made up according to the prescription intimate with the family, and, we are told, ‘was 
of the stranger. very fund of either teazing the little female student 

Whether from the potency of the medicine or the when very gravely engaged with her hook, or more 


effect of imagination, 1 felt revived the moment 1 had 
swallowed it. I placed myself deliberately in Mor- 
! deeai’s bed, and drew over me the bedclothes. 1 fell 
asleep almost instantly. * * 

My sleep was not long,: in a few hours I awaked. 
With dithculty 1 recognised the objects about me, 
and recollected where 1 had been. It seemed to me 
that my heart bad never beat so vigorously, nor my 
spirits flowed so jjav. I was all elasticity and life ; 1 
could scarcely hold myself quiet; I felt impelled to 
bound and leap like a kid upon the mountains. I 
perceived that my little Jewess was still asleep ; she 
had been unusually fatigued the night before. 1 know 
not whether Mordecai's hour of rising were come ; if 
it were, he was careful not to disturb his guest. 1 put 
on the garments he had prepared ; l ga/.ed upon the 
mirror he had left in my apartment. 1 can recollect 
no sensation in the course of my life so unexpected j 
and surprising as what I felt at that moment. The 
evening before 1 had seen my hair white, and my face 
ploughed with furrows; I looked fourscore. 'Vh:u l 
beheld now was totally different, yet altogether fami¬ 
liar; it was myself - myself as 1 had appeared on the 
day of iny marriage with Marguerite de Ikumille; 
the eyes, the mouth, the hair, the complexion, e\cry •; 
circumstance, point by point, the same. I leaped a , 
gulf of thirty-two years. 1 waked from a dream, i 
troublesome and distressful beyond all description ; ! 
but it vanished like the shades of night up"U the ( 
burst of a glorious morning in July, and left m-t a 1 
trace behind. I knew not how to take away my eyes 
from the mirror before me. 

I soon beiran to condder that, if it were a-bmish- 
ing to me that, through all the regions of my c'mute- 
nance, I could discoter no trace of what 1 had been tin* 
night before, it would be ‘.till more g*toni-dung to mv 
host. 'I’llis sort of sensation 1 had not the smallest 
ambition to product*: one of the advantages of the 
metamorphosis I had sustained, con^i-ted in it- tr n- 
denev, in the (‘yes of all that saw me, to cut off ev< yv 
species of connexion between mv present and my fir¬ 
mer self. It fortunately happened that the room in 
which 1 slept, being constructed upon the model <>f 
many other; in Spain, had a -lair at tin* further end, 
with a trap-door in the ceiling, for the purpose of en¬ 
abling the inhabitant to ascend on the roof in tin.* coo] 
of the day. The roofs were flat, and so constructed 
that there was little difficulty in passing along tin-m 
from house to home, from one end of the street to the 
other. I availed myself of the opportunity, and t* -*»k 
leave of the residence of my kind host in a way per¬ 
fectly unceremonious, determined, however, sj««edi!v 
to transmit to him the reward 1 had promised, it 
may easily bj P lit ved that Mordceai was not le.ns 
rejoiced at the iib-ecce of a guest whom the vigilance 
ot the Inquisition rendered an uncommonly dangerous 
one, than 1 was to quit his habitation. I closed the 
trap after me, and clambered from roof to roof to 
a considerable distance. At length I encountered the 
occasion ot an open window, and fortunately de¬ 
scended, unseen by any human being, into the street. 

ANNA maria PORTER. 

This lady was a daughter of an Irish officer, who 
died shortly after her birth, leaving a widow and 
several children, with but a small patrimonv for 
their support. Mrs Porter took her family into Scot¬ 
land, while Anna Maria was still in her nurse¬ 
maid’s arms, and there, with her only ami elder 
sister Jane, and their brother, Sir Robert Ker 
Porter, she received the rudiments of her education. 


often fondling her on his knees, and telling her 
stories of witches and warlocks, till both forgot their 
former playful merriment in the marvellous interest 
of the tale.’ Mrs Porter removed to Ireland, and 
subsequently to London, chiefly with a view to the 
education of her children. Anna Maria became an 
authoress at the age of twelve. Her first work bore 
the appropriate title of Artlvss Tales, the first volume 
being published in 17 ( J’h and a second in 17!>b. In 
I7t>7 she came forward again with a tale entitled 
Walsh ('old lie; and in the following year a novel in 
three volumes, ( )cfada , was produced. A numerous 
series of works of fiction now proceeded from Miss 
Porter —The Take of h illarnen, 1 St 14 ;* /( Sailor's 
Friendship and a Gaidars /.ore, IS0.>; J hr Hunan- 
| nan lootheis, 1m»7 ; lion Sebastian, ok, the House oj 
1 Rraijanza, 1 si m ; ‘ liallad Romance v, aud other Poems, 
JSli; l'he Ree!u\e ot IVoncat/, Is 14: The I 'dhuje 
oh Jlanendo; fit; The Fast <>f St Moadalcn; 'Tales of 
Pita for }outh: I he Kn'jhtot S?t John ; Roche llinuihc; 
and llonier O'Hara. Altogether, the works of this 
July amount to about fifty volume^ In jydvafe life 
Miss Porter was mm h beloved for her unostentatious 
piety and active hem vuleiuv. Site dud at Ilristol 
while on :i vhit to her brother, Dr Dorter of that 
city, on the iMst of June ls*lg, aged lifrv-two. The 
mo-t popular, and perhaps the lu >t of .Miss Porters 
iiov'P, is her ‘Don Sebastian.’ In all <d them she 
portray* the doon-tie alliv’ions and the charms of 
benevolence and virtue with v.armtli and earnest- 
nos, but in ‘Don Sebastian’ we havt an interesting 
though melancholy plot, and eharaeti rs finely dis- 
rriiitmafid and drawn. 

Miss Jani. Porter, who still survives, is au- 
tburc-s of two romances, Ihaddrus ot ll u/vnr, Isn't, 
and The ,V- otfdh ('ho/\\ 1.-10; Imth were highly 
popu! *r. 'i’iie first is the l»est, and contains a good 
plot and some impassioned mtucs. 'Idle second fails 
entirely as a pietuie of national manners (the Scot¬ 
tish patriot Wallace, f.-r example, living represented 
as a sort of drav. mg-room lu r.o, but is wviift n with 
great animation and picture-quo effect. In appeal* 
to tbe tender and heroic passions, and in vivid ser.e- 
i painting, both tiuso belies have evineed genius, but 
: their works want the } .*nnunvnt interest of it al life, 

| variety ot eh uaeter, and dialogue. A third work 
I by Miss Porter lias been published, entitled The 
Pastor's Ft/code. 

Mi -a r.wiiavoirrit. 

Maria Liu.envoi#ui, one of our best painters of 
j national manner--, v jiosc work?: stimulated the genius 
! of Scott, and have (b lighted and instructed genera¬ 
tions of readers, commenced her career as an iiutho- 
ress about the year lMio. She v. as of a respectable 
| Irish family, long s ttk d at Kdgewnrthtown, county 
of Longford'and it was on llndr projwrty that (iuld- 
smitlt was horn. Her father, Jiuiiard i.ovejl Edge- 
worth (17 14-1^17), was himself a man attached to 
literary pursuits, and took great pleasure in exciting 
and directing the talents of his daughter.* When- , 

* Mr K<!jreworth wrote a work on Profewinnal Education, 
«>nc volume, quarto, If tuft; hI*o some papers in the Philosophical 
Tramuictions, includin': an es*ay on Eprlnjt and Wheel Car- , 
riagcR, and an account of a telegraph which he invents!. Thl* ' 
gentleman was educated nt Trinity collcgw, Dublin, juid w»# 
ufterwprds wmt to Oxford, fief ore ho wu« twenty, he lan off 
with Miss Dior*, a young lady of Oxford, to whom ho wn« 
married at Grotna Groan. lie than embarked on a life of , 
fasluonabk' gaiety and dissipation, and to 177V ouoooeded, by J j 
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ever the latter thought of writing any essay or story, 
she always submitted to him the first rough plans ; 
and his ready invention and infinite resource, when 
she had run into difficulties or absurdities, never 
failed to extricate her at her utmost need. ‘ It was 
the happy experience of this,’ says Miss Edgeworth, 

* and my consequent reliance on his ability, decision, 
and perfect truth, that relieved me from the vacilla¬ 
tion and anxiety to which I was so much subject, 
that I am sure 1 should not have written or finished 
•anything without his support, lie inspired in my 
mind a degree of hope and confidence, essential, in 
the first instance, to the full exertion of the mental 
powers, and necessary to insure perseverance in any 
occupation.* An able work, the joint production of 
Mr and Miss Edgeworth, appeared in 1801 under 

of iTi* failin', tn liis Iri*h property. During a visit to 
loVhlkld, lio bacanic rn:iTiiotm*<l of Miss lionora 8n«*v«l, a 
con-an of A nna*Si‘ ward’s, am! manic*! her shortly after the 
(loath of his wife# In six years this ladybird of consumption, 
nnd he married ln*r skier, a circumstance which cxjw>sed him 
to a good deal of observation and tviisure. After a matrimo¬ 
nial union of seventeen \%arn, hi-, third wife dies! of the same 
malady as her sister: and, although past lifty, Mr Kdgeworth 
waive lost a year till he wu* united to an Irish lady. M*s 
Ikaulort. ^!i- latter years v.ere sjxrnt in active exertions to 
ben.-lit Ireland, b\ reclaiming !*>g land, introducing agricultural 
and mechanical improvements, and promoting edmaition. lie 
was fond of mcehanieal pursuits and new projects of all kinds. 
Among In - numerous Minims, was an attempt to educate liis 
eldest son on th“ plan delineated in Housscau’-, Kmile. He 
dre-'i-d him in jaeUrt and trou-ers, with arms nnd legs bare, 
nnd alio i*d hi ,dw aIu r lu si, id t 

nothing but v. hat was agreeable to hims- lf. In a few years he 
found that the whrnie had succeeded completely, so far as re¬ 
lated to tin- lsnly; the youth’s health, strength, and arility 
w ere conspicuous ; but the 'late of bis mind indtu-cd *ome per¬ 
plexity. Me had ill! the virtues that are found in the hut of 

; In , feai le but he kn 

what it \v;i, to nt>, j. It was impo-viMe to induce him to do 
anything tha( lie did not please, «*r prevent him from doing 
anything that he did please, Tinier the former head, learning, 
even of the lowest description, was never included. In fine, 
this child of nature grew up j>erfeetly ungovernable, and never 
could or would apply to anything; s * that there remained no 
alternative but to allow bun to follow his own inclination of 
going to sen ! Maria F.dgeworth was by her father’s hist mar¬ 
riage: she was born in Oxfordshire, and was twelve years old 
bef. . i Ireland. - family . olved in 

the troubles of rhe Irish reliclIiolSf 171Kb, and were obliged to 
nuke a precipitate retreat from their house, and leave it in the 
hands of the rebel*; but it was spared from being pillaged by 
one of tlie invaders, to whom Mr Kdgeworth hud previously 
done some kindness. The r return home, when the troubles 
were over, is thus de*evilk-d by Miss Kdgeworth in her father's 
memoirs. It serves to show the affection which subsistt“d 
between the landlord and his de]»endents. 

‘ When we came near Kdg*‘w ortht "vn, we saw many well- 
known faces at the cabin doors looking out to welcome us. 
One man, who was digging in his field by the road side, when 
he looked tip as our horses passed, and Raw my father, let fall 
his spado and clasped his hands ; his face, ns the morning sun 
shone upon it, was the strongest picture of joy 1 ever saw. The 
village was ft melancholy sjtectnole; windows shattered and 
doors broken. Hut though the mischief done was great, there 
had been little pillage. Within our gates we found all property 
Wife ; literally " not h twig touched, nor a leaf harmed.*’ 
Within tho house every tiling wan as we had left it. A map thut 
we had been consulting was still open on the library table, with 
pencils, and slips of paper containing the first lessons in arith¬ 
metic, in which some of the young people (Mr Edgeworth's 
children by his second nnd third wife) had been engaged the 
morning we had been driven from home; a pansy, in a glass 
of water, which one of tho childiun had been copying, was 
still on the chimney-piece. Thcwo trivial circumstances, mark¬ 
ing repose and tranquillity, struck us at this moment with an 
unreasonable sort of surprise, and all that bod passed seemed 
like an incoherent dream.' 


the title of an Essay on Irish Bulls, Besides some 
critical and humorous illustration, the authors did 
justice to tlie better traits of the Irish character, and 
illustrated them by some interesting and pathetic 
stories. The same object was pursued in the tale, 
Castle Ilackrcnt , and in Belinda , a novel of real life 
and ordinary characters. In 1804 Miss Edgeworth 
came forward with three volumes of Popular Tales , 
characterised by the features of her genius—*a 
genuine display of nature, and a certain tone of 
rationality and good sense, which was the more 
I pleasing, because in a novel it was then new/ The 
practical cast of her father’s mind probably assisted 
; in directing Miss Edgeworth’s talents into this use¬ 
ful and unromantic channel. It appeared strange 
first, and the best of the authoress’s critics, Mr 
.Jeffrey, said at the time ‘that it required almost 
the same courage to get rid of the jargon of fashion¬ 
able life, and the swarms of peers, foundlings, and 
seducers, as it did to sweep away the mythological 
j persons of antiquity, and to introduce characters 
1 who spoke ; ud acted like those who were to peruse 
j their adventures.’ r n 18015 appeared Leonora , a 
! novel, in two volumes. A^nora; purpose is here 
| aimed at, and the same skill is displayed in working 
! up ordinary incidents into the materials of powerful 
j fiction; hut the plot is painful and disagreeable. 

! The seduction of an exemplary husband by an aban- 
i doued female, and his subsequent return to his in- 
j juivd but forgiving wife, is the groundwork of the 
story. Irish characters figure off in ‘ lionora’ as in 
j the 'Popular Tales/ In 1809 Miss Edgeworth issued 
j three volumes of Tales of Fashionable Life , more 
; powerful and various than any of her previous pro¬ 
ductions. The history of Lord (ilcnthorn affords a 
striking picture of ennui , and contains some excel¬ 
lent delineation of character; while the story of 
Almeria represents the misery and heartlessness of 
a life of mere fashion. Three other volumes of 
Fashionable Tales were issued in 1812, and fully 
supported the authoress's reputation. The number 
of tales in this series was three—‘ Vivian,’ illus¬ 
trating the evils and perplexities arising from 
vacillation and infirmity of purpose; ‘Emilie dc 
Coulanges,’ depicting the life ami manners of a 
fashionable French lady; and * The Absentee* (by 
far the best of the three stories), written to expose 
the evils and mortifications of the system which the 
authoress saw too many instances of in Ireland, of 
persons of fortune forsaking their country seats and 
native vales for the frivolity, scorn, and expense 
of fashionable lxmdon society. In 1814 Miss Edge- 
worth entered still more extensively and sarcastically 
into the manners and characters in liigh-life, by* her 
novel of Patronage, in four volumes. The miseries 
resulting from a dependence on the patronage of the 
great—a system which she says is 4 twice accursed 
—once in giving, and once in receiving’—are drawn 
in vivid colours, and contrasted with the cheerful¬ 
ness, the buoyancy of spirits, and the manly virtues 
arising from honest and independent exertion. In 
1817 our authoress supplied the public with two other 
tales, Harrington and Ormond, The first was written 
to counteract the illiberal prejudice entertained by 
many against the Jews ; the second is an Irish tale, 
equul to any of the former. The death of Mr Edge- 
worth in 1817 made a break in the literary exertion 
of his accomplished daughter, but she completed a 
memoir which that gentleman had begun of himself, 
and which was published in two volumes in 1820. 
In 1822 she returned to her course of moral instruc¬ 
tion, and published in that year Rosamond , a Sequel 
to Early Lessons , a work for juvenile readers, of 
which an earlier specimen had been published. A 
further continuation appeared in 1825, under the 
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title of Harriet and Lucy\ four volumes. These 
tales had been begun fifty years before by Mr Edge- 
worth, at a time 4 when no one of any literary cha¬ 
racter, excepting Dr Watts and Mrs Barbauld, conde¬ 
scended to write for children.’ 

It is worthy of mention, that, in the autumn of 
1823, Miss Edgeworth, accompanied by two of her 
j sisters, made a visit to Sir Walter Scott at Abbots- 
; ford. She not only, he said, completely answered, 

; but exceeded the expectations which he had formed, 
i and he was particularly pleased with the naXveU and 
good-humoured ardour of mind which she united 
1 ; with such formidable powers of acute observation. 
‘Never,’ says Mr Lockhart, ‘did I sec a brighter 
day at Abbotsford than that on which Miss Edge- 
: worth first arrived there; never can 1 forget her 

I look and accent when she was received by him at 
! his archway, and exclaimed, “everything about you 

is exactly what one ought to have had wit enough to 

I I dream.” The weather was beautiful, and the edifice 
;; and its appurtenances were all but complete; and 
i | day after day, so long as she could remain, her host 
1 1 had always some new plan of gaiety.’ Miss Edge- 

worth remained a fortnight at Abbotsford. Two 
years afterwards she had an opportunity of repay¬ 
ing the hospitalities of her entertainer, by receiving 
him at Edgoworthtown, where Sir Walter met with 
I as cordial a welcome, and where he found ‘neither 
mud hovels nor naked peasantry, but snug cottages 
and smiling faces all about.’ Literary fame bad 
spoiled neither of these eminent persons, nor unfitted 
them for the common business and enjoyment of 
life. ‘We shall never,’ said Scott, ‘learn to fuel and 
respect our real calling and destiny, unless we have 
taught ourselves to consider everything as moon¬ 
shine compared with the education of the heart.’ 
‘Maria did not listen to this without some water 
in her eyes; her tears are always ready when any 
generous string is touched—(for, as Pope says, “ the 
finest minds, like the finest metals, dissolve the 
; easiest”); but she brushed them gaily aside, and 
said, “ You see how it is ; Dean Swift said he had 
written his books in order that people might learn 
to treat him like a great lord. Sir Walter writes 
Ids in order that-be may Ik 1 able to treat his people 
as a great lord ought to do.” ’* 

In 1834 Miss Edgeworth reappeared as a novelist: 
her Helen , in three volumes, is fully equal to her 
* Fashionable Tales,’ and possesses more of ardour 
and pathos. The gradations of vice and foLly, and 
the unhappiness attending falsehood and artifice, are 
strikingly depicted in this novel, in connexion with 
characters (that of Lady Davenant, for example) 
drawn with great force, truth, and nature. This is 
the latest work of fiction we have had from the pen 
of the gifted authoress ; nor is it likely, from her 
advanced age, that she will make further incursions 
into that domain of fancy and observation she has 
; enriched with so many admirable performances. 

I Long, however, may she be able to ‘dispense com¬ 
mon sense to her readers, and to bring them within 
the precincts of real life and natural feeling !’ The 
good and evil of this world have supplied Miss Edge- 
worth with materials sufficient for her purposes as 
a novelist. Of poetical or romantic feeling she has 
exhibited scarcely a single instance, She is a strict 
: utilitarian. Her knowledge of the world is exten- 
i sive and correct, though in some of her representa- 
! tions of fashionable folly and dissipation she borders 
upon caricature. The plan of confining a tale to 
the exposure and correction of one particular vice, 
or one erroneous line of conduct, as Joanna Baillie 
confined her dramas each to the elucidation of one 

* Lite of ftcott, vol. vt p. 61. 


particular passion, would have been a hazardous ex¬ 
periment in common hands. Miss Edgeworth over¬ 
came it by the ease, spirit, and variety of her de¬ 
lineations, and the truly masculine freedom with 
which she exposes the crimes and follies of mankind. 
Her sentiments are so just and true, and her style so 
clear and forcible, that they compel an instant assent 
to her moral views and deductions, though some¬ 
times, in w inding up her tale, and distributing jus¬ 
tice among her characters, she is not always very 
consistent or probable. Her delineations of her 
countrymen have obtained just praise. The highest 
compliment paid to them is the statement of Scott, 
that 4 the rich humour, pathetic tenderness, and ad¬ 
mirable tact* of these Irish portraits led him first to 
think that something might be attempted for his 
own country of the same kind with that which 
Miss Edgeworth so fortunately achieved < r or Ireland, 
lie excelled his model, because, with equal know¬ 
ledge and practical sagacity, he possessed that 
higher order of imagination, and iv-ore extensive 
sympathy with man and nature, which is more 
powerful, even for moral uses and cMeets, than the 
most clear and irresistible reasoning. The object of 
Miss Edgeworth, to inculcate instruction, and the 
style of the preceptress, occasionally interfere with 
the cordial sympathies of the reader, even in her 
Irish descriptions; whereas in Scott this is never 
apparent, lie deals more with passions and feelings 
than with mere manners and peculiarities, and by 
the aid of his poetical imagination, and careless yet 
happy eloquence of expression, imparts the air of 
romance to ordinary incidents and characters. It 
must lx* admitted, however, that in originality and 
in fertility of invention Miss Edgeworth is inferior 
to none of her contemporary novelists. She never 
repeats her incidents, her characters, dialogues, or 
plots, and few novelists have written more. Her 
brief and rapid tales fill above twenty closely-printed 
volumes, and may l>e read one after the other with¬ 
out any feeling of satiety or sense of rejxtition. 

In a work lately published, ‘Ireland,’ by Mr rind 
Mrs Hall, there is a very interesting account of the 
residence and present situation of Miss Edgeworth : — 
Tile library at Edgcworthtowm,* say the writer#, 
is by no means the reserved and solitary room that 
| libraries are in general. It is large, and spacious, 
j and lofty ; well stored w’ith books, and emlxdhshed 
j with those most valuable of all classes of prints— 
j the suggestive; it is also picturesque, having been 
1 added to so as to increase its breadth ; the addition 
I is supported by square pillars, and the Iwautiful 
lawn seen through the windows, embellished and 
varied by clumps of trees judiciously planted, im¬ 
parts much cheerfulness to the exterior. An oblong 
table in the centre ic a sort of rallying-point for the 
family, who group around it reading, writing, or 
working; while Miss Edgeworth, only anxious upon 
one point—that all in the house should do exactly os 
they like without reference to her—sits quietly and 
abstractedly in her own peculiar corner on the sofa; 
her desk, upon which lies Sir Walter Scott’s pen, 
given to her by him when in Ireland, placed More 
her upon a little quaint table, as unassuming as pos¬ 
sible. Miss Edgeworth’s abstractedness would puzzle 
the philosophers; in that same comer, and upon that 
tabic, she has written nearly all that has enlightened 
and delighted the world. There she writes as elo¬ 
quently as ever, wrapt up to all appearance in her 
subject, yet knowing, by a sort of instinct, when 
she is really w anted in dialogue ; and, without lay¬ 
ing down liur pen, hardly looking up from her page, 
she will, by a judicious sentence, wisely and kindly 
spoken, explain and elucidate in a few words so as to 
clear up any difficulty, or turn the conversation into 
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a new and more pleasing current. She has the most of memory and love. Mr Francis Edgeworth, the 
harmonious way of throwing in explanations—in- youngest son of the present Mrs Edgeworth, and 
forming without embarrassing. A very large family- of course Miss Edgeworth’s youngest brother, has 
party, assemble daily in this charming room, young a family of little ones, who seem to enjoy the frec- 
and old bound alike to the spot by the strong cords dorn of the library as much as their elders : to set 



Mswi JMgc worth’* 11 


these little people right if they are wrong ; to rise 
from her table to fetch them a toy, or even to save 
a servant a journey; to mount the steps and find a 
volume that escapes all eyes but her own. and having 
done so, to ti id exactly the passage wanted, are 
hourly employ incuts of this most unspoiled and ad¬ 
mirable woman. She will then resume her pen, and, 
what is more extraordinary, hardly seem to have 
even frayed the thread of her ideas; her mind is so 
rightly balanced, everything is so honestly weighed, 
that she Butlers no inconvenience from what would 
disturb and distract an ordinary writer.’ 

mss AUSTEN. 

Jane Austen, a truly English novelist, was born 
on the 16th December 177a. at Stevcnton, in Hamp¬ 
shire, of which parish her father was rector. Mr 
Austen is represented as a of refined taste and 
acquirements, who guided, though he did not live 
to witness the fruits of his daughter's talents. After 
the death of the rector, his widow and two daughters 
retired to Southampton, and subsequently to the 
village of (hawton, in the same county, w here the 
novels of Jane Austen were written. Of these, four 
were published anonymously in lgcr lifetime, namely, 
Sense and Sensibility, Pride and Prejudice , Mansfield 
Park, and Emma, In May 1817 the health of the 
authoress rendered it necessary that she should re¬ 
move to some place w here constant medical aid could 
be procured. She wont to Winchester, and in that 
city she expired on the 24 th of July 1817, aged forty- 
two. Her personal worth, beauty, and genius, made 
her early death deeply lamented; w hile the public 
had to ‘regret the failure not only of a source of 
innocent amusement, but also of that -supply of 
practical good sense and instructive example which 
she would probably have continued to furnish bet¬ 
ter than any of her contemporaries.’ * The insidious 

* Dr Whatcloy, archbishop of Dublin (Quarterly Review, 
1821). The same critic thus sums up his estimate of Miss 
Austen's works* They may ho safely recommended, not only 
as amort# the most unexceptionable of their class, but as com¬ 
bining, In an eminent degree, instruction with amusement, 
though without the direct effort at the former, of which we 
have complained as sometimes defeating its object. For those 


decay or consumption which carried off Miss Aus¬ 
ten seemed only to increase the powers of her mind. 
She wrote while she could hold a pen or pencil, 
and the day preceding her death composed Borne 
stanzas replete with fancy and vigour. Shortly after 
her death, her friends gfrrc to the w orld two novels, 
entitled Xart hanger Abbey and Persuasion , the first 
being her earliest composition, and the least valu¬ 
able of her productions, w hile the latter is a highly 
finished work, especially in the tender and pathetic 
passages. The great charm of Miss Austen’s fictions 
lies in tneir truth and simplicity. She gives us 
plain representations of English society in the middle 
and higher classes—sets us down, as it were, in the 
country-house, the villa, and cottage, and intro¬ 
duces us to various classes of persons, w hose charac¬ 
ters are displayed in ordinary intercourse and most 
life-like dialogues and conversation. There is no 
attempt to express fine tilings, nor any scenes of sur¬ 
prising daring or distress, to make us forget that we 
are among commonplace mortals and real existence. 
Such materials would seem to promise little for the 
novel reader, yet Miss Austen's minute circum¬ 
stances and common details are far from tiresome. 
They all aid in developing and discriminating her 
characters, in which her chief strength lies, and we 
Income so intimately acquainted with each, that 
they appear as old friends or neighbours. She is 
quite at home in describing the mistakes in the edu¬ 
cation of young ladies—in delicate ridicule of female 
foibles and vanity—in family differences, obstinacy, 
and pride—in the distinctions between the different 
classes of society, and the nicer shades of feeling and 
conduct as they ripen into love or friendship, or 
subside into indifference or dislike. Her love is not 

who cannot or will not loam anything from production* of 
t.hiA kind, she has provided entertainment w hich entitles her 
to thanks ; for mere innocent amusement is in itself a good, 
when it interferes with no greater, especially as it may occupy 
the place of some other that may not be innocent. The Eastern 
monarch who proclaimed a reward to him who should discover j 
a new pleasure, would have deserved well of mankind had he 
stipulated that it should be blameless. Those, again, who de¬ 
light in the study of human nature, may improve in the know¬ 
ledge of it, and in the profitable application of that knowledge, 
by the perusal of such fictions as those before us.' 
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a blind passion, the offspring of romance; nor has 
she any of that morbid colouring of the darker pas¬ 
sions in which other novelists exeel. The clear day¬ 
light of nature, as reflected in domestic life, in scenes 
of variety and sorrowful truth, as well as of vivacity 
and humour, is her genial and inexhaustible element. 
Instruction is always blended with amusement. A 
| finer moral lesson cannot anywhere be found than 
' the distress of the Bertram family in 1 Mansfield 
Park,’ arising from the vanity and callousness of the 
two daughters, who had been taught nothing but 
‘accomplishments,’ without any regard to their dis- 
i positions and tamper. These instructive examples 
are brought before us in action, not by lecture or 
preachment, and they tell with double force, because 
! they are not inculcated in a didactic style. The 
| genuine but unobtrusive merits of Miss Austen have 
i been but poorly rewarded by the public as respects 
j fame and popularity, though her works are now 
j rising in public esteem. * She has never been so 
: popular,’ says a critic in the Edinburgh Beview, * as 
j she deserved to be. Intent on fidelity of delineation, 

; and averse to the commonplace tricks of her art, she 
1 has not, in this age of literary_jiuiickery, received 
her reward, thrrt m nfv readers have been apt to 

judge of boras Partridge, in Fielding's novel, judged 
of Garrick's acting, lie could not see the merit of 
a man who merely behaved on the stage as anybody 
might be expected to behave under similar circum¬ 
stances in real life. He infinitely preferred the 
“robustious periwig-pated fellow," who flourished 
bis arms like a windmill, and ranted with the voice 
of throe. It, was even so with many of the readers 
of Miss Austen. She was too natural for them. It 
seemed to them as if there could be very little merit 
in making characters act and talk so exactly like 
the people whom they saw around them every day. 
They did not consider that the highest triumph of 
art consists in its concealment; and here the art 
was so little perceptible, that they believed there was 
none. Her works, like well-proportioned rooms, are 
rendered less apparently grand and imposing hv the 
very excellence of their adjustment.' Mr Walter 
Scott, after reading 4 Pride and Prejudice’ for tin- 
third time, thus mentions the merits of Miss Austen 
in his private diary:—‘That young lady had a 
talent for describing the involvements, and feelings, 
and characters of ordinary life, which is to me the 
most wonderful I ever met with. The big bow-wow 
strain I can do myself, like any now going; but the 
exquisite touch which renders ordinary common¬ 
place things and characters interesting from the 
truth of the description and the sentiment, is denied 
to me. What a pity such a gifted creature died so 
early!’ 

MRS rnir.NTON*. 

Mrs Mary Bruxto.v, authoress of Self-Control 
and Discipline, two novels of superior merit and 
moral tendency, was born on the 1 st of November 
1778. She was a native of Burrcy, in Orkney, a 
small island of about 500 inhabitants, no part of 
which is more than .300 feet al>ove the level of the 
sea, and which is destitute of tree or shrub. In this 
remote and sea-surrounded region the parents of 
Mary Brunton occupied a leading station. Her 
father was Colonel Balfour of El wick, and her 
mother, an accomplished woman, niece of field- 
marshal Lord IJgonier, in whose house she had 
resided previous to her marriage. Mary was care¬ 
fully educated, and instructed by her mother in the 
French and Italian languages. She was also sent 
some time to Edinburgh; but while she was only 
sixteen, her mother died, and the whole cares and I 


duties of the household devolved on her. With 
these she was incessantly occupied for four years, 
and at the expiration of that time she was married 
to the Kev. Mr Brunton, minister of Bolton, in 
Haddingtonshire. In 1803 Mr Brunton was called 
to one of the churches in Edinburgh, and his lady 
had thus an opportunity of meeting with persons 
of literary talent, and of cultivating her own mind. 
4 Till I began Self-Control,’ she says in one of her 
letters, ‘ 1 hud never in my life written anything but 
a letter or a recipe, excepting a few hundreds of vile 
rhymes, from which 1 desisted by the time I had 
gained the wisdom of fifteen years ; therefore I was 
so ignorant of the art on which I was entering, that 
I formed scarcely any plan for m 3 ' talc*. 1 merely 
intended to show the power of the religious principle 
in bestowing self command, and to bear testimony 
against a maxim as immoral as indeliVnto, that a 
reformed rake makes the best husband.* 4 Self- 
Control’was published without the Author's name 
in 1811. The first edition was sold lb a month, and 
a second and third wen* called for. In 1814 her 
second work, ‘Discipline,’ wj>s given to.the world, 
and was also well received. She began a third, 
Emmeline, but did not live to finish it. She died on 
trie 7th of December 181S. The- unfinrbed tale, 
and a memoir of its lamented authoress, were pub¬ 
lished in one volume by her husband, Dr Brunton. 

* Self-Control' bids fair to retain a permanent 
place among British novels, as a sort of Scottish 
Cu'lcbs, recommended by its mor.d and religious 
tendency, no less than by the talent it displays. 
The acute observation of the authoress is seen in 
the development of little traits of character and con¬ 
duct, which give individuality to her portraits, and 
a semblance of truth to the story. Thus the gradual 
decav, mental and bodily, of Montreville, the ac¬ 
count. of tire Do Cotiivvs, and the courtship of 
Montague, are true to nature, and completely re¬ 
moved out of the beaten track of novels. The plot 
is very unskilful!v managed. The heroine, Laura, 
j is involved in a perpetual cloud of difficulties and 
dangers, some of which (as the futile abduction by 
! Warren, and the arrest at Lady lYlhum’s) are un- 
] necessary and improbable. The character of Hur- 
' crave seems to have been taken from that of J.ovc- 
i lace, and Laura is the Clarissa of the tale. Her 
| high principle andpurit'% iierdevotion to her father, 
j and the force and euefjjv of her mind (without over- 
j stepping feminine softness), impart a strong interest 
| to the narrative of her trials and adventures. She 
| surrounds the whole, as it were, with an atmosphere 
1 of moral light and heautv, and melts into something 
like consistency and unity the discordant matt-rials 
I of the tale. The stvle of tin,* work is also calculated 
to impress the readir: it is always appropriate, and 
rises frequently into passages of striking sentiment 
and eloquence. 

[Fmal Fxrapc of Lanro .] 

[The heroine is e/irrktl off* by the stratagems of Hargrave, 
put on board a and taken to the shores of Canada. 

Ilu-ro, in n remote secluded cubm, prepared for her reception, 
hhe is confined till Hargrave can arrive. Kveti her wonted 
firmness and religious faith wstn to forsake her In this lawt and 
greatest of her calamities, and her health sinks under the con¬ 
tinued influence of grief ami fear, j 

The whole of the night preceding Hargrave's arrival 
wffcs passed by Laura in acts of devotion. In her life, 
blameless as it had appeared to others, she saw so 
much ground for condemnation, that, had her hopes 
rested upon her own merit, they would have vanished ; 
like the sunshine of a winter storm. Their support j 
was more mighty, and they remained unshaken. The 
raptures of faith beamed on her soul. By degrees they j 
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triumphed over every fear; and the first sound that 
awoke the morning, was her voice raised in a trembling 
hymn of praise. 

Her countenance elevated as in hope, her eyes cast 
upwards, her hands clasped, her lips half open in the 
unfinished adoration, her face brightened with a smile 
the dawn of eternal day, she was found by her atten¬ 
dant. Awe-struck, the woman paused, and at a reve¬ 
rent distance gazed upon the seraph ; but her entrance 
had called back the unwilling spirit from its ilight; 
and Laura, once more a feeble child of earth, faintly 
inquired whether her enemy were at hand. Mary 
answered, that her master was not expected to arrive 
before the evening, and intreated that Laura would 
trv to recruit her spirits, and accept <»f some refresh¬ 
ment. Laura made no opposition. She unconsciously 
swallowed what was placed before her; unwittingly 
suffered her attendant to lead her abroad ; nor once 
heeded aught that was done to her, nor aught that 
passed before* her eyes, till her exhausted limbs 
found rest upofl the trunk of a trcc 9 which lay moul¬ 
dering near the Spot where its root was sending forth a 
luxuriant thieket. 

The breath of morn^ig blew chill on the wasted 
form of Laura, while it somewhat revived her to 
strength and recollection. Her attend* nt seeing lira* 
shiver in tfce hroear*, compassionately wrapt her more 
closely in her cloak, and ran to seek a warmer cover¬ 
ing. ‘She feels for my bodily wants,’ said Laura. 

1 Will she hevc no pity for tin* sufferings of the soul ? 
Vet what relief can she afford ? W hat help is there 
for me in man Oh, be Thou mv help, who art the 
guard of the defenceless ! tlum who must shield in 
every danger! thou who canst guide in e\ery diffi¬ 
culty !’ 

Her eve rested as it fell upon a track as of recent 
footstep"*. They had brushed awav the dew. and the 
rank gra*s had not yet risen from their pressure. The 
unwonted trace of man’s presence arrested her atten¬ 
tion ; and her mind, exhausted by suffering, and 
sharing the weakness of its frail abode, admitted the * 
superstitious thought that these marks afforded h . 
providential indication for her guidance. Transient j 
animation kindling in her frame, she followed the 
track as it wound round a thicket of poplar; then, 
suddenly recollecting herself, she became conscious of ! 
the deluMon, and shed a tear o\er her mental decay. 

She was about to return, when she perceived that 
■lie was near thj* bank of the river. Its dark Hood 
was stealing noiselessly by, 111 F Laura, looking on it, 
breathed the oft-repeated wish that she could seek 
rest beneath its waves. Again she moved feebly for¬ 
ward. She reached the brink of the stream, and stood 
unconsciously following its course with her eye, when, 
a light wind "stirring the canes that grew down to the 
water’s edge, she beheld close by her an Indian canoe. 
With suddenness that mocks the#pecd of light, hope 
flashed on the darkened soul ; and stretching her 
, arms in wild ecstaey, * Help, help !’ cried Laura, and 
sprang towards the boat. A feeble echo from the 
farther shore alone returned the cry. Again she 
called. No human voice replied. Hut delirious 
' transport lent vigour to her frame. She sprang into 
the bark ; she pressed the slender oar against the 
batik. The light vessel yielded to her touch. It 
floated. The stream bore it along. The woods 
, closed around her prison. ‘Thou hast delivered me!’ 
she cried ; and sank senseless. 

A meridian sun beat on her uncovered head ere 
Laura began to revive. Recollection stole upon her 
like the remembrance of a feverish dream. As one 
who, waking from a fearful vision, still trembles in 
bis joy, she scarcely dared to hope that the dread 
hour was past, till raising her eyes, she saw the dark 
woods bend over her, and steal slowly away as the 
canoe glided on with the tide. The raptures of fallen 


man own their alliance with pain, by seeking the 
same expression. Joy and gratitude, too big for 
utterance, long poured themselves forth in tears. At 
length, returning composure permitting the language 
of cestacy, it was breathed in the accents of devo- ( 
tion ; and the lone wild echoed to a song of deliver- ; 
ance. j 

The saintly strain arose unmixed with other sound, j 
No breeze moaned through the impervious woods ; no j 
ripple broke the stream. The dark shadows trembled j 
for a moment in its boaom as the little bark stole by, ; 
and then reposed again. No trace appeared of human 
presence. The fox peeping from the brushwood, the , 
wild duck sailing stately in the streSrn, saw the un- ! 
wonted stranger without alarm, untaught as yet to 
tlee from the destroyer. 

The day declined, and Laura, with the joy of her j 
escape, began to mingle a wish, that, ere the darkness , 
(dosed around her, she might find shelter near her ; 
fellow-beings. She was not ignorant of the dangers 
of her voyage. She knew that the navigation of the 
river was interrupted by rapids, which had been pur¬ 
posely described in her hearing. She examined her 
frail vessel, and trembled ; for life was again become 
precious, and feeble seemed her defence against the 
torrent. The canoe, which could not have contained 
more than two persons, was constructed of a slender 
frame of wood, covered with the bark of the birch. 

It yielded t<> the slightest motion, and caution was 
necessary to poise in it even the light form of Laura. 

Slowly it floated down the lingering tide; and when 
a pine of larger size or form more fantastic than liis ; 
fellows enabled her to measure her progress, she 
thought that through wild.* less impassable her own 
limb* would have borne her more .-wii'tly. In vain, 
behind each tangled point, did her fancy picture the 
haunt of man. Vainly amid the mists of eve did she 
tra<*e tin* smoke of sheltered cottages. In vain at 
every winding of the stream she sent forward a long¬ 
ing eye in search of human dwelling. The narrow 
view was bounded by the dark wilderness, repeating 
ever the same picture of dreary repo.-e. 

The sun went down. The shadows of evening fell; 
not such as in her happy native land blend softly with 
the last radiance of day, but black and heavy, harshly 
contrasting with the light of a miffed sky reflected j 
from the waters, where they spread beyond the gloom ; 
of impending woods. Dark and more dark the night j 
came on. ivdemn even amid the peopled land, in | 
this vast solitude it became more awful. ,1 

Ignorant how near the place of danger might be, l 
fearing to pursue darkling her perilous way, Laura ! 
tried to steer her light bark to the shore, intending to {j 
moor it, to find in it a rude resting-place, and in the j 
morning to pursue her wav. Laboriously she toiled, j 
and at length reached the bank in safety ; but in vain j j 
she tried to draw her little vessel to land. Its weight ,| 
resisted her strength. Dreading that it should slip j ■ 
from her grasp, and leave her w ithout means of escape, j 
she re-entered it, and again glided on in her dismal 
voyage. She had found in the canoe a little coarse j 
bread made of Indian corn ; and this, with the water 1 
of the river, formed her whole sustenance. Her frame ! 
worn out with previous Muttering, awe and fear at last ! 
yielded to fatigue, and the weary wanderer sank to \ 
sleep. j 

It was late on the morning of a cloudy day, when a 
low murmuring sound, stealing on the silence, awoke 
Laura from the rest of innocence. She listened. The 
murmur seemed to swell on her ear. She looked up. 
The dark woods still bent over her; but they no 
longer touched the margin of the stream. They 
stretched their giant arms from the summit of a 
precipice. Their image was no more reflected un¬ 
broken. The gray rocks which supported them, but 
half lent their colours to the rippling water. The wild 
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duck no longer tempting the stream, flew screaming 
oyer its bed. Each object hastened on with fearful 
rapidity, and the murmuring sound was now a deafen¬ 
ing roar. 

Fear supplying superhuman strength, Laura strove 
to turn the course of her Teasel. She strained every 
nerve; she used the force of desperation. Half hoping 
that the struggle might save her, half fearing to note 
her dreadful progress, she toiled on till the oar wits 
torn from her powerless grasp, and hurried alorig with 
the tide. 

The fear of death alone had not the power to over¬ 
whelm the soul of Laura. Somewhat might yet be 
done perhaps t</ avert her fate, at least to prepare for 
it. Feeble as was the chance of life, it was not to be 
rejected. Fixing her cloak more firmly round her, 
Laura bound it to the slender frame of the canoe. 
Then commending herself to Heaven with the fervour 
of a last prayer, she in dread stillness awaited her doom. 

With terrible speed the vessel hurried on. It was 
whirled round by the torrent, tossed fearfully, and 
hurried on again. It shot over a smoothness more 
dreadful than the eddying whirl. It rose upon its 
prow. Laura clung to it in the convulsion of terror. 
A moment she trembled the giddy The 

next, all was darkness ! 

When Laura was restored to recollection, she found 
herself in a plain decent apartment. Several person* 
of her own sex were humanely busied in attending 
her. Her mind retaining a confused impression of 
the past, she inquired where she was, and how she 
had been brought thither. An elderly woman, of a 
prepossessing appearance, answered, with ulino>t ma¬ 
ternal kindness, ‘ that she was among friends all 
anxious for her safety ; begged that she would try t 
sleep, and promised to satisfy her curiosity when Nhe 
should be more able to converse.’ This benevolent 
person, whose name was Falkland, then administered 
a restorative to her patient, and Laura, uttering 
almost incoherent expressions of gratitude, composed 
herself to rest. 

Awaking refreshed and collected, she found Mrs 
Falkland and one of her daughters still watching by 
her bedside. Laura again repeated her questions, 
and Mrs Falkland fulfilled her promise, by relating 
that her husband, who was a fanner, having been 
employed with his two sons in a field which over¬ 
looked the river, had observed the canoe enter the 
rapid: that seeing it too late to prevent the accident, 
they had hurried down to the bed of the stream below 
the fall, in hopes of intercepting the boat at its reap¬ 
pearance : that being accustomed to float wood down 
the torrent, they knew precisely the spot where their 
assistance was most likely to prove effectual: that the 
canoe, though covered with foam for a moment, had 
instantly risen again ; and that Mr Falkland and his 
sons had, not without danger, succeeded in drawing 
it to land. 

She then, in her turn, inquired by what accident 
Laura had been exposed to such a perilous adventure ; 
expressing wonder at the direction of her voyage, 
since Falkland farm was the last inhabited spot in 
that district. Laura, mingling her natural reserve 
with a desire to satisfy her kind hostess, answered 
that she had been tom from her friends by an in- ! 
human enemy, and that her perilous voyage was the 
least effect of his barbarity. ‘ Do you know,’ said j 
Mrs Falkland, somewhat mistaking her meaning, 
‘that to his cruelty you partly owe your life; for 
had he not bound you to the canoe, you must have 
sunk while the boat floated on !* Laura heard with 
a faint smile the effect of her self-possession; but 
considering it as a call to pious gratitude rather 
than a theme of self-applause, she forbore to offer any 
claim to praise, and the subject was suffered to drop 
without further explanation. 


Having remained for two days with this hospitable 
family, Laura expressed a wish to depart. She com¬ 
municated to Mr Falkland her desire of returning 
immediately to Europe, and begged that he would 
introduce her to some asylum where she might wait 
the departure of a vessel for Britain. She expressed 
her willingness to content herself with the poorest 
accommodation, confessing that she had not the means 
of purchasing any of a higher class. All the wealth, 
indeed, which she could command, consisted in a few 
guineas which she had accidentally had about her 
when she was taken from her home, and a ring which 
Airs De Conroy had given her at parting. Iler host 
kindly urged her to remain with them till they should 
ascertain that a vessel w'as immediately to sail, in 
which she might secure her passage ; assuring her a 
week scarcely ever elapsed without some departure 
for her native country. Finding, however, that she 
was anxious to be gone, Mr Falkland himself accom¬ 
panied her to Quebec. 

They travelled by land. The country at first bore 
the characters of a half-redeemed wilderness. The 
road wound at times through dreury woods, at others 
through fields where noxious, variety of hue bespoke 
imperfect cultivation. At last, it approached the great 
river ; and Laura gazed w ith delight on the ever* 
Changing, rich, and beautiful scenes which were pre¬ 
sented to her view ; scenes which she hud passed 
unheeded when grief and fear veiled every prospect 
in gloom. 

One of the nuns in the Hotel Dieu was the sinter of 
Mm Falkland, and to her care Mr Falkland intended 
to commit his charge. Hut before he had been an hour 
in the town, he received information that a ship was 
weighing anchor for the Clyde, and Laura eagerly em¬ 
braced the opportunity. The captain being informed 
by Mr Falkland that she could not advance the price 
of her passage, at first hesitated to receive her; but 
when, with the irresistible candour and majesty that 
si " " looks and words, she assured him of 

his reward, when she spoke to him in the accents of 
his native land, the Scotsman’s heart melted ; and 
having satisfied himself that she was a Highlander, 
he closed the bargain by swearing that he was sure lie 
might trust her. 

With tears in her eyes Laura took leave of her 
benevolent host; yet her heart hounded with joy a* 
she saw the vessel ( leaving the tide, and each object 
i in the dreaded land of c;tilc swiftly retiring from her 
I view. In a few days<tfuat dreaded land disappeared. 

I In a few more* the* mountains of Cape Breton sank 
| behind the wave. The brisk gales of autumn wafted 
! the vessel cheerfully on her way ; and often did I^aura 
j compute her progress. 

In a clear frosty morning towards the end of .Sep¬ 
tember she heard once nm the cry of * Land !* now 
music to her ear. Cxovv with a beating breast she ran 
to gaze upon a ridge of mountain* indenting the disk 
of the rising huh ; but the tears of rapture dimmed 
her eyes when every voice at once shouted * Scotland!’ 

All day Laura remained on deck, oft measuring 
with the light splinter the vessel’* course through the 
| deep. The winds favoured not her impatience. To¬ 
wards evening they died away, and scarcely did the 
Vessel steal along the liquid mirror. Another and 
another morning came, and Laura’s car was blessed 
with the first sounds of her native land. The tolling 
of a bell was home along the water, now swelling 
loud, and now falling softly away. The humble vil¬ 
lage church was seen on the shore ; and Laura could 
distinguish the gay colouring of hej countrywomen’s 
Sunday attire; the scarlet plaid, transmitted from 
generation to generation, pinned decently over the 
plain clean coif; the bright blue gown, the trophy of 
more recent housewifery. To her every form in the 
well-known garb seemed the form of a friend. The 
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blue mountains in the distance, the scattered woods, 
the fields yellow with the harvest, the river sparkling 
in the sun, seemed, to the wanderer returning from 
the land of strangers, fairer than the gardens of Para¬ 
dise. 

Land of my affections!—when * I forget thee, may 
my right hand forget her cunning ! ’ Blessed be thou 
among nations ! Long may thy wanderers return to 
thee rejoicing, and their hearts throb with honest 
pride when they own themselves thy children ! 

MRS HAMILTON. 

Elizabkth Hamilton, an amiable and accom¬ 
plished miscellaneous writer, was authoress of oik* 
excellent little novel, or moral tale, The Cottagers of 
Glenhurnie , which has probably been as effective in 
promoting domestic improvement among the rural 
population of Scotland as Johnson’s Journey to the 
Hebrides was in encouraging the planting of trees 
by the landed* proprietors. In Mbth eases there 
was some exaggeration of colouring, but tin* pictures 
were too pro voting! y true and sarcastic to be laughed 
away or denied. Tlity constituted a national re¬ 
proach, and the only way to wipe it off was by timely 
reformatirgi. Thjjro is still much to accomplish, bii 
a marked improvement in the dwellings and internal 
economy of Scottish farm-houses and villages may 
be dated from the publication of the ‘Cottagers of 
Glenhurnie.’ Elizabeth Hamilton was born in Pel- 
fast in tlu* year 177)8. Her father was a merchant, 
of a Scottish family, and die t! early, leaving a widow 
and three children. The latter were educated and 
brought up by relatives in better circumstances, 
Elizabeth, the youngest, being sent to Mr Marshall, 
a farmer in Stirlingshire, married to her father's 
sister. Her brother obtained a cadetship in the 
East India Company'll service, and an elder sister 
was retained m Ireland. A feeling of strong affec¬ 
tion seems to have existed among these scattered 
members of the unfortunate family. Klizakth 
found in Mr and Mrs Marshall all that could have 
liecn desired. IS lie was adopted and educated with 
a care and tenderness that has seldom lx*en equalled. 

‘ No child,' she says, ‘ over spent so happy a life, nor 
have I ever met with anything at all resembling our 
way of living, except the description given by Rous¬ 
seau of Wolmar’s farm ami vintage.’ A taste for 
literature soon appeared i!r«fclizalx‘th Hamilton. 
Wallace was the first hero of her studies; but meet¬ 
ing with Ogilvie’s translation of the Iliad, she 
idolized Achilles, and dreamed of Hector. She had 
opportunities of visiting Edinburgh and Glasgow, 
after which she carried on a learned correspondence 
with Dr Mnyse. a philosophical lecturer. She 
wrote also many copies of ver#s — that ordinary 
outlet for the warm feelings and romantic sensi¬ 
bilities of youth. Her first appearance in print 
was accidental. Having accompanied a pleasure 
party to the Highlands, she kept a journal for 
the gratification of her aunt, and the good woman 
showing it to one of her neighbours, it was sent to 
a provincial magazine. Her retirement in Stirling¬ 
shire was, in 1773, gladdened by a visit from her 
brother, then about to sail for India. Mr Hamil¬ 
ton seems to have been an excellent and able young 
man, and his subsequent letters and conversations 
on Indian affairs stored the mind of his sister 
with the materials for her Hindoo Rajah, a work 
equally remarkable for good sense and sprightliness. 
In 1778 Miss Hamilton lost her aunt, whose death 
was a heavy blow to the happy family. For the 
ensuing six years she devoted herself to the cares 
and duties of the household, her only literary 
employments being her correspondence with her 


brother, and the composition of two short papers 
which she sent to the Lounger. Mr Hamilton re¬ 
turned from India in 1786, in order that .lie might 
better fulfil an important duty intrusted to him, the 
translation of the Mussulman Code of Laws. It would 
not t>e easy to paint the joy and affection with which 
he was received by his sister. They spent the 
winter together in Stirlingshire, and in 1789, when 
her kind friend and protector, Mr Marshall, died, 
she quitted Scotland, and rejoined her brother in 
London. Mr Hamilton was cut off by a premature 
death in 1792. Shortly after this period commenced 
the literary life of Elizabeth Hamilton, and her first 
work was that to which we have alluded, connected 
with the memory of her lamented brother, T J * 
Letters of a Hindoo liajah , in two volumes, published 
in 1796. The success of the work stimulated her 
exertions. In 1800 she published The Modern 
Philosophers , in three volumes; and between that 
period and 1806 she gave to the world Letters on 
Education , Memoirs of Agrippina , and Letters to the 
Daughters t / a Nobleman. In 1808 appeared her 
most popular, original, and useful work, ‘ The Cot¬ 
tagers of Glenhurnieand Jie subsequently pub¬ 
lished Popular Essays on the Human Mind , and 
Hints to the Directors of Public Schools. For many 
years Mrs Hamilton had fixed her residence in 
Edinburgh. She we enfeebled by ill health, but 
her cheerfulness and activity of mind continued un¬ 
abated, and her society was courted by the most 
intellectual and influential of her fellow-citizens. 
The benevolence and correct judgment which ani¬ 
mated her writings pervaded her conduct. Having 
gone to Ilarrowgate for the benefit of her health, 
Mrs Hamilton died at that place on the 23d of July 
181 f», aged sixty-eight. 

The ‘Cottagers of Glenhurnie’ is in reality a tale 
of cottage life, and derives none of its interest from 
those strange and splendid vicissitudes, contrasts, 
i and sentimental dangers which embellish the ideal 
world of so many fictitious narratives. The scene 
is laid in a poor scattered Scottish hamlet, and the 
heroine is a retired English governess, middle-aged 
and lame, with £3o a-yearl This person, Airs 
Mason, after being long in a noble family, is reduced 
from a state of ease and luxury into one of compa¬ 
rative indigence, and having learned that her cousin, 
her only surviving relative, was married to one of the 
small farmers in Glenhurnie, she agreed to fix her 
residence in her house as a lodger. On her way she 
called at Gowan-brae, the house of the factor or 
land-steward on the estate, to whom she had pre¬ 
viously been known, and we have a graphic account 
«»f the family of this gentleman, one of whose daugh¬ 
ters figures conspicuously in the after-part of the 
tale. Air Stewart, the factor, his youngest daughter, 
and boys, accompany Mrs Mason to Glenhurnie. 


[Picture of tucnhurnic, and View of a Scotch Cottage 
in the Last Century.'] 

They had not proceeded many paces until thev 
were struck with admiration at the uncommon wild¬ 
ness of the scene which now opened to their view. The 
rocks which seemed to guard the entrance of the glen 
were abrupt and savage, and approached so near each 
other, that one could suppose them to have been riven 
asunder to give a passage to the clear stream which 
flowed between them. As they advanced, the hills 
receded on either side, making room for meadows and 
corn-fields, through which the rapid bum pursued its 
way in many a fantastic maze. 

If the reader is a traveller, lie must know, and if j 
he is a speculator in canals, he must regret, that rivers ; 
have in general a trick of running out of the straight 

576 



FROM 1780 


CYCLOPAEDIA OF 


TILL THE PRESENT TlHE. 


line. But however they may in this resemble the 
moral conduct of man, it is but doing justice to these 
favourite children of nature to observe, that, in all 
their wanderings, each stream follows the strict in¬ 
junctions of its parent, and never for a moment loses 
its original character. That our bum had a character 
j of its own, no one who saw its spirited career could 
possibly have denied. It did not, like the lazy and 
; luxuriant streams which glide through the fertile 
valleys of the south, turn and wind in listless apathy, 
i as if it had no other object than the gratification ol 
: ennui or caprice. Alert, and impetuous, and perse- 
1 vering, it even f£om its infancy dashed onward, proud 
and resolute; and no sooner met with a rebutl from 
the rocks on one side of the glen, than it flew indig¬ 
nant to the other, frequently awaking the sleeping 
echoes by the noise of its wild career. Its complexion 
I was untinged by the fat of the soil ; lor in truth the 
| soil had no fat to throw away. But little as it owed 
’ to nature, and still less as it was indebted to cultiva- 
! tion, it had clothed itself in many shades of verdure, 
i The hazel, the birch, and the mountain-ash, were not 
i only scattered in profusion through the bottom, but in 
many places clomb to the very tops ot the hills. The j 
meadows and corn-fields, indeed, seemed very evidently 
to have been encroachments made by stealth on the j 
svlvan region ; for none had their outlines marked 1 
with the mathematical precision in which the modern j 
improver so much delights. Not a straight line was ! 
to be seen in (ilenburnie. The very ploughs moved 
in curves; and though much cannot be said ot the 
richness of the crops, the ridges certainly waved with 
all the grace and pride of beauty. 

The road, which winded along the foot of the hills, 
on the north side of the glen, owed as little to art as 
any country road in the kingdom. It was very nar¬ 
row, and much encumbered by loose stones, brought 
down from the hills above by the winter torrents. 

Mrs Mason and Mary were »o enchanted by the 
change of scenery which was incessantly unfolding to I 
their view, that they made no complaints of the slow¬ 
ness of their progress, nor did they much regret being 
obliged to stop a few minutes at a time, where they 
found so much to amuse and to delight them. But Mr 
Stewart had no patience at meeting with obstructions, 
which, with a little pains, could have been so easily 
obviated ; and as he walked by the side of the car, ex¬ 
patiated upon the indolence of the people of the glen, 
who, though they had no other road to the market, 
could contentedly go on from year to year without 
making an effort to repair it. ‘ How little trouble 
would it cost/ said he, ‘ to throw the smaller of these 
loose stones into these holes and ruts, and to remove 
the larger ones to the side, where tlmy would form a 
fence between the road and the hill! There are 
enough of idle boys in the glen to effect all this, l»v 
working at it for one hour a-week during the summer. 
But then tlmir fathers must unite in setting them to 
work; and there is not one in the glen who would 
not sooner have his horses lamed, and his tarts tom 
to pieces, than have his son employed in a work that 
would benefit his neighbours as much as himself.’ 

As he was speaking, they passed the door of one of 
these small farmers ; and immediately turning a sharp 
corner, began to descend a steep, w hich appeared so 
unsafe that Mr Stewart made his boys alight, which 
they could do without inconvenience, and going to the 
head of the horse, took his guidance uj*on himself. 

At the foot of this short precipice the road again 
made a sudden turn, and discovered to them a mis¬ 
fortune which threatened to put a stop to their pro¬ 
ceeding any farther for the present evening. It was 
no other than the overturn of a cart of hay, occasioned 
by the breaking down of the bridge, along which it 
had been passing. Happily for the poor horse that 
drew this Ill-fated load, the harness by which he was 


attached to it was of so frail a nature as to make 
little resistance ; so that he and his rider escapod un¬ 
hurt from the fall, notwithstanding its being one of 
considerable depth. 

At first, indeed, neither boy nor horse was seen ; 
but as Air Stewart advanced to examine, whether by, 
removing the hav, which partly covered the. bridge 
and partly hung suspended on the hushes, the road 
might still he passable, he heard a child’s voice in the 
Imilow exclaiming, ‘Come on, ye muckle brute! ye 
had as weel come on! I’ll gar ye! I'll gar ye ! That’s 
a gude beast now; conic awa! That’s it! Ay, ve’re 
a gude beast now !’ 

As the last words were uttered, a little fellow of 
about ten years of age was seen issuing from the 
hollow, ami pulling after him, with all his might, a 
great long-backed clumsy animal of the horse species, 
though apparently of a very mulish temper. 

‘ You lone met with a sad accident/ said Mr 
Stewart; ‘ how did all this happen !’ 4 You may see 
how it happened, plain enough/ returned the boy ; 

4 the brig brak, and the cart couppet.** 4 And did you 
and the horse coup likewise !’ said Mr Stewart. 4 <> 
av, we a’couppet thegither, ,/or 1 was tidin’on his 
hack.’ ‘ And where is your father, ami all the rest of 
the folk!’ 4 \\ linur slid they be but in the hay-field? 
Kinna ye ken that we’re takin* it our k«*y ? John 
Tamson’s ami Jamie Forster’s was in a week syne, but 
we re aye nhint the lave.’ 

All the party were greatly amused by the com¬ 
posure which the voting peasant minced under his 
misfortune, ns well a* bv the shrewdness of his an¬ 
swers ; and having learned from him that the bay- 
field was at no great distance, gave him some half¬ 
pence to hasten liis speed, and promised to take care 
of his horse till ho should return with assistance. 

lie soon appeared, followed by hi* father and two 
other men, who cano- mi stepping at tlieir usual pace. 

Why, farmer,’ said Mr Stewart, 4 you have trusted 
rather t ng to this rottui plank, 1 think’ (point¬ 
ing to where it had given way); 4 if you reim mber 
the last time I passed this road, which was seieial 
months .simr, 1 then told you that the bridge was in 
danger, and showed you how easily it might bo re¬ 
paired C 

‘ It is a’ true/ said the farmer, moving his bonnet ; 
‘hut I thought it would do wee) enough. I spoke to 
i Jamie For«ter and John Tampon about it ; but they 
said tliev wad na fash themselves to mend a brig that 
was to serve a* the foik»«n the glen.’ 

4 But you must now mend it for your own sake/ 
said Mr Stewart, ‘ecu though a’ the folk in the gkn 
j should be the better for it.’ 

i 4 Ay, sir/ said one of the men, * that’s spoken like 
! yoursei’! would everybody follow your example, theft* 
would be nothing in the world but peace and good 
neighbourhood. OMlv tell us what we arc t<> do, and 
I’ll work at your bidding till it lw jtit-niirl;' 

4 Well/ said Mr Stewart, 4 bung down tlie planks 
that I saw lying in the barn-yard, and which, though 
you have been obliged to step over them every day 
since the stack they propped was taken in, have never 
been lifted. You know what I mean!’ 

‘ ( ) yes, sir/ said the farmer, grinning, ‘ we ken 
what ye mean wool enough : and indeed 1 may ken, 
for I have fallen thrice owre them since they lay there, 
and often said they hud Ife set by, but we rou’dna be 
fashed/ 

While the farmer, with one of the men, went up, 
taking the horse w ith them, for the planks in question, 
all that remained set to work, under Mr Stewart’s 
direction, to remove the hay, and clear away the rub- ' 
bish ; Mrs Mason and Mary being the only idle spec- ' 
tators of the scene. In little more than half an hour 
the planks were laid, and covered with nod cut from i 
the bank, and the bridge now only wanted a little 
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gravel to make it an good as new. This addition, 
however, was not essential towards rendering it pass¬ 
able for the car, which was conveyed over it in safety ; 
but Mr Stewart, foreseeing the consequences of its re¬ 
maining in this unfinished state, urged the farmer to 
Complete the job on the present evening, and at the 
same time promised to reimburse him for the expense. 
The only answer he could obtain was, ‘Ay, ay, we’ll 
do’t in time; but I’se warrant it’ll do weel enough.’ 

Our party then drove off, and at every turning of 
.the road expressed fresh admiration at the increasing 
beauty of the scene. Towards the top of the glen the 
hills seemed to meet, the rooks became more frequent 
and more prominent, sometimes standing nuked and 
exposed, and sometimes peeping over the tops of the 
rowan-tree and weeping birch, which grew in great 
abundance on all the stcepy hanks. At length the 
village appeared in view. It consisted of about twenty 
or thirty thatched cottuges, which, but for their chim¬ 
neys, and the smoke that issued from them, might 
have pa-sed so many stables or Jiogsties, so little 
had they to distinguish them as the abodes of man. 
That one horse, at least, was the inhabitant of every 
dw idling, there was n% room to doubt, as every door 
could md only boast its dunghill, but had a small 
cart stuck up on end directly before It ; which cart, 
though ofj^n broken, and always dirtv, seemed osten¬ 
tatiously displayed as a proof of wealth. 

In the middle of the village stood the kirk, a 
humid'" edifice, v. hich meekly raised its head but a 
few degrees above the neighbouring bouses. It was, 
however, graced by an ornament of peculiar beauty. 
Two fine old a-di-trec*, which grew at the east end, 
spread their protecting arms over its lowly roof, and 
served all the uses of a steeple and a belfry ; for on 
one of the loftiest “1 thc'C branches was the hell sus¬ 
pended which, on each returning Sabbath, 

‘ Kang the blest summons to the hou^e of fiod.* 

On the other side of the churchyard stood the manse, 
distinguished from the other houses in the village by 
a sash window on each side of the door, and garr»:. 
windows above ; which showed that two floors were, 
or might be, inhabited ; for in iruth the house bad 
such a sombre air that Mrs Mason, in passing, con¬ 
cluded it to be deserted. 

As the houses stood separate from each other at the 
distance of many yards, she had time to contemplate 
the scene, and was particularly struck with the num¬ 
ber of children which, as tn’.«car advanced, poured 
forth from every little cot to look at the strangers 
and their uncommon vehicle. (Mi asking tor John 
Macclarty *s, three or four of them started forward to 
offer themselves in guides; and running before the 
car, turned down a lane towards the river, on a road 
so deep with ruts, that, though they had not twenty 
yards to go, it was attended witfcsomc danger. Mi> 
Mason, who was shaken to pieces by the jolting, was 
very glad to alight ; but In - limbs were in such a tre¬ 
mor, that Mr Stewart’s arm was scarcely sufficient to 
support her to the door. 

It must be confessed that the aspect of the dwell¬ 
ing where she was to fix her residence was by no means 
inviting. The walls were substantial, built, like the 
houses in the village, of stone and lime ; but they 
were blackened by the mud which the curt-wlieels had 
spattered from the ruts in winter; and on one side of 
the door completely covered from view by the contents 
of a great dunghill. On the other, and directly under 
the window, was a squashy pool, formed by the dirty 
water thrown from the house, and in it about twenty 
young ducks were at this time dabbling. 

At the threshold of the door, room had been left for 
a paving-stone, but it had never been laid ; and con¬ 
sequently the place became hollow, to the great ad¬ 
vantage of the younger ducklings, who always found 


in it a plentiful supply of water, in which they could 
swim without danger. Happily Mr Stewart was pro¬ 
vided with boots, so that he could take a firm step in 
it, while he lifted Mrs Mason, and set her down in 
safety within the threshold. But there an unforeseen 
danger awaited her, for there the great whey pot had 
stood since morning, when the cheese had been made, 
and was at the present moment filled with chickens, 
which were busily picking at the bits of curd which had 
hardened on the sides, and cruelly mocked their wishes. 
Over this Mr Stewart and Mrs Mason unfortunately 
tumbled. The pot was overturned, and the chickens, 
cackling with hideous din, flew ab<^ut in all direc¬ 
tions, some over their heads, and others making their 
way by the hallan (<>r inner door) into the house. 

The accident was attended w ith no further bad con¬ 
sequences than a little hurt upon the shins: and all 
our party were now assembled in the kitchen ; but, 
though they found the doors of the house open, they 
saw no appearance of any inhabitants. At length Mrs 
Macclarty came in, all out of breath, followed by her 
daughters, 4 wo big girls of eleven and thirteen years 
of age. Shi welcomed Mrs Mn^on and her friends 
with great kindness, and made . lany apologies for 
being in no better order to receive them ; but said that 
both her gudeman and herself thought that her cousin 
would have staved at (Jmvan-brae till after the fair, as 
they were too far oil' at (ilenburnie to think of going 
to it ; though it would, to be sure, be only natural for 
Mrs Mason to like to see ail the grand sights that 
were to be seen there; for, to be sure, she would gang 
liioiiy places before she saw the like. Mrs Mason 
smiled, and assured her she would have more pleasure 
in lookiiur at the tine view from her door than in all 
the sights at the fair. 

* Av, it’s a bonny piece of corn, to be sure,* returned 
Mrs Macclarty with great simplicity : * but then, wliat 
with the trees, and rocks, and vv implings o’ the burn, 
we have nae room to make parks o’ ony size,’ 

‘ But were your trees, and rocks, and wimplings of 
the burn all removed,' said Mr Stewart, ‘then your 
prospect would be worth the looking at, Mrs Mac¬ 
clarty ; would it not f 

Though .Mr Stewart’s irony was lost upon the good 
woman, it produced a laugh among the young folks, 
which she, however, did not resent,4mt immediately 
fell to busying herself in sweeping the hearth, and 
adding turf to the fire, in order to make the kettle 
boil lor tea. 

‘ I think,’ said Miss Marv, ‘ you might make your 
daughters save you that trouble,’ looking at the two 
girls, who stood all this time leaning against the wall. 

‘ O, poor things,’ said their mother, ‘they have not 
been used to it ; they have eneugh of time for wark yet.’ 

* Depend upon it,* said Mrs Mason, ‘young people 
can never begin too soon ; your eldest daughter there 
will soon be as tall as yourself.’ 

* Indeed she’s of a stately growth,’ said Mrs Mac- 
elarty, pleased with the observation; * and Jenny 
there is little ahint her ; but what are they but bairns 
yet for a’ that! In time, 1 warrant, they’ll do weel 
enough. Meg can milk a cow as weel as I can do, 
when she likes.’ 

‘ And does she not always like to do all sho can ?’ 
said Mrs Mason. 

‘ O, we mauna complain,’ returned the mother; 
‘ she does well eneugh.’ 

The gawky girl now began to rub the wall up and 
down with her dirty fingers; but happily the wall 
was of too dusky a hue to be easily stained. And 
here let us remark the advantage which our cottages 
in general possess over those of our southern neigh¬ 
bours; theirs being so whitened up, that no one can 
have the comfort of laying a dirty hand upon them 
without leaving the impression; an inconvenience 
which reduces people to the necessity of learning to 
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stand upon their legs, without the assistance of their 
hands; whereas, in our country, custom has rendered 
the hands in standing at a door, or in going up or down 
a stair, no less necessary than the feet, as may be 
plainly seen in the finger-marks which meet one’s eye 
iu all directions. 

Some learned authors have indeed adduced this 
propensity in support of the theory which teaches 
that mankind originally walked upon all fours, and 
that standing erect is an outrage on tho laws of na¬ 
ture ; while others, willing to trace it to a more honour¬ 
able source, contend that, as the propensity evidently 
prevails chiefly, among those who arc conscious ot 
being able to transmit the colour of their hands to the 
objects on which they place them, it is decidedly an 
impulse of genius, and, in all probability, derived 
from our Fictish ancestors, whose passion for painting 
is well known to have been great and universal. 

The interior arrangements and accommodation of 
this unpromising cottage are neglected and uncom¬ 
fortable. The farmer is a good easy man, but his 
wife is obstinate and prejudiced, and the children 
self-willed and rebellious. Mrs Mason finds the 
family quite incorrigible, but she effects a wonder¬ 
ful change among their neighbours. She gets a 
school established on her own plan, and boys and 
girls exert themselves to effect a reformation in the 
cottages of their parents. The most sturdy stick¬ 
lers for the gude mild gaits are at length convinced 
of the superiority of the new system, and the village 
undergoes a complete transformation. In the ma¬ 
nagement of these humble scenes, and the gradual 
display of character among the people, Mrs Hamil¬ 
ton evinces her knowledge of human nature, and 
her fine tact and discrimination as a novelist. 

HANNAH MORE. 

Mrs Hannah More adopted fiction merely as a 
means of conveying religious instruction. She cqn 
scarcely be said to have been ever ‘ free of the cor- 


nexion with so motley and various a band. Hannah 
withdrew from the fascinations of London society, 
the theatres and opera, in obedience to what she 
considered the call of duty, and we suspect Tom 
Jones and Peregrine Pickle would have been as un¬ 
worthy in her eyes. This excellent woman was on* 
of five daughters, children of Jacob More, who 
taught a school in the village of Stapleton, in Glou¬ 
cestershire, where Hannah was born in the year 
1745. The family afterwards removed to Bristol, 
and there Hannah attracted the attention and pa¬ 
tronage of Sir James Stonehousc, who had been 
many years a physician of eminence, but afterwards 
took orders and settled at Bristol. In her seventeenth 
year she published a pastoral drama, The Search 
after Happiness , which in a short time went through 
three editions. Next year she brought out a tragedy. 
The Inflexible Captive. In 177.'i or 1774 she made 
her entrance into the society of London, and was 
domesticated with Garrick, who proved one of her 
kindest and steadiest friends. Slip was received 
with favour by Johnson, Koynolds, Burke. Sc. Her 
sister has thus described her first interview with the 
great English moralist of thevighteenth century : 

‘ We have paid another visit to Miss Reynolds ; site 
had sent tt< engage I)r Percy (Percy’s Collection, now 
you know him), quite a sprightly modern, instead of 
a rusty antique, as 1 expected : he was no sooner gone 
than the most amiable and obliging of women, Mias 
Reynolds, ordered the c<»ach to take us to Dr John¬ 
son’s \ery own house: yes, Abyssinian Johnson! Dic¬ 
tionary Johnson ! Ramblers, Idlers, and Irene John¬ 
son ! Can you picture to yourselves the palpitation 
of our hearts a*' we approached his mansion ? The 
conversation turned upon a new' work of his just going 
to the pre>.H (the Tour to the Hebrides), and his old 
friend Richardson. Mrs Williams, the blind port, 
who lives with him, was introduced to us. She is 
engaging in her manners, her conversation lively and 
entertaining. Miss Reynolds told the doctor of all 
our rapturous exclamations on the road, lie shook 
his scientific head at Hannah, and said ‘ 4 she was a 
silly thing!’’ When our visit was ended, he called 



poration ’ of novelists; nor would she perhaps have 
cared much to owe her distinction solely to her con¬ 




for his hat, as it rained, to attend us down n very 
long entry to our coach, and not Hasscla* could have 
acquitted himself more en cavalier. We are engaged 
with him at Sir Joshua’s on Wednesday evening— 
what do you think of us? I forgot to mention, that 
not finding Johnson**.* his little parlour when we 
came in, Hannah seated herself in his great chair, 
hoping to catch a little ray <T his genius: when he 
heard it, he laughed heartily, and told her it was a 
chair on which he never sat. He said it reminded 
him of Roswell and himself when they stopt a night, 
os they imagined, where the weird sisters appeared to 
Macbeth. The idqfi so worked on their enthusiasm, 
that it quite deprived them of rest. However, they 
learned the next morning, to their mortification, that 
they had been deceived, and were quite in another 
part of the country'.’ 

In a subsequent letter (177f>). after the publica¬ 
tion of Hannah’s poem, 4 Sir Kid red of the Bower,* 
the same lively writer says—‘ If a wedding should 
take place before our return, don't be surprised— 
between the mother of Sir Eldred and the father of 
my much-loved Irene; nay, Mrs Montagu say* if 
tender words are the precursors of connubial engage* 
ments, we may expect great things, for it is nothing 
but “ child,” 44 little fool,” 44 love,” and “ dearest" 
After much critical discourse, he turns round to me, 
and with one of his most amiable looks, which must 
be seen to form the least idea of it, he says, 44 1 hare 
heard that you arc engaged in the uaefhl and honour¬ 
able employment of teaching young ladies.” Upon 
which, with all the same ease, familiarity, and eonfi- 
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dence we should have done had only our own dear Dr 
Stonehouse been present, wo entered upon the his¬ 
tory of our birth, parentage, and education ; showing 
how we were born with more dosires than guineas, 
and how, as years increased our appetites, the cup- 
bboard at home began to grow too small to gratify 
them ; and how, with a bottle of water, a bed, and a 
blanket, we set out to seek our fortunes ; and how we 
found a great house with nothing in it; and how it 
was like to remain so, till, looking into our knowledge- 
,boxes, we happened to find a little laming , a good 
thing when land is gone, or rather none; and so at 
last, by giving a little of this little laming to those 
who had less, we got a good store of gold in return ; 
but how, alas! we wanted the wit to keep it. “1 
love you both,” cried the inamorato—“ 1 love you all 
five. I never was at Bristol—I will come on purpose 
to see you. % \Vhat! five women live happily together! 
I will comb and see you- I have spent a happy 
evening—1 am glad 1 came —God for ever bless you ! 
you live lives shame duchesses.” # lie took his leave 
with so much warmth and tenderness, we were quite 
affected at his manner. If Hannah’s head stands 
proof against all the adulation and kindness of the 
great folks here, why, then, I will venture to say no¬ 
thing of this kind will hurt her hereafter. A literary 
anecdote •Mrs Medallc (Sterne’s daughter) sent u> 
all the correspondents of her deceased father, begging 
the letters which he had written to them; among 
other wits, she sent to Wilke*' with the same request. 
He sent for answer, that us there happened, to be 
nothing extraordinary in those he had received, he 
had burnt or lo«t them. < >n which the faithful 
editor of her father's works rent back to nay, that if 
Mr Wilkes would be ><> good a* to write a few letters 
iu imitation of her father’s style, it would do just as 
well, and she would insert them.’ 

In 1777 Garrick brought out Mias More’s tragedy 
of /‘trey at 1 >rury I.ane, where it was acted seventeen 
nights successively. Her theatrical profits amounted 
to XOOO, and for the copyright of the play she got 
more. Two legendary poems, Sir Kid red of the Bower, 
and 'i'/w Bleeding Bock, formed her next publication. 
In 1779 the third and last tragedy of Hannah More 
was produced ; it was entitled The Fatal Falsehood , 
but was acted only three nights. At this time she 
had the misfortune to lose her friend Mr Garrick by 
death, an event of which she lias given some inte¬ 
resting particulars in her leF. m- 

* From Dr Cadogan’s I intended to have gone to the 
Adelphi, but found that Mrs Garrick was at that 
moment quitting her house, while preparations were 
making for the last sad ceremony: she very wisely 
fixed on a private friend’s house for this purpose, 
where she could be at her case. 1 got there just be¬ 
fore her; she was prepared for nfccting me; she ran 
into my arms, and we both remained silent for some 
minutes ; at last she whispered, “ I have this moment 
embraced his coffin, and you come next.” She soon 
recovered herself, and said with great composure, 
“ The goodness of God to me is inexpressible; 1 de¬ 
sired to die, but it is his will that 1 should live, and 
he has convinced me he will not let my life be 
quite miserable, for he gives astonishing strength 
to my body, and grace to my heart; neither do I 
deserve, but I am thankful for both.” She thanked 
me a thousand times for such a real act of friendship, 
and bade me be comforted, for it was God’s will. She 
told me they had just returned from Althorp, Lord 
Spencer’s, where he had been roluctantly dragged, for 
he had felt unwell for some time; but during his visit 
he was often in such fine spirits, that they could not 
believe he was ill. On his return home, he appointed 
Codogan to meet him, who ordered him an emetic, 
the warm bath, and the usual remedies, but with very 


little effect. On the Sunday he was in good spirits 
and free from pain ; but as the suppression still con¬ 
tinued, Dr Cadogan became extremely alarmed, and 
sent for Pott, Iieberden, and Schomberg, who gave 
him up the moment they saw him. Poor Garrick 
stared to see his room full of doctors, not being con¬ 
scious of his real state. No change happened till the 
Tuesday evening, when the surgeon who was sent for 
to blister and bleed him made light of his illness, 
assuring Mrs Garrick that he would be well in a day 
or two, and insisted on her going to lie down. To¬ 
wards morning she desired to be called if there was 
the least change. Every time that ghe administered 
the draughts to him in the night, he always squeezed 
her hand in a particular manner, and spoke to 1 er 
with the greatest tenderness and affection. Imme¬ 
diately after he had taken his last medicine, he softly 
said, “Oh dear!” and yielded up his spirit with a 
groan, and in his perfect senses. His behaviour 
during the night was all gentleness and patience, and 
he frequently made apologies to those about him for 
the trouble he gave them. On opening him, a stone 
was found that measured five inches and a-half round 
one way, and four and a-half the other; yet this was 
not the immediate cause of his death; his kidneys 
were quite gone. I paid a melancholy visit to the 
coffin ye?*terday, where I found room for meditation 
till the mind “ burst with thinking.” IIis new house 
is not so pleasant as Hampton, nor so splendid as the 
Adelphi, but it is commodious enough for all the 
wants of its inhabitant; and besides, it is so quiet 
that he never will be disturbed till the eternal morn¬ 
ing, and never till then will a sweeter voice than his 
own he heard. May lie then find mercy ! They arc 
preparing to hang the house with black, for he is to 
lie in state till Monday. I dislike this pageantry, 
and cannot help thinking that the disembodied spirit 
must look witli eon tempt upon the farce that is played 
over its miserable relics. But a splendid funeral 
could not be avoided, as he is to be laid in the abbey 
with such illustrious dust, and so many are desirous 
of testifying their respect by attending. I can never 
cease to remember with affection and gratitude sq . , 
warm, steady, and disinterested a friend ; and J can 
most truly bear this testimony to his memory, that I 
never witnessed in any family mor^ decorum, pro¬ 
priety, and regularity, than in his; where I never 
saw a card, nor even met (except in one instance) a 
person of his own profession at his table, of which 
Mrs Garrick, by her elegance of taste, her correctness 
of maimers, and very original turn of humour, was 
the brightest ornament. All his pursuits and tastes 
were so decidedly intellectual, that it made the 
society, ami the conversation which was always to be 
found in his circle, interesting and delightful.’ 

In 1782 Miss More presented to the world a 
volume of Sacred Dramas , with a poem annexed, en¬ 
titled Sensibility. All her works were successful, 
and Johnson said lie thought her the best of the 
female versifiers. The poetry of Hannah More is 
now forgotten, but ‘Percy’ is a good play, and it 
is clear that the authoress might have excelled as 
a dramatic writer, had she devoted herself to that 
difficult species of composition. In 1786 she pub¬ 
lished another volume of verse, Florio , a Tale for 
Fine Gentlemen and Fine Ladies ; and The Bas Bleu , 
or Conversation. The latter (which Johnson com¬ 
plimented as ‘a great performance’) was an elaborate 
eulogv on the Bas Bleu Club, a literary assembly 
that met at Mrs Montagu’s.* The following couplets 

* Tliose mootings wero called the Blue Stocking Club, in con¬ 
sequence of one of the most admired of the members, Mr Ben¬ 
jamin Stillingfleet, always wearing blue stockings. The appel¬ 
lation soon became general as a name for pedantic or ridicu¬ 
lous literary ladies. Hannah More’s poem proceeds on the 
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have been quoted and remembered as terse and 
pointed:— 

«In men this blunder still you find, 

All think their little set mankind.* 

‘Small habits well pursued betimes, 

May reach the dignity of crimes.* 

Such lines mark the good sense and keen observa¬ 
tion of the writer, and these qualities Hannah now 
resolved to devote exclusively to high objects. The 
gay life of the fashionable world had lost its charms, 
and, having published her 4 Has Bleu,’ she retired to 
a small cottage'and garden near Bristol, where her 
sisters kept a flourishing boarding-school. Her first 
prose publication was Thoughts on the Importance of 
the Manners of the Great to General Society, produced 
in 1788. This was followed in lT1 by an Estimate 
of the Religion of the Fashionable World. As a 
means of counteracting the political tracts and exer¬ 
tions of the Jacobins and levellers, Hannah More, 
in 1794, wrote a number of tales, published monthly 
under the title of The Cheap Repository, which at¬ 
tained to a sale of about a million each number. 
Some of the little stories (as the ‘Shepherd of 
Salisbury Plain’) arc well told, and contain striking 
moral and religious lessons. With the same object, 
our authoress published a volume culled Milage 
Politics. Her other principal works are— Strictures 
on the Modern System of Female Education. 1799 
Hints towards Forming the Character of a Young Prin¬ 
cess , 1805; (\ilehs in Search of a H’i/ir, comprehend¬ 
ing Observations on Domestic Habits and Manners, 
Religion and Morals , two volumes, 1SU9; Practical 
Piety , or the Influence of the Religion if the Heart on the 
Conduct of Life, two volumes, 1811; Christian Morals. 
two volumes, 1812; Essay on the Character and 
Writings of St Paul , two volumes, 1815 ; and Moral 
Sketches of Prevailing Opinions and Manners. Eorebjn 
and Domestic, with Refections on Prayer, 1819. The 
collection of her works is comprised in eleven 
volumes octavo. The work entitled ‘ Hints towards 
Forming the Character of a Young Princess,’ was 
written with a view to the education of the Princess 
Charlotte, on which subject the advice and assist¬ 
ance of lIannah v More had been requested by Queen 
Charlotte, ()f 4 Calebs,* we are told that ten edi¬ 
tions were sold in one year—a remarkable proof of 
the popularity of the work. The tale is admirably 
written, with a fine vein of delicate irony and sar¬ 
casm, and some of the characters are well depicted, 
but, from the nature of the story, it presents lew 
incidents or embellishments to‘attract ordinary 
novel readers. It has not inaptly lx*cn styled ‘a 
dramatic sermon.’ Of the other publications of the 
authoress, we may say, with one of her critics, ‘it 
would be idle in us to dwell on works so well known 
as the “ Tb. l .rs on the Manners of the Great,” 
the “ Lssa\ : the Keligion of the Fashionable 
World,” and > on, which finally established Miss 
More’s name as a great moral writer, possessing a 
masterly command over the resources of our lan¬ 
guage, and devoting a keen wit and a lively fancy 
to the best and noblest of purposes.’ In her latter 
days there was perhaps a tincture of unnecessary 
gloom or severity in her religious views ; yet, when 
we recollect her unfeigned sincerity and practical 
benevolence— her exertions to instruct the ]>oor 
miners and cottagers—and the untiring zeal with 
which she laboured, even amidst severe bodily in¬ 
firmities, to inculcate sound principles and intellcc- 

mifltake of a foreigner, wbo, hearing of th« Blue Rtncklng 
Club, translated it literally * Baa Bleu.* Byron wrote a light 
satirical sketch of the Blur* of hi* day—the frequenters of the 
London saloon*—but it is unworthy of hi# genius. 


tual cultivation, from the palace to the cottage, it 
is impossible not to rank her among the best bene¬ 
factors of mankind. 

The great success of the different works of our 
authoress enabled her to live in ease, and to dis¬ 
pense charities around her. Her sisters also secured 
a competency, and they all lived together at Barley 
Grove, a property of some extent which they pur¬ 
chased and improved. * From the day thut the 
school was given up, the existence of the whole sis¬ 
terhood appears to have flowed on in one uniform 
current of j>eace and contentment, diversified only by 
new appearances of Hannah as an authoress, and the 
ups and downs which she and the others met with 
in the prosecution of a most brave and humane ex¬ 
periment—namely, their zealous effort to extend 
the blessings of education and religion among the 
inhabitants of certain villages situates*, in a wild 
country some eight or ten miles from iheir abode, 
who, from a concurrence of unhappy local and tem¬ 
porary circumstances, bad been left in a state of 
ignorance hardly conceivable at the present day.’ - 
These exertions wa re ultimately so successful, that 
the sisterhood had the gratification of witnessing a 
| yearly festival celebrated on the hills of i’heddar, 

| wrfierc above a thousand children, \\ ith th^niemtKrs 
of female clubs of industry (also established by 
| them), after attending church service, were regaled 
at the expense of their benefactors. Hannah More 
died on the 7th of September iKJd, aged eighty* 
eight. She had made about i/>»,non by her writ 
ings, and she left, by her w ill, legacies to charitable 
and religious institutions amounting to JL ln.uoo. 

In 18«>4, Memoirs of the J.ifc and ( 'orrespondence 
of Mr* Hannah More, by William KolnTts, Lsq., 
were published in four volumes. In these we have 
a full account bv Hannah herself of her London life, 
and many interesting anecdotes. 

I.VOY SIOIU.AN. 

Lady Mouoan (Sidney (hvenson) has, during the 
last thirty or forty years, written in various depart¬ 
ments of literature - iu jax-try, the drama, novels, 
biography, ethics, politics, and l*»ok» of travels. 
Whether she has written any one book thut will 
become a standard jmrtion of our literature, is doubt¬ 
ful, but we arc indebted to her )k*u for a nuuder of 
clever lively national*.*.etches and anecdotes. She 
lias fought her way to distinction, self-educated, in 
the midst of raillery, sarcasm, and vituperation, pro- 
voked on the one hand by her careless and Ujld 
avowal of liberal opinions on questions of iK»lities 
and the ‘minor morals’ of life, and on the other by 
her ill-concealed worship of the fashions and follies 
of the great, Widely has led her democratic friends 
to pronounce* the pretty severe opinion, that • there 
is not a pernicious vanity or affectation belonging 
to tuft-lnmting or mmtishnrs a, which she does not 
lalxiur to confirm and strengthen by precept, senti¬ 
ment, and her own goodly example.*f If l*ady Mor- 
gan has not always taste, she has talent; if she has 
not always delicacy, she sjicnks boldly and freely ; 
if she has got into the society of the great (the repu¬ 
tation of her writings, like those of Swift, ‘doing 
the office of a blue ribbon or of a coacli aml-su’), 
she has told us all she knows about them. Slit* has 
been an liberal of satire and sarcasm as of adulation. 
She has a masculine disregard of common opinion 
or censure, and a temperament, as she hersdf states, 

‘ as cheery and genial as ever went to that strange 
medley of pathos and humour—the Jrisb character/ 
Mr Owenson, the father of our authoress, was a 

* Quarto-rtf Review, 1004. 

t W<wt minster Review, Oct. 1839. 
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respectable actor, a favourite in the society of Dub- 
liu, and author of some ]K>pular Irish songs. His 
daughter inherited his predilection for national 
music and song. Very early in life she published 
a small volume of poetical elFusions, and afterwards 
The Lay of the Iruh Harp , and a selection of twelve 
Irish melodies, with music. One of these is the 
popular song of Kate Kearney , and we question 
whether this lyric will not outlive all Lady Morgan’s 
other lucubrations. While still in her teens, Miss 
Owenson became a novelist. She published succes¬ 
sively St Clair, The Novice of St Dominick , and 
The Wild Irish Girl. Those works evinced a fer¬ 
vid imagination, though little acquaintance with 
either art or nature. The ‘Wild Irish Girl’ was 
exceedingly popular, and went through seven editions 
in two years. 

Miss Ow<|br on continued her labours as a novel¬ 
ist. Pa traffic Skt tcheI<la , and The Missionary, 
were her nexfe works. O'l)onncl soon followed, and 
was succeeded "by Florence Macarthy , an Irish Tale 
(1818), and The ()' Helens and the. O' Flaherty (1827). 
In these works our authoress departed from the 
beaten track of scntiPhcntal novels, and ventured, 
like Miss FdgeWorth, to portray n:i f onal manne rs. 
We have ^he higji authority of Sir V alter Scott figr 
the opinion, that ‘ (>1 bmncl,’ though deficient as a 
story, lias ‘some striking and beautiful passages of 
situation ami description, and in the eomie part is 
very rich and entertaining.’ Lady Morgan’s sketches 
of Irish manners are not always pleasing. Her 
high-toned society is disfigured with grossness and 
profligacy, and her suliordinate characters are often 
caricatured. 'Hu* vivacity and variety of these 
delineations constitute one of their attractions: if 
not always true, they arc lively; for it was justly 
said, that * whether it is a review of volunteers in 
the rhienix Hark, or a party at the Gastle, or a 
masquerade, a meeting of I’nited Irishmen, a riot 
in Dublin, or a jug-day at Bog-Moy -in every 
eh tinge of scene and situation our authoress wield 
the pen of a ready writer.’ One complaint against 
these Irish sketches w as their personality, the autho¬ 
ress indicating that some of her portraits at the 
vice-regal court, and those moving in the ‘best 
society’ of Dublin, were intended for well-known 
characters. Their conversation is often a sad jargon j 
of prurient allusion, comments on dress, and quota- 1 
tions in French and Italia./•with which almost 
every page is patched and disfigured. The un¬ 
fashionable characters and descriptions—even the 
rnpparees, and the lowest of the old Irish natives, 
are infinitely more entertaining than these offshoots 
of the aristocracy, us painted by Lady Morgan. 
Her strength evidently lies in describing the broad 
characteristics of her nation, tbiir boundless mirth, 
their old customs, their love of frolic, and their wild 
grief at scenes of death mid calamity. The other 
works of our authoress arc France and Italy , con¬ 
taining dissertations on the state of society, man¬ 
ners, literature, government, Ac. of those nations; 
these are written in a hold sketchy style, and with 
many gross faults, they are spirited, acute, and en¬ 
tertaining. Lord Byron has borne testimony to the 
fidelity and excellence of ‘ Italy and if the autho¬ 
ress had been ‘ less ambitious of being always fine 
and striking,’ and less solicitous to display her 
reading and high company, she might have been 
one of the most agreeable of tourists and observers. 
Besides these works, Lady Morgan has given to the 
world The Princess (a tale founded on the revolution 
in Belgium); Dramatic Scenes from Real Life (very 

5 oor in matter, and affected in style) ; The Life and 
Vines of Salvator Rosa , two volumes ; The Book of 
the Boudoir (autobiographical sketches and remi¬ 


niscences); Woman and Iter Master (a philosophical 
history of woman down to the fall of the Roman 
empire); and various other shorter publications. In 
1841 Lady Morgan published, in conjunction with 
her husband. Sir T. 0. Morgan, M.I). (author of 
Sketches of the Thilosophy of Life and Morals, Ac.), 
two volumes, collected from the portfolios of the 
writers, and stray sketches which had previously 
appeared in periodicals, entitling the collection The 
Bordt Without a Name. In reviewing the literary 
progress of Lady Morgan, one of her friendly admi¬ 
rers (Mr Henry F. Cliorley) has the following obser¬ 
vations:— • 

‘The strong national enthusiasm of childhood, at 
once somewhat indiscriminate in its warmth ai..t 
limited in its scope, will he seen to have ended in 
fearless and decided political partisanship, in the 
espousing of ultra-liberal doctrines, abroad as well 
as at home. But let us quote Lady Morgan’s own 
words from the preface to the last edition of 
O’Donnel. “After all, however,’’ says she, “if I 
became thar reviled but now \ery fashionable per¬ 
sonage, a female politician, it was ouch in the same 
way as the Bouryttris Gentilhomme spoke prose with¬ 
out knowing it, a circumstance jierhaps not un¬ 
common with Irish writers. * * For myself at 

least, horn and dwelling in Ireland amidst my coun¬ 
trymen and their sc..wrings, I saw and I described, 

1 felt and 1 pleaded: and if a political bias was 
ultimately taken, it originated in the natural con- : 
dition of things, and not in ‘malice aforethought’ of 
the writer.” In each successive novel, too, the Cha¬ 
racters will be found more and more boldly con¬ 
trasted, the scenes prepared and arranged with finer j 
j artifice. If wo cannot but note the strong family ! 
likenesswhich exists between all their plots, through j 
every one of which a brilliant and devoted woman ' 
Hits in masquerade, now to win a lover, now to save ' 
a friend, now to make a proselyte, we must also , 
insist upon the living nature of many of their dra- | 
mat is persona, especially the broadly comic tines, in- j 
staneing the Crawlcys (“Florence Macarthy”), and ; 
Lieutenant O’Mealy (“The O’Briens”), and Law •■■4 
renro Fegan and Sir Ignatius Dogherty (“ The Trin- ; | 
cess”), and upon the thousand indications scattered 
here and there with apparent artlessness, but real 
design, which prove that though their writer loves 
to tloat upon the surface of life and society, she can 
at will dive into their depths, and bring up truths 
new’ and valuable.' 


Mils SHELLEY. 

Jn the summer of 1816, Lord Byron and Mr and 
Mrs Shelley were residing on the banks of the Lake 
of Geneva. They were in habits of daily intercourse, 
and when the weather did not allow of their boating 
excursions on the lake, the Shelleys often passed 
their evenings with Byron at his house at Diodati. 
4 During a week of rain at this time,’ says Mr Moore, 
‘ having amused themselves with reading German 
ghost-stories, they agreed at last to write something 
in imitation of them. “ You and I,” said Lord Byron 
to Mrs Shelley, “ will publish ours together.” He then 
began his tale of the Vampire; and having the whole 
arranged in his head, repeated to them a sketch of the 
story one evening, but from the narrative being in 
prose, made but little progress in filling up his out¬ 
line. The most memorable result, indeed, of their 
story-telling compact, was Airs Shelley's wild and 
powerful romance of Frankenstein —one of those ori¬ 
ginal conceptions that take hold of the public mind 
at once and for ever.’ ‘ Frankenstein’ was published 
in 1817, and was instantly recognised as worthy of 
Godwin’s daughter and Shelley’s wife, and as, in fact, 
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possessing some of the genius and peculiarities of 
both. It is formed on the model of St Leon, but the 
supernatural power of that romantic visionary pro¬ 
duces nothing so striking or awful as the grand con¬ 
ception of ‘Frankenstein’—the discovery that he 
can, by his study of natural philosophy, create a 
living and sentient being. The hero, like Caleb 
Williams, tells his own story, and the curiosity it 
excites is equally concentrated and intense. A 
native of Geneva, Frankenstein, is sent to the uni¬ 
versity of Ingolstadt to pursue his studies. lie had 
previously dabbled in the occult sciences, and the 
university afforded vastly extended facilities for pro¬ 
secuting his abstruse researches. He pores over 
books on physiology, makes chemical experiments, 
visits even the receptacles of the dead and the dis¬ 
secting-room of the anatomist, and after days and 
nights of incredible labour and fatigue, he succeeds 
in discovering the cause of generation and life ; nay 
more, he became capable of bestowing animation 
upon lifeless matter! Full of his extraordinary dis¬ 
covery, he proceeds to create a man, and at length, 
after innumerable trials and revolting experiments 
to seize and infuse the principle of life into his image 
of clay, he constructs and animates a gigantic figure, 
eight feet in height. Ilis feelings on completing 
the creation of this monster are powerfully de¬ 
scribed :— 

‘ It was on a dreary night of November that I be¬ 
held the accomplishment of my toils. With an 
anxiety that almost amounted to agony, I collected 
the instruments of life around me, that I might infuse 
a spark of being into the lifeless thing that lay at my 
feet. It was already one in the morning; the rain 
pattered dismally against the panes, and my candle 
was nearly burnt out, when, by the glimmer of the 
half-extinguished light, I saw the dull yellow eve of 
the creature open ; it breathed hard, and a convulsive 
motion agitated its limbs. 

How can 1 describe my emotions at this catastrophe, 
or how delineate the wretch whom with such infinite 
pains and care I had endeavoured to form? His 
limbs were in proportion, and I had selected his 
features as beautiful. Beautiful! Great God! His 
yellow skin scarcely covered the work of muscles and 
arteries beneath ; his hair was of a lustrous black, and 
flowing; his teeth of a pearly whiteness ; but these 
luxuriances only formed a more horrid contrast with 
his watery eyes, that seemed almost of the same colour 
as the rlun white sockets in which they were set, hi- 
shrivelled complexion, and straight black lips. 

The different accidents of life are not so changeable 
as the feelings of human nature. I had worked hard 
for nearly two years, for the sole purpose of infusing 
life into an inanimate body. For this I had deprived 
myself of re.-t and health. I had desired it with an 
ardour that far exceeded moderation, but now that 1 
had finished, the beauty of the dream vanished, and 
breathless horror and disgust filled my heart. Un¬ 
able to endure the aspect of the being I had created, 

I rushed out of the room, and continued a long time 
traversing my bed-chamber, unable to compose my 
mind to sleep. At length lassitude succeeded to the 
tumult I had before endured, and I threw myself on 
the bed in ray clothes, endeavouring to seek a few 
moments of forgetfulness. But it was in vain ; I slept 
indeed, but I was disturbed by the wildest dreams. 

I thought I saw Elizabeth, in the bloom of health, 
walking in the streets of Ingolstadt. Delighted and 
surprised, I embraced her; but as I imprinted the 
first kiss on her lips, they became livid with the hue 
of death; her features appeared to change, and I 
thought that I held the corpse of my dead mother in 
my arms; a shroud enveloped her form, and I saw 
the grave-worms crawling in the folds of the flannel. 


I started from my sleep with horror, a cold dew 
covered my forehead, my teeth chattered, and every 
limb became convulsed when, by the dim and yellow 
light of the moon, as it forced its way through the 
window shutters, I beheld the wretch—the miserable 
monster whom I had created. He held up the curtain 
of the bed, and his eyes, if eyes they may be called, 
were fixed on me. His jaws opened, and he muttered 
some inarticulate sounds, while a grin wrinkled his 
cheeks, lie might have spoken, but I did not hear; 
one hand was stretched out, seemingly to detain me, 
but I escaped, and rushed down stairs. 1 took refuge 
in the court-yard belonging to the house which I in¬ 
habited, where I remained during the rest oi the 
night, walking up and down in the greatest agitation, 
listening attentively, catching and fearing each sound 
as if it were to announce the approach of the demo¬ 
niacal corpse to which 1 had so miserably given life. 

Oh! no mortal could support the horror of that 
countenance. A mummv again endued with anima¬ 
tion could not hb so hideous ns that*wretch. I hud 
gazed on him while unfinished ; he was ugly then, 
but when tluu»c muscles and joints were rendered 
capable of motion, it becamo f a thing such ns even 
Dante could not have conceived. 

I I passed the night wretchedly. Sometimes my 
pulse beat so quickly and hardly that I felt the 
palpitation of every artery ; at others I nearly sank 
to the ground through languor and extreme weakness. 
Mingled with this horror 1 felt the bitterness of dis¬ 
appointment ; dreams that had been my food and 
pleasant rest for so long a space, were now la-come a 
bell to me, and the change was so rapid, the ever* 
throw so complete. 

Morning, dismal and wet, at length dawned, and 
discovered to my sleepless and aching eyes the church 
of Ingolstadt, its white steeple and clock, which in¬ 
dicated the sixth hour. The porter opened the gates 
of the court which had that night been my asylum, 
and I issued into the streets, pacing them with quick 
steps, os if I nought t<*:uoi<i tin* wretch whom 1 feared 
every turning of the street would present to my view. 
I did not dare return to the apartment which I in¬ 
habited, but b it impelled to hurry on, although 
wetted by the rain which poured from a black and 
comfortless sky. 

1 continued walking in this manner for Rome time, 
endeavouring, by bodily exercise, to ca*o the load 
that weighed upon m^ **nd. 1 traversed the streets 

without any dear conception of where I v-as, or what 
I was doing. My heart palpitated in the sickness id 
fear, and I hurried on with irregular steps, not daring 
to look about me— 

Like one w ho on a lonely mad 
Doth walk in fear and dread. 

And havings nee turned round, wnl«* on, 

And turns no more his head ; 

Because he knows a frightful fieri 1 
Doth clan.- l*ehind him tread.* 

Continuing thus, 1 aim e at length opposite to the 
inn at which the various diligences and carriages 
usually stopped. Here I paused, I knew not why, 
but I remained some minutes with my eyes fixed on 
a coach that was coming towards me from the other 
end of the street. A* it drew nearer, 1 observed that 
it was the Swiss diligence; it stopped just where I 
was standing, ami on the door being opened* I per¬ 
ceived Henry Clerval, who, on seeing me, instantly 
sprung out. “ Aly dear Frankenstein,” exclaimed ho, 
“ how glad 1 am to see you! how fortunate that you 
should be here at the very moment of my alighting!*' 
Nothing could equal my delight on seeing Clerval; 
his presence brought back to iny thought* my father, 
Elizabeth, and all those scenes of home so dear to my 
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recollection. I grasped his hand, and in a moment 
forgot ray horror and misfortune; I felt suddenly, 
and for the first time during many months, calm and 
serene joy. I welcomed my friend, therefore, in the 
most cordial manner, and we walked towards my 
college. Clerval continued talking for some time 
about our mutual friends, and his own good fortune 
in being permitted to come to Ingolstadt. “ You may 
easily believe,” said he, “how great was the difficulty 
to persuade my father that it was not absolutely ne¬ 
cessary for a merchant not to understand anything 
except book-keeping; and, indeed, I believe I left 
him incredulous to the last, for his constant answer 
to my unwearied intreaties was the same as that of 
the Dutch schoolmaster in the Vicar of Wakefield— 

* I have ten thousand florins a-year without Greek ; I 
eat heartily without Greek.’ But his affection for me 
at length overcame his dislike of learning, and he has 
permitted me to undertake a voyage of discovery to 
the land of knowledge.” 

“ It gives mo the greatest delight to see you; but 
tell me how you left mv father, brothers, and Eliza¬ 
beth.” 

“ Very well, and vefy happy, only a little uneasy 
thut they hear from you so seldom. By the by, I 
mean to j^eture-jrou a little upon their account my¬ 
self. But, my dear Frankenstein,” continued he, stop¬ 
ping short, and gazing full in my face, “ 1 did not 
before remark how very ill you appear ; so thin and 
pale ; you look as if you had been watching for seve¬ 
ral nights.” 

“ You have guessed right; 1 have lately been so 
deeply engaged in one occupation, that 1 have not 
allowed myself sufficient rest, as you see; but 1 hope, 

I sincerely hope, that all these employments are now 
at an end, and that I um at length free.” 

1 trembled excessively 1 could not endure to think 
of, and far less to allude to, the occurrences of the pre¬ 
ceding night. 1 walked with a quick pace, and we 
soon arrived at mv college. 1 then reflected, and the 
thought made me shiver, that the creature whom i 
hud left in my apartment might still be there, all\ e, 
and walking about. I dreaded to behold this mon¬ 
ster; hut 1 feared still more that Henry should see 
him. Intreating him, therefore, to remain a few mi¬ 
nutes at the bottom of the stairs, 1 darted up towards 
my own room. My hand was already on the lock of 
the door before I recollected myself. 1 then paused, 
and a cold shivering came 7^11 e. I threw the door 
forcibly open, ns children are accustomed to do when 
they expect a spectre to stand in waiting for them on 
the other side; but nothing appeared. 1 stepped 
fearfully in ; the apartment was empty, and my bed¬ 
room was also freed from its hideous guest. I could 
hardly believe that so great a good fortune could have 
befallen 1110 ; but when I became assured that my 
enemy had indeed fled, I clapped my hands for joy, 
and ran down to Clerval. 

We ascended into my room, and the servant pre¬ 
sently brought breakfast; but I was unable to con¬ 
tain myself. It was not joy only that possessed me : 

I felt my flesh tingle with excess of sensitiveness, and 
my pulse heat rapidly. 1 was unable to remain for a 
single instant in the same place; I jumped over the 
chairs, clapped my hands, and laughed aloud. Clerval 
at first attributed my unusual spirits to joy on his 
arrival; but when he observed me more attentively, 
he saw a wildness in my eyes for which he could not 
account; and my loud unrestrained heartless laughter j 
frightened and astonished him. 

“ My dear Victor,” cried he, “ what, for God’s sake, I 
is the matter ? Do not laugh in that manner. How j 
ill you are! What is the cause of all this I” 

“ Do not ask me,” cried I, putting my hands before 
my eyes, for I thought I saw the dreaded spectre glide 
into the room } “he can tell. Oh, save me! save me!” 


I imagined that the monster seized me; I struggled 
furiously, and fell down in a fit. 

Poor Clerval! what must have been his feelings 1 
A meeting which he anticipated with such joy so 
strangely turned to bitterness. But I was not the 
witness of his grief; for 1 was lifeless, and did not re¬ 
cover ray senses for a long, long time/ 

The monster ultimately becomes a terror to his 
creator, and haunts him like a spell. For two years 
lie disappears, but at the end of that time he is 
presented ns the murderer of Frankenstein’s infant 
brother, and as waging war with all mankind, in 
consequence of the disgust and violence with which 
his appearance is regarded. The demon meets and 
confronts his maker, demanding that he should 
create him a helpmate, as a solace in his forced ex¬ 
patriation from society. Frankenstein retires and 
begins the hideous task, and while engaged in it 
during the secrecy of midnight, in one of the lonely 
islands of the Oreades, the monster appears before 
him. 

‘A ghastly grin wrinkled his lins as he gazed on 
me, where I sat fulfilling the task which lie allotted 
to me. Yes, he had followed in my travels ; he had 
loitered in forests, hid himself in caves, or taken 
refuge in wide and desert heaths ; and lie now' came 
to mark my progress, and claim the fulfilment of 
iuy promise. As I looked 00 him, his countenance 
expressed the utmost extent of malice and treachery. 

1 thought with a sensation of madness on my pro¬ 
mise of creating another like to him, and, trembling 
wdth passion, tore to pieces the thing on which I 
was engaged. The wretch saw' me destroy the 
creature on w hose future existence he depended for 
happiness, and with a howl of devilish despair and 
revenge, withdrew.’ 

A series of horrid and malignant events now mark 
the career of the demon. He murders the friend of 
Frankenstein, strangles his bride on her wedding- 
night, and causes the death of his father from grief. 
He eludes detection, but Frankenstein, in agony and 
despair, resolves to seek him out, and sacrifice hiTTP 
to ids justice and revenge. The pursuit is pro¬ 
tracted for a considerable time, an chin various coun¬ 
tries, and at length conducts us to the ice-bound 
shores and islands of the northern ocean. Franken¬ 
stein recognises the demon, but ere he can reach 
him, the ice gives w r ay, and he is afterwards with 
difficulty rescued from the floating wreck by the 
crew- of a vessel that had been embayed in that polar 
region. Thus saved from perishing, Frankenstein 
relates to the captain of the ship his ‘ wild and won¬ 
drous tale,’ but the suffering and exhaustion had 
proved too much for his frame, and he expires be¬ 
fore the vessel had sailed for Britain. The monster 
visits the ship, and after mourning over tlfe dead 
body of his victim, quits the vessel, resolved to seek 
the most northern extremity of the globe, and there 
to put a period to his wretched and unhallowed 
existence. The power of genius in clothing inci¬ 
dents the most improbable with strong interest and 
human sympathies is evinced in this remarkable 
story. The creation of the demon is admirably told. 
The successive steps by which the solitary student 
arrives at his great secret, after tw r o years of labour, 
and the first glimpse which he obtains of the hide¬ 
ous monster, form a narrative that cannot be per¬ 
used without sensations of awe and terror. While 
the demon is thus partially known and revealed, or 
seen only in the distance, gliding among cliffs and 
glaciers, appearing by moonlight to demand justice 
from his maker, or seated in his car among the 
tremendous solitudes of the northern ocean, the 
effect is striking and magnificent. The interest 
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ceases when we are told of the self-education of the 
monster, which is disgustingly minute in detail, and 
absurd in conception; and when we consider the 
improbability of his being able to commit so many 
crimes in different countries, conspicuous as he is in 
form, with impunity, and without detection. His 
malignity of disposition, and particularly his resent¬ 
ment towards Frankenstein, do not appear unna¬ 
tural when we recollect how he has been repelled 
from society, and refused a companion by him who 
could alone create such another. In his wildest 
outbursts we partly sympathise with him, and his 
situation seems to justify his crimes. In depicting 
the internal workings of the mind and the various 
phases of the passions, Mrs Shelley evinces skill and 
acuteness. Like her father, she excels in mental 
analysis and in conceptions of the grand and the 
powerful, but fails in the management of her fable 
where probable incidents and familiar life are re¬ 
quired or attempted. 

In 1823 Mrs Shelley published another work of 
fiction, Valperya ; or the Life and Adventurtsof Cas- 
truccio , Prince of Lucca , three volumes. The time 
of the story is that of the struggle between the 
Guelphs and the Ghibbelines. She is also the au¬ 
thor of a novel upon the story of Perkin Warheck. 

[Lore.] 

It is said that in love we idolize the object, and 
placing him apart, and selecting him 1'rom his fal¬ 
lows, look on him as superior in nature all others. 
We do fto; but even as wc idolize tlie object of our 
affections, do we idolize ourselves : if we separate him 
from his fellow mortals, so do we separate ourselves, 
and glorying in belonging to him alone, feel lili<d 
above all other sensations, all other joys and griefs, 
to one hallowed circle from which all but hE idea is 
banished: we walk as if a mist, or some more p-nent 
j charm, divided us from all but him ; a sanctified 
victim, which none but the priest set apart f»r that 
! office could touch and not pollute, endirined in a 
I cloud of glory, made glorious through beauties not Mir 
' own. 

rfnv. C. R. MATURIN'. 

The Rev. C. 11. Maturin', the poetical ami eccen¬ 
tric curate of St Peter’s, Dublin, came forward in 
1807 as an imitator of the terrific and gloomy style 
of novel writing, of which Monk Lewis was the 
modern master. Its higher mysteries were known 
only to Mrs Kadcliflc. The date of that style, as 
Maturin afterwards confessed, was out when lie was 
a boy, and he had not powers to revive it. His 
youthful production was entitled Fatal Keren ye, or 
the Family of Mont or io. The first part of this title 
was the invention of the publisher, and it proved a 
good bookselling appellation, for the novel was in 
high favour in the circulating libraries, it is un¬ 
doubtedly a work of genius — full of imagination 
and energetic language, though both are sometimes 
carried to extravagance or bombast. There was, 
however, as has been justly remarked, 4 originality 
in the conception, hideous as it was, of the hero 
employing against the brother who had deceived 
him the agency of that brother’s own sons, whom 
he persuades to parricide, by working on their 
visionary fears, and by the doctrines of fatalism; 
and then, w’hen the deed is done, discovering that 
the victims whom he had reasoned and persecuted 
into crime were his own children!’ The author 
made abundant use of supernatural machinery, or 
at least what appears to be such, until the unra¬ 
velling of the plot discloses that the whole has been 
effected, like the mysteries of the Castle of Udolpho, j 


by natural causes. Circumstance has been styled 
4 an unspiritual god/ and he seldom appears to less 
advantage than in the plots of Mr Maturin. Re- 
tween 1807 and 1820 our author published a mini- 
l>cr of works of romantic fiction — The Milesian 
Chief; The Wild Irish Hot/; Women , or Pour et 
Contre; and Mel moth the 1 Vamlerer —all works in i 
three or four volumes each. ‘ Women* was well | 
received by the public, but none of its predecessors, j 
as the author himself states, ever reached a second i 
edition. In 4 Women * he aimed ut depicting real , 
life and manners, and we have some pictures of 
(’alvinistic Methodists, an Irish Meg Mt rrilees, and 
an Irish hero, De (\mrry, whose character is made 
lip of contradictions and improbabilities. Two female 
characters, Eva Wentworth and Zaira, a brilliant 
Italian (who afterwards turns out to he the mother 
of Eva), are drawn with delicacy »ik| fine effect. 
The former is educated in strict seclusion, and is 
purity itself. l)c <’ourey is in love wyth both, and 
both are blighted l»v his ineonstaiwy. Eva dies 
calmly and tranquilly, elevated bv religious hope. 
Zaira meditates suicide, but desists from the attempt, 
and lives on, as if spcll-bouint to the death-place of 
her daughter and h>\\r. De (ourey perishes of 
rqniorse. These scenes of deep passion rysd paflno 
are coloured with the lights of poetry and genius. 
Indeed the gradual decay of Eva is the happiest of 
all Mr Maturiu’s delineations, and has rarely Iw-eii 
surpassed. The simple truthfulness of the descrip¬ 
tion may be seen in passages like the following: — 

* The weather was unusually fine, though it wm<- 
Septend>er, and the evenings mild and Is autiful 
j Evil passed them almost entirely in the garden. She 
j had aluavs loved the fading light and d< lieioti* tints 
! of an evening sky, an I now tie y were endeared hi 
j that which endears even iudiih-rent things -an in- j 
: t'Tnal eonsrionsne-o that we have not h-ng to D'held j 
[ them. Mrs Wentworth remonstrated against this j 
j indulgence, and mentioned it to the physician ; hut j 
i lie “answered neglcctinglv /* said anything that 
! amused her mind could do her no harm, &c. Then 
j Mrs Wentworth began to feel there was no hope; ! 
i and Eva was suffered to muse life aw ay unmolested. , 
I To tin* garden every i vmiiig she wa nt, and brought * 
her library with her ; it consisted of but three book* 

—the Bible, Young’* Night Thought*, rind Blair’s 1 
Grave. One evening thy unusual Uunity of the sky 1 
made her invehmtari^Cfrop her book. Site ga/ed 
upward, and fit as if a l*»ok was open in heaven, 
where all the lovely and varying phenomena pre- ■■ 
seated in living (diameters to her view the name of 
the Divinity. There was a solemn congeniality . 
tween her feelings of her own state and the x iew of 
the declining day—the parting light and the ap* j 
preaching darknes.4* Tilt* glow of the western ;; 
heaven was still resplendent and glorious; a little j: 
above, the bb tiding hues of orange and azure were j: 
softening into a mellow and indefinite light; and hi ;! 
the upper region of the air, a delirious blue darkness \ ‘ 
invited the eye to repose in luxurious dimness: one 
star alone showed its trembling head another and !! 
another, like infant births oflight ; and in the dark 
east the half-moon, like a hark of pearl, came on 
through the deep still ocean of heaven. Eva gazed 
on ; some tears ciunc to her eyes ; they w ere a luxury. 
Suddenly she felt as if she were quite well ; a glow 
like that of health pervaded her whole frame -one 
of those indescribable sensations that seem to assure 
us of safety, while, in fact, they are announcing: dis¬ 
solution. She imagined herself suddenly restored to 
health and to happiness. She saw l>e Oourcy once 
more, as in their early hours of love, when his face 
w as to her us if it had been the face of an angel; 
thought after thought came back on her heart like 

$«4 
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gleams of paradise. She trembled at the felicity 
that filled her whole soul; it was one of those fatal 
illusions, that disease, when it is connected with 
strong emotions of the mind, often flatters its victim 
with—that mirage , when the heart is a desert, which 
rises before the wanderer, to dazzle, to delude, and 
to destroy.’ 

4 Melmoth,’ another of Mr Maturing works, is the 
wildest of his romances. The hero‘gleams with demon 
light,’ and owing to a compact with Satan, lives a 
.century and a-half, performing all maimer of adven¬ 
tures, the most defensible of which is frightening an 
| Irish miser to death. Some of tin? details in ‘ Mel- 
j moth’ are absolutely sickening and loathsome. They 
seem the last convulsive efforts and distortions of the 
I Monk Lewis school of romance. In 1 B:M (the year 
| of his premature death) Mr Maturin published The 
i Alhiyniscs , rmroinance in four volumes. This work 
was intciuhfl by the author as one of a series of ro¬ 
mances illustrative of European feelings and manners 
in ancient, in twiddle, and in modem times. Laying 
the scene of his story in France, in tin* thirteenth cen¬ 
tury, the author connect- <1 it with the wars between 
the Catholics and tint Albigenscs. the latter being 
the earliest of the reformers of the faith. Such a 
time was well adapted for the purpos *s of roimmr^; 
and Mr ]Vftuurin*m this work presented some good 
; pictures of the crusaders, and of the Albigenscs in 
! their lonely worship among rocks and mountains. 

| lie had not, however, the power of delineating vu- 
| fifties of eharaetcr, and his attempts at humour are 
• w retrie d failures. In constructing a plot, he was 
; also deficient ; end lienee ‘ The Albigenscs.’ wanting 
the genuine feature* of a historical romance, and 
destitute of the supernatural machinery which had 
imparted a certain degree of wild interest to tin? 
author’s former works, was universally pronounced 
to he tedious and uninteresting. Passages, as we 
have said, are carefully iinLhed and well drawn, and 
we subjoin a brief specimen. 

[.1 duiuth* r hi (he Thirteenth Century.'} 

I ‘ I am weary,' said the lady ; ‘ disarray me for rest. 
Hut th<>u, ( lamline, he near when I sleep; 1 love thee 
well, wench, though I have not shown it hitherto. Wear 
this carkanet for my sake ; hut wear it not, 1 charge 
thee, in the presence of Sir Paladour. Now read me 
! my riddle once more, mv TL /^ens.* As her head 
; sunk on the silken pillow— 1 How may ladies sink most 
j sweetly into their first slumber 

M c\er sleep best,’ said iUanche, ‘when some 
i withered enme is seated by the health fire to tell me 
i tales of wizardry <»r goblins, till they are mingled w ith 
! my dreams, and I start up, tell mv heads, and pray 
j her to go on, till I see that I umftalking only to the 
■ dt ing embers or the fantastic forms shaped by their 
| hashes on the dark tapestry or darker ceiling.’ 

! * And 1 love,’ said (ieriuomhi, ‘to be lulled to rest 

i by tales of knights met in forests by fairy damsels, 

! and conducted to enchanted halls, where they are as* 

I sailed by foul fiends, and do battle with strong giants ; 

' and are, in fine, rewarded with the hand of the fair 
dame, for whom they have periled all that knight or 
Christian may hold precious for the safety of body 
and of soul.’ 

* Peace ami good rest to you all, my dame and 
maidens,’ said the lady in whispering tones from her 
silken couch. ‘ None of you have read iny riddle. 
She sleeps sw’eetest and deepest w r ho sleeps to dream 
of her first love—her first—her last—her only. A fair 
good night to all. Stay thou with me, Claudine, and 
touch thy lute, wench, to the strain of some old ditty 
—old and melancholy—such as may so softly usher 
sleep that I feel not his downy fingers closing mine 


eyelids, or the stilly rush of his pinions as they sweep 
my brow.* 

Claudine prepared to obey as the lady sunk to rest 
amid softened lights, subdued odours, and dying me¬ 
lodies. A silver lamp, richly fretted, suspended from 
the raftered roof, gleamed faintly on the splendid bed. 
The curtains were of silk, and the coverlet of velvet, 
faced w ith miniver ; gilded coronals and tufts of plu¬ 
mage shed alternate gleam and shadow* over every 
angle of the canopy; and tapestry of silk and silver 
covered every compartment of the walls, save where 
the uncouthly-constructed doors and windows broke 
them into angles, irreconcilable alike to every rule 
| of symmetry or purpose of accommodation. Near the 
ample hearth, stored with blazing wood, wore plac d 
a sculptured desk, furnished with a missal and bre¬ 
viary gorgoou-Iv illuminated, and a black marble 
tripod supporting a vase of holy water: certain amu¬ 
let*, too, lay on the hearth, placed there by the care 
of Dame Marguerite, some in the shape of relics, and 
others in les* consecrated forms, on which the lady 
was often * bscrved by her attendants to look some¬ 
what disregard fully. The great door of the chamber 
was closed bv the departing danmek) carefully ; and 
the rich .-licet of tapestry dropt over it, whose hushful 
sweeping on the floor seemed like the wish for a deep 
repos** breathed from a thing inanimate. The castle 
was .-till, the silver lamp twinkled silently and dimly ; 
th«- perfume*, burning in smell silver vases round the 
chamber, began to abate their gleams and odours ; the 
scented waters, scattered on the rushes w'ith which the 
floor was strewn, flagged and failed in their delicious 
tribute to the sense ; the bright moon, pouring its 
glories through the uncurtained but richly tinted 
easement, shed its borrowed lutes of crimson, amber, 
and purple on curtain and canopy, as in defiance of 
the artificial light that gleamed so feebly within the 
chamber. 

Claudine tuned her lute, and murmured the rude 
song of a troubadour, such as follows :— 

Sleep, noble lady! They sleep well who sleep in j! 
warded castles. If the Count de Monfort, the cham" r 
pioii of the church, and tlie strongest lance in the I 
chivalry of France, were your foe as Ffc is your friend, i 
one hundred of the arrows of his boldest archers at 
their best flight w’ould fail to reach a loophole of your 
tower*. 

Sleep, noble lady ! They sleep well who are guarded 
by the valiant. Five hundred belted knights feast in ! 
your halls ; they would not see your towers won, though : 
to defend them they took the place of your vassals, : 
who are tenfold that number; and, lady, I wish they j 
were more for your sake. Valiant knights, faithful 
vassals, watch well your lady’s slumbers; see that 
they be never broken but by the matin bell, or the 
sighs of lovers w hispered between its tolls. **''•"* 

Sleep, noble lady ! Your castle is strong, and the 
brave and the loyal are your guard. 

Then the noble lady whispered to me through her 
silken curtain, ‘ A foe hath found his way to me, 
though my towers are strong, and the valiant are my 
guard, and the brave and the beautiful w T oo me in 
song, and with many hissings of their hands.’ And I 
asked, what foe is that 1 The lady dropt her silken 
curtain, and slept; but methought in her dreams she 
murmured—* That foe is Love!’ 

SIR WALTER SCOTT. 

We have already touched on the more remarkable 
and distinguishing features of the Waverley novels, 
and the influence which they exercised not only on 
this country, but over the whole continent of Europe. 
That long array of immortal fictions can only be 



F&OM 1780 


CYOLOPiEDIA OF 


TIL], TUK PRESENT TIME. 


compared with the dramas of Shakspeare, as pre¬ 
senting an endless variety of original characters, 
scenes, historical situations, and adventures. They 

U— / 

are marked by the same universal and genial sym¬ 
pathies, allied te every form of humanity, and free 
from all selfish egotism or moral obliquity. In 
painting historical personages or events, these two 
great masters tfvineed a kindred taste, and not dis¬ 
similar powers. The highest intellectual traits and 
imagination of Shakspeare were, it is true, not ap¬ 
proached by Scott: the dramatist looked inwardly 
upon man and nature with a more profound and 
searching philosophy. He could effect more with 
his live acts than Scott with his three volumes. 
The novelist only pictured to the eye wliat his great 
prototype stamped on the heart and feelings. Yet 
both were great 'moral teachers, without seeming to 
teach. They were brothers in character and in ge¬ 
nius, and they poured out their imaginative treasures 
with a calm easy strength and conscious mastery, 
of which the world has seen no other examples. 

So early as 180."), before his great poems were 
produced, Scott had entered on the composition of 
Wavcrley , the first of his illustrious progeny of tales. 
He wrote about seven chapters, evidently taking 
Fielding, in his grave descriptive and ironical vein, 
for his model; hut, getting dissatisfied with his 
attempt, lie threw it aside. Eight years afterwards 
lie met accidentally with the fragment, and deter¬ 
mined to finish the story.* In the interval between 
the commencement of the novel in 180.") and its 
resumption in 1810, Scott had acquired greater 
freedom and self-reliance as an author. In Mar- 
in ion and The Lady of the Lula- he had struck 
out a path for himself, and the latter portion of 
4 Wavcrley’ partook of the new spirit and enthusiasm. 
,A large part of its materials resembles those em¬ 
ployed in the 4 Lady of the Lake’—-Highland feudal¬ 
ism, military bravery and devotion, and the most 
easy and exquisite description of natural scenery, 
lie added also a fine vein of humour, chaste yet 
ripened, and peculiarly his own, and a power of 
uniting history with fiction, that subsequently be¬ 
came one of the great sources of his strength. Ilis 
portrait of Charles Edward, the noble old Baron of 
Bradwardine, the simple faithful clansman Evan 
Dliu, and the poor fool Davie Gellatley, with his 
fragments of song and scattered gleams of fancy and 
sensibility, were new triumphs of the author. The 
poetry had projected shadows and outlines of the 
Highland, jhief, the gaiety and splendour of the 
court, and the agitation of the camp and battle-field; 
but the humorous contrasts, homely observation, 
and pathos, displayed in 4 Wavcrley,’ disclosed far 
deeper observation and more original powers. The 
work was published in July 1814. Scott did not 
prefix his name to it, afraid that lie might compro¬ 
mise his poetical reputation by a doubtful experi¬ 
ment in a new style (particularly by his copious use 
of Scottish terms and expressions); but the un- 
mingled applause with which the tale was received 
was, he says, like having the property of a hidden 
treasure, 4 not less gratifying than if all the world 
knew it was his own.* Henceforward Scott resolved, 

* He had put tho chapters aside, as he tells us, in a writing- 
desk wherein he used to keep fishing-tackle. The desk—a 
substantial old mahogany cabinet—and part of the fishing, 
tackle are now in the possession of Scott’s friend, Mr William 
Laidlaw, at Contin, in Ross-shiro. 


as a novelist, to preserve his mask, desirous to ob¬ 
viate all personal discussions respecting his own 
productions, and aware also of the interest and curi¬ 
osity which his secrecy would impart to his subse¬ 
quent productions. 

In February 1815—seven months after ‘ Wavcrley’ 
—Scott, published his second novel, Guy Manncriny . 
It was the work of six weeks about Christmas, 
and marks of haste are visible in the construction 
of the plot and development of incidents. Yet what 
length of time or patience in revision could have* 
added to the charm or hilarity of such portraits as 
that of Dandy Dinmont, or the shrewd and witty 
Counsellor Floy dell—the finished, desperate, sea- 
beaten villany of Hattcraick—the simple uncouth 
devotion of that gentlest of pedants, poor Dominie 
Sampson—or the wild savage virtues and crazed 
superstition of the gipsy-dweller in Dernclough ? 
The astrological agenev and predictions so marvel¬ 
lously fulfilled are undoubtedly excrescences on the 
story, though suited to a winter's tale in Scotland. 
The love scenes and female characters, and even 
Mannering himself, seem also allied to the Minerva 
Press family, hut the Scotch characters arc all ad¬ 
mirably filled up. There is also a captivating 
youthful feeling and spirit in the description of the 
wanderings and dangers of Bertram, and the events, 
improbable as they appear, which restore him to 
his patrimony; while the gradual decay and death 
of the old Laird of Ellangowun—carried out to tho 
green as his castle and i fleets are in the hands of 
the auctioneer—arc inexpressibly touching and na¬ 
tural. The interest of the tab* is sustained through¬ 
out with dramatic skill and effect. 

In May 183f) came forth 77/c Anti<juary, less ro¬ 
mantic and hustling in incidents than either of its 
predecessors, but infinitely richer in character, dia¬ 
logue, and humour. In this work Scott displayed 
his thorough knowledge of the middle and lower 
ranks of Scottish life. He confined his story 
chiefly to a small fishing town and one or two 
country mansions. Jlis hero is a testy old Whig 
laird and bachelor, and his dramatis yersomr are 
little better than this retired humorist—the family 
of a poor fisherman—a blue-gown mendicant—an 
old barber—and a few other humble ‘ landward and 
burrows town’ characters. The sentimental Lord 
Glenallan, and the pomoolis Sir Arthur Warduur, 
with Lovel the uiltefifjwn, and the fiery Hector 
Mdntyro (the hitter a genuine Celtic portrait), are 
necessary to the plot and action of the piece, hut 
they constitute only a small degree of the reader’s 
pleasure or the author’s fame. These rest on tin* 
inimitable delineation of Oldbuck, that model of 
black-letter and Iloimm-camp antiquaries, whose 
oddities and eonvd sation arc rich and racy as any 
of the old crusted port that John of the Girnel 
might have held in his monastic cellars—on the 
restless, garrulous, kind-hearted tyaberlunzic , Edie 
Ochiltree, who delighted to daunder down the burn- 
sides and green sliaws—on the cottage of the Muckle- 
backets, and the death and burial of Steenie—and 
on that scene of storm and tempest by the sea-side, 
which is described with such vivid reality and ap¬ 
palling magnificence. The amount of curious read¬ 
ing, knowledge? of local history and antiquities, 
power of description, and breadth of humour in the 
4 Antiquary,* render it one of the most perfect of the 
author’s novels. If Cervantes and Fielding really 
excelled Scott in the novel (lie is unapproached in 
romance), it must l>e admitted that the ‘Anti¬ 
quary’ ranks only second to Don Quixote and Tom 
JoneB. In none of his works has Scott shown 
greater power in developing the nicer shades of 
feeling and character, or greater felicity of phrase 
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and illustration. A healthy moral tone also per¬ 
vades the whole—ii clear and bracing atmosphere 
of retd life; and what more striking lesson in prac¬ 
tical benevolence was ever inculcated than those 
words of the rough old fisherman, ejaculated while 
he was mending his boat after returning from his 
son’s funeral—* What would you have me do, unless 
1 wanted to see four children starve because one is 
drowned? It’s we el wi’ you gentles, that can sit in 
the house wi’ handkerchers at your ecu, when }'e 
lose a freend, but the like of us maun to our wark 
again, if our hearts were heating as hard as niy 
hammer.' 

In December of the same year Scott was ready 
with two other novels, The Black Jhntrf and Old 
Mortality. These formed the first series of Tales of 
My Landlord, and were represented, by a somewhat 
forced and •dunisy prologue, as the composition of 
a certain mi* I’etcr 1’attieson, assistant-teacher at 
(Janderclcuchf and published after his death by his 
pedagogue superior, Jcdediah (’leishbotham. The 
new disguise (to heighten which a different pub¬ 
lisher had been selected for the tales) was as un¬ 
availing as it was superfluous. The universal voice 
assigned the works to the author of ‘ Waverley/ and 
the second*of tli$ collection, ‘Old Mortality,’ w*s 
pronounced to be the greatest of bis performances. 
It was another foray into the regions of history 
which was rewarded with the most brilliant spoil, 
llappy as he had Ik-ou in depicting the era of the 
Forty-five, lie shone still more in the gloomy and 
troublous times of the <'ovenanters. ‘To repro¬ 
duce ft departed age.’ says Mr Lockhart, * with such 
minute and life-like accuracy as this talc exhibits, 
demanded a far more energetic sympathy of imagi¬ 
nation than had bien called for in any effort of his 
serious verse. It is indeed most curiously instruc¬ 
tive tor any student of art to compare the Kound- 
heads of ltokehv with the Blue-bonnets of <)ld Mor¬ 
tality. For the rest, the story is framed with a 
deejHi* skill than any of the preceding novels; the 
canvass is a broader one; the characters are con¬ 
trasted and projected with a power and felicity 
which neither he nor any other master ever sur¬ 
passed ; and notwithstanding all that has been urged 
against him as a disparager of the Covenanters, it 
is to me va ry doubtful whether the inspiration of 
chivalry ever prompted l^u to nobler emotions 
than he has lavished on the ^animation of their 
stern ami solemn enthusiasm. This work has al¬ 
ways appeared to me the Marmion of his novels.’ 
lie never surpassed it either for force or variety of 
character, or in the interest and magnificence of the 
train of events described. The contrasts are also 
managed with consummate art. In the early scenes 
Morton (the best of all his youifg heroes) serves as 
a foil to the fanatical and gloomy Burley, and the 
change effected in the character and feelings of the 
youth by the changing current of events, is traced 
with perfect skill and knowledge of human nature. 
The two classes of actors—the brave and dissolute 
cavaliers, and the resolute oppressed Covenanters— 
are not only drawn in their strong distinguishing 
features in hold relief, but are separated from each 
other by individual traits and peculiarities, the re¬ 
sult of native or acquired habits. The intermingling 
of domestic scenes and low rustic humour with the 
stormy events of the warlike struggle, gives vast 
additional effect to the sterner passages of the tide, 
and to the prominence of its principal actors. Flow 
admirably, for example, is the reader prepared, by 
contrast, to appreciate that terrible encounter with 
Burley in his rocky fastness, by the previous de¬ 
scription of the blind and aged widow, intrusted 
with the secret of his retreat, and who dwelt alone, 


‘like the widow of Zarephath,* in her poor and 
solitary cottage 1 The dejection and anxiety of 
Morton on his return from Holland are no less 
strikingly contrasted with the scene of rural peace 
and comfort which he witnesses on the banks of the 
Clyde, where Cuddie Headrigg’s cottage sends up 
its thin blue smoke among the trees, ‘ allowing that 
the evening meal was in the act of being made 
ready,’ and bis little daughter fetches water in a 
pitcher from the fountain at the root of an old oak- 
tree ! The humanity of iSeott is exquisitely illus¬ 
trated by the circumstance of the pathetic verses, 
wrapping a lock of hair, which are found on the slain 
body of Both well—as to show that in the darkest 
and most dissolute characters some portion of o «r 
higher nature still lingers to attest its divine origin. 

In the same sympathetic and relenting spirit, Dirk 
Hatteraick, in ‘Guy Mannering,’ is redeemed from 
utter sordidness and villany by liis one virtue of 
integrity to his employers. ‘I was always faithful j 
to my ship-owners—always accounted for cargo to 
the last stiver.’ The image of God is never wholly 
blotted out of the human mind. 

The year l -’iS witnessed two other coinages from 
the Wavcrley mint, Bob Boy and The Heart of Mid- 
Lothian, the latter forming a second series of the 
Tales of My Landlord. The first of these works 
revived the public enthusiasm, excited by the ‘Lady 
of tie* Lake’ and ‘Wavcrley/ with respect to High- j 
land scenery and manners. The sketches in the ! 
novel are bold and striking—hit off'with the careless j 
free !<on of a master, and possessing perhaps more ! 
witch* ry of romantic interest than elaborate and * 
finished pictures. The character of Bailie Nicol ! 
Jarvio was on:* of the author's happiest conceptions, I 
and the idea of carrying him to the wild rugged 
mountains, among outlaws and desperadoes—at the ] 
same time that be retained a keen relish of the , 
comforts of the Saltmarket of Glasgow, and a due 
sense of his dignity as a magistrate—completed the ; 
ludicrous ctlei t of the picture. None of Scott’s 
novels was more popular than ‘Rob Roy,* yet, asa,^ 
story, it is the most ill-concocted and defective of f 
the whole series. Its success was owing to its \ 
characters alone. Among these, However, cannot j 
be reckoned its nominal hero, Osbaldiston, who, like 
Wavcrley, is merely a walking gentleman. Scott’s 
heroes, as agents in the piece, are generally inferior j 
to his heroines. The * Heart of Mid-Lothian' is as j 
essentially national in spirit, language, and actors, i 
as ‘Rob Roy,’ hut it is the nationality of the Low- 'j 
lands. No other author hut Scott (Galt, liis best j 
imitator in this department, would have failed) ij 
could have dwelt so long and with such circum¬ 
stantial minuteness on the daily life and occur¬ 
rences of a family like that of Davie the 

eowfmler, without disgusting his high -bred readers 
with what must have seemed vulgar and uninterest¬ 
ing. Like Burns he made ‘rustic life and poverty’ 

Grow beautiful beneath his touch. 

Duchesses, in their halls and saloons, traced with 
interest and delight the jmges that recorded the 
pious firmness and humble heroism of Jennie Deans, 
and the sufferings and disgrace of her unfortunate 
sister; and who shall say that in thus uniting diffe¬ 
rent ranks in one bond of fellow-feeling, and exhibit¬ 
ing to the high and wealthy the virtues that often 
dwell with the lowly and obscure, Scott was not 
fulfilling one of the loftiest and most sacred missions 
upon earth ? 

A story of still more sustained and overwhelming 
pathos is The Bride of Lammermoor , published in 
1819 in conjunction with The Legend of Montrose, 
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and, both forming a third series of Tales of My 
Landlord. The Bride is one of the most finished 
of Scott’s tales, presenting a unity and entireness 
of plot and action, as if the whole were bound to¬ 
gether by that dreadful destiny which hangs over 
the principal actors, and impels them irresistibly 
to destruction. ‘In this tale,’ says Macaulay, 4 above 
other modern productions, we see embodied the dark 
spirit of fatalism—that spirit which breathes in the 
writings of the Greek tragedians when they traced 
the persecuting vengeance of Destiny against the 
houses of Laius and of Atreus. Their mantle was 
for a while worjx unconsciously by him who showed 
to us Macbeth: and here again, in the deepening 
gloom of this tragic tale, we feel the oppressive 
influence of this invisible power. From the time 
we hear the prophetic rhymes, the spell has begun 
its work, and the clouds of misfortune blacken round 
us; and the fated course moves solemnly onward, 
irresistible and unerring as the progress of the sun, 
and soon to end in a night of horror. We remember 
no other tale in which not doubt, but certainty, forms 
the groundwork of our interest.’ If Shakspearc 
was unconscious of t lie classic fatalism he depicted , 
with such unrivalled power, Scott was probably as ] 
ignorant of any such premeditation and design. 
Both followed the received traditions of their coun¬ 
try, and the novelist, we know, composed Ids work 
in intervals of such acute suffering, allayed only by 
the most violent remedies, that on his recovery, j 
after the novel had been printed, lie recollected j 
nothing but the mere outline of his story, with j 
which he had been familiar from his youth, lie j 
had entirely forgot what he dictated from his sick- 
bed. The main incident, however, was of a nature , 
likely to make a strong impression on his mind, f 
and to this we must impute the grand simplicity ; 

I and seeming completeness of art in the manage- i 
! merit of the fable. The character of tin* old Imtier, 
j Caleb Balderston, lias been condemned as a ridicu- 
; lous and incongruous exaggeration. We are not 
I sure that it does not materially heighten the Hart 
f^of the tragic portion of the tale, bv that force of 
j contrast which we have mentioned as one of Scott's 
highest attribute.: as a novelist. There is, however, 
too much of the butler, and some of bis inventions 
are mere tricks of farce. As Shakspearc descended 
to quibbles and conceits, Scott loved to harp upon 
certain phrases — as in Dominie Sampson, Bailie 
Nicol Jarvie, and the dowager lady of TtiHietudlem 
—and to make his lower characters indulge in prac¬ 
tical jokes, like those of old (’aleb and Kdie Ochil¬ 
tree. The proverbs of Sancho, iri Don (piixote, 
may be thought to come under the same class of 
inferior resources, to be slimmed rather than copied 
by the nov^f 4 who aims at truth and originality ; 
but SV.t'tWi 1 ; ::-s are too rich and apposite to "be 

felt as mer ■ lmgc. The * Legend of Montrose’ 

is a brief imperfect historical novel, yet contains 
one of the author's most lively and amusing cha¬ 
racters, worthy of being ranked with Bailie Jarvie; 
namely, the redoubted Bitt-mastor, Dugald Dalgetty. 
The union of the sohhufa with the pedantic student 
of Maresclial college is a conception as original as 
the Uncle Toby of Sterne. 

The historical romance of Iranhoc appeared in 
1820. It is the most brilliant of all his pure 
romances, indeed the most splendid in any litera¬ 
ture. The scene being laid in Kngland, and in the 
England of Bichard 1, the author had to draw 
largely on his fancy and invention, and was debarred 
those attractive auxiliaries of every-day life, speech, 
and manners, which had lent such a charm to his 
Scottish novels. Here we had the remoteness of 
antiquity, the old Saxon halls and feast , the resusci¬ 


tation of chivalry in all its pomp and picturesque¬ 
ness, the realisation of our boyish dreams about 
Cocur-de-lion, Bobin Hood, and Sherwood Forest, 
with its grassy glades, and sylvan sports, and im¬ 
penetrable foliage. We were presented with a scries 
of the most splendid pictures, the canvass crowded 
with life and action—with the dark shades of 
cruelty, vice, and treason, and the brightness of 
heroic courage, dauntless fortitude, and uneorrupted 
faith and purity. The thrilling interest of the story 
is another of the merits of 4 Ivan hoe'—-the incidents 
all help on the narrative, as well as illustrate ancient 
manners. In the hall of Cedric, at the tournament 
or siege, we never ('ease to watch over the fate of 
Kowena and the Disinherited Knight; and the steps 
of the gentle Kcbccca-— the meek yet high-soulcd 
•Jewess—are traced with still deeper and holier feel¬ 
ing.'* The whole is a grand pic turesque pageant, 
yet full of a gentle n» bleucss and promt simplicity. 

The next works of Scott wire of«a tamer east, 
though his foot was on Scottish ground, Ihc Monas'- 
ttjy and A both published in lsjo, are defective 
in plot, and th«* flrst disfigured by absurd super¬ 
natural machinery. The character of Uuem Marv 
in tile * Abbot’ is, however, a correct and beautiful 
historical portrait, and the scenery,in tluqneighhour- 
hood of the Tweed- haunted glens and woods-—is 
described with the authors accustomed felicity. A 
counterpart to (>uceii Mary, still more highly 
finished, was soon allbr 1 . d in the delineation of her 
great rival, Elizabeth, in tie* romance of henibmrth. 
This work appeared in January ls 2 I, and was 
ranked n<\t to 4 Ivanhoe.’ There " as a profusion 
of rich picturesque scenes and objects, dramatic 
situations, and a well-arranged, involved, yet inte¬ 
resting plot. None of the plot-* in the \Vaverlt v 
novels are without blemish. 4 None.’ as Mr Macaulay 
remark*, 4 have that completeness whii h constitutes 
one of the chief merits of Kn iding’s Torn Jones : 

I there is always * itlrnr an improbability, or a forced 
; expedient, or an ine-ongru >us ineident, « r an un¬ 
pleasant break, or too mm-h intricacy, or a hurried 
conclusion ; they are usually languid in the com- 
, uicma menf. an 1 abrupt in the close ; too slowly 
; opened, and too ha-t : dv mi mined up.’ The spirit and 
fidelity of the delineation*, the variety of scenes, and 
the interest of particular passages bearing 113*011 the 
principal characters, t.^nd the reader t > these de¬ 
fects. at least on a •first perusal. This was emi¬ 
nently the ease with 4 Kt nilworth nor did this 
romance, amidst all its courtly gaieties, ambition, 

! and splendour, fail to touch the heart : the fate of 
Amy Bobsart has perhaps drawn as many tears «.** 
the story of Kcbecca. The cl*>«e of the same year 
witnessed another romantic, though less powerful 
: tale —The j*initc. Mn this work Scott painted the 
1 wold sea scenery of Shetland, and gave a In autiful 
copy of primitive manners in the person and house¬ 
hold of the old (dialler, Magnus Troil, and his fair 
daughters Minna and Brenda. The latter are 
flowers too ddieate for swell a cold and stormy 
dime, hut they are creations of great loveliness, and 
are exquisitely discriminated in their individual 
characters. The novel altogether opened a new 

* Hebeera u;ij* considered by Scott himself, ns well by th<* 
public, to be bin burnt felliub- character. Mr faiidlnw, to whom 
purl of the no\cl wan dc-tnied, hpeulo* of the *trong interest 
which Sir Walter t vinccd infilling up his out lino. * i t»hall 
make mint-thin# of my Jvwvtj*,' *aid ho om* day in a tone of 
unusual exultation. ‘You will Indeed, 4 replied bis friend; 

4 and I cannot help wiving that you are doing an liminm*« 
Kood, Sir Walter, by aurh *weot and nobl« t&it-s, for the young 
j»eople now will never bear to look at Ute vile* traah of novel* 
that used to be in the circulating Libraries.’ Sir Walter's ©yew 
filled w ith tears. 
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world to the general reader, and was welcomed with 
all the zest of novelty. 

Another genuine English historical romance made 
its appearance in May 1822. The Fortunes of Nigel 
afforded a complete panorama of the times of James 
I.* executed with wonderful vigour and trutn. The 
fulness and variety of the details show how closely 
Scott Imd studied the annals of this period, particu¬ 
larly all relating to the city and the court of London. 
His account of Alaatia surpasses even the scenes of 
Ren Jonson, and the dramatic contemporaries of 
Hen, descriptive of similar objects; and none of his 
historical likenesses are more faithful, more justly 
drawn, or more richly coloured, than his portrait of j 
the poor, and proud, and pedantic King James. ! 
Scott’s politic*:! predilections certainly did not in this 
ease l»etray him into any undue reverence for sove¬ 
reignty. * 

In 182J n6 less than three separate works of fic¬ 
tion were issued— Peirril of the Peak, Quentin Ihu- 
vnnl , and » s 7 Henan's Well. The fffst was a volume 
longer than any of its predecessors, and vas more 
than proportionally heavy in style, though evincing 
in parts undim inched Strength and talent. ‘(Quen¬ 
tin Durward’ was a ImM and sueee« *ul inroad on 
French history. The delineations of Louis XI. nn^J 
Charles th? B >M*nay stand comparison with any in 
the whole range of fiction or history for force and 
discrimination. They seemed literally called up to 
a now existence, to play their part in another drama 
of life, as natural and spirit-stirring as any in which 
they had been actors. The French nation exulted 
in this new proof of the genius of Scott, and led the 
way iu enthusiastic admiration of the work. ‘St 
Honan's Well' is altogi ther a secondary performance 
of the author, though it furnishes one of his laxst 
low comic characters, Meg lXids of the Cleikum 
Inn. Jiiulgiiuntlrt (1821) must he held to belong to 
the same class as * St Honan's Well,' in spite of much 
vigorous writing, humorous as well as pathetic (for 
the career of 1’etcr Peebles supplies both), and not¬ 
withstanding that it embodies a great deal of Scott's 
own jmltmmmI history and experiences. The Tales tf 
the ('nts ulers , published in 1825, comprised two short 
stories. The .Betrothed and The Talisman, the se¬ 
cond a highly animated and splendid Eastern ro¬ 
mance. Shortly after this i>eriod came the calamitous 
wreck of Scott’s fortunes- -the shivering of his house¬ 
hold gods- amidst deeljniiflS health and the rapid 
advances of age. IIis novel of WtHulstoch (182ft) was 
hastily completed, hut is not unworthy of his fame. 
The secret of the paternity of the novels was now 
divulged—how could it ever have l>eeu doubted?— 
and there was some satisfaction in having the ac¬ 
knowledgment from his own lips, and under his own 
hand, ere death had broken thefwand of the magi¬ 
cian. The Life tf Napoleon, in nine volumes, was 
tilt! great work of 1827 ; hut at the commencement 
of the following year Scott published The Chronicles 
of the Cunongate , first series, containing the Two 
Drovers, the Highland Widow, and the Surgeon’s 
Daughter. The second of these short talcs is the 
most valuable, and is pregnant with strong pathetic 
interest and Celtic imagination. The preliminary 
introductions to the stories are all finely executed, 
and constitute some of the most pleasing of the 
author’s minor contributions to the elucidation of 
past manners and society. A number of literary 
tasks now engaged the attention of Scott, the most 
important of which were his Tales of a Grandfather , 
a History of Scotland for Lardner’s Cyclopaedia, Let¬ 
ters on Demonology , and new introductions and notes 
to the collected edition of the novels. A second 
series of the ‘ Chronicles of the Canongate’ appeared 
in 1828, with only one tale, but that conceived and 


executed with great spirit, and in his best artistical 
style—The Fair Maid of Perth. Another romance 
was ready by May 1829, and was entitled Anne of 
Geicrytcin. It was less energetic than the former- 
more like an attempt to revive old forms and images 
than as evincing the power to create new ones; yet 
there are in its pages, as Mr Lockhart justly ob¬ 
serves, ‘ occasional outbreaks of the old poetic spirit, 
more than sufficient to remove the w ork to an im¬ 
measurable distance from any of its order produced 
in this country in our own age. Indeed, the various 
play of fancy in the combination of persons and 
events, and the airy liveliness of lxgh imagery and 
dictum, may well justify u« in applying to the 
author what he beautifully says of his King Itene 

A mirthful man he wa* ; the snow of age 
Fell, hut they did not chill him. iaiety, 

1’ven in life’s cloning, touched his ecining brain 
With such wild vision* as the sett ig huh 
liaises in front of some hoar glacier 
Painting i\e bleak ice with a thousand hues.* 

The gaiety of Scott was the natural concomitant 
of kindly and gentle affections, a sound judgment, 
and uninterrupted industry. The minds of poets, it 
is said, never grow old, and Scott was hopeful to 
the last. Disease, however, was fast undermining 
his strength. IIis last work of fiction, published in 
18*11, w as a fourth series of * Tales of my Landlord,’ 
containing Count Hubert (if Haris and Castle Dan- 
germ**. They were written after repeated shocks 
of paralysis and apoplexy, and are mere shadow’s of 
his funner greatness. And with this effort closed 
the noble mind that had so long swayed the sceptre 
of romance. The public received the imperfect 
volumes with tenderness and indulgence, as the fare¬ 
well offering of the greatest of their contemporaries— 
the last feeble gleams of a light soon to be extin¬ 
guished— 

A wandering witch-note of the distant spell; 

And now ti* silent all! Enchanter, fare thee well ! 


JOHN (SALT. 

John Galt, author of The Annals of the Parish , 
and other novels which are valuable as reflecting 
back the peculiarities of Scottish life and manners 
4 sixty years since,’ was a native of Irvine, in Ayr¬ 
shire. lie was born on the 2d of May 1779. His 
father commanded a West India vessel, and when 
the embryo novelist was in his eleventh year, the 
family went to live permanently at Greenock. Here 
Galt resided fourteen or fifteen years, displaying 
no marked proficiency at school, but evincing a 
predilection for poetry, music, and mcjjmnics. He 
was placed in the custom-house at Grc^jak^and 
continued at the desk till about the year 1801, when, 
w ithout any fixed pursuit, lie went to London to 
‘push his fortune.’ He hud written a sort of epic 
poem on the battle of Largs, and this he committed 
to the press; but, conscious of its imperfections, he 
did not prefix his name to the work, and he almost 
immediately suppressed its sale. lie then formed an 
unfortunate commercial connexion, which lasted 
three years, on the termination of which he entered 
himself of Lincoln’s Inn, with the view f of being in 
due time called to the bar. Happening to visit 
Oxford in company with some friends, he conceived, 
while standing with them in the quadrangle of 
Christ-church, the design of writing a life of Car¬ 
dinal Wolsey. He set about the task with ardour; 
but his health failing, he went abroad. At Gibral¬ 
tar he met with Lord Byron and Mr Hobliouse, then 
embarked on their tour for Greece, and the three 
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sailed in the same packet. Galt resided some time 
in Sicily, then repaired to Malta, and afterwards 
proceeded to Greece, where lie again met with 
Byron, and also had an interview with Ali Pacha. 
After rambling for some time among the classic 
scenes of Greece, he proceeded to Constantinople, 
thence to Nicomedia, and northwards to Kirpe, ori 
the shores of the Black Sea. Some commercial 
speculations, as to the practicability of landing Bri¬ 
tish goods in defiance of the Berlin and Milan de¬ 
crees, prompted these unusual wanderings. Atone 
time, when detained by quarantine, Galt wrote or 
sketched out £ix dramas, which were afterwards 
published in a volume, constituting, according to 
Sir Walter Scott, ‘the worst tragedies ever seen.’ 
On his return he published his Voyages and Travels, 
and Letters from the Levant , which were well received. 
He next repaired to Gibraltar, to conduct a commer¬ 
cial business which it was proposed to establish 
there, but the design was defeated by the success of 
the Duke of Wellington in the Peninsula. He ex¬ 
plored France to see if an opening could he found 
there, but no prospect appeared, and returning to 
England, lie contributed some dramatic^ pieces to 
the £Jcw British Theatre. One of these. The Appeal, 
was brought out in the Edinburgh theatre in 1M8, 
and performed four nights, Sir Walter Scott having 
written an epilogue for the play, lie now devoted 
himself for some time to literary pursuits, writing 
in the periodical works, and residing in Scotland. 
A^ong his more elaborate compositions may be 
mentioned a Life of Benjamin U est, the artist, His¬ 
torical Pictures , The Wandering Jew, and The Earth¬ 
quake, a novel in three volumes. He wrote for 
Blackwood's Magazine, in 18‘JO, The Ayrshire Le¬ 
gatees , a series of letters containing an amusing 
Scottish narrative. His next work was * The An¬ 
nals of the Parish’ (1821), which instantly became 
popular. Jt is worthy of remark that the Annals 
had been written some ten or twelve years before 
the date of its publication, and anterior to tin* ap¬ 
pearance of Waverley and Guv Marmoring, and that j 
■ft was rejected by the publishers of those works, 
with the assurance, that a novel or work of fiction ! 
entirely Scottish would not take with the public! 
Mr Galt went on with his usual ardour in the com- j 
position of Scotch novels. He had now found where 
his strength lay, and Sir Andrew Wylie , The Kntail , j 
The Steam-Boat , and The Provost , were succcb- j 
sively published—the two first with decided success. 
These were followed at no long intervals by Hmgan 
Gilhaize, a story of the Scottish Covenanters; by 
The Spaewife , a tale of the times of Janies I. of Scot¬ 
land; and Bothclan. a novel partly historical, founded 


results.’* We next find Mr Galt engaged in the 
formation and establishment of the Canada Com¬ 
pany, which involved him in a long labyrinth of 
troubles, vexation, and embarrassment. While the 
preliminary controversy w r us pending between the 
commissioners of this company, the Canada clergy, 
and the colonial office, previous to his departure for 
the scene of his new operations Galt compost'd his 
novel. The Last of the Lairds , also descriptive of 
Scottish life. He set out for America in 1826, his 
mission being limited to inquiry, for accomplishing 
which eight months were allowed. His duties, 
however, were increased, and his stay prolonged, by 
the numerous offers to purchase lots of land, and for 
determining on the system of management to he 
pursued by the company. A million of capital lmd 
been intrusted to his management. On the 23d of 
April, St George’s day, 1827, Mr Galt-proceeded to 
found the town of Guelph, in the uppei province of 
Canada, which he did with dm* cerenipny. The site 
selected for the’town having been«pointed out, * u 
large maple tree,’ he says, * was chosen; on which, 
taking an axe from one of the woodmen, I struck 
the first stroke. To me, at L ast, the moment was 
impressive ; and the silence of the woods that echoed 
the sound was as the sigh of the solemn genius 
of the wilderness departing for ever.’ Tlfe city soon 
prospered; in three months upwards of 160 building 
lots were engaged, and houses rising as fust as build¬ 
ing materials could ta* prepared. Before the end of 
the year, however, the founder of the city was em¬ 
broiled in difficulties. Some secret enemies had 
misrepresented him—he was accused of lowering the 
company's stock—his cxjK*nditure was complained 
of; and the company sent out an accountant to act 
not only in that capacity, but as cashier. Mutters 
came to a crisis, and Mr Galt determined to return 
to England. Ample testimony has been borne to 
the skill and energy with which he conducted the 
j operations of this company ; but his fortune and his 
prospects had fled. Thwarted and depressed, he was 
I resolved to battle with his fate, and lie set himself 
down in England to build, a new scheme of life, ‘in 
which the secondary condition of authorship was 
made primary.* In six months lie had six volumes 
ready. His first work was another novel in three 
volumes, Lawru: Tmld , which is equal to ‘The An¬ 
nals of the Parish' or ‘The Entail.’ It was well 
received; and he s<*n Idler products.! another, de¬ 
scriptive of the customs and manners of Scotland in 
the reign of i^ueen Mary, and entitled Southennan . 
The subject was a favourite with him, but his mode 
of treating it was by no means happy ; while the 
public taste, accustomed to the historical novels of 


on the work by Barnes on the life and reign of 
Edward Galt also published anonymously, in 

185H>> Oicresting imaginative little tale, The Omen , 
which was reviewed by Sir Walter Scott in Black¬ 
wood’s Magazine. In fertility, Galt w as only sur¬ 
passed by Scott; and perhaps no other author could 
have written an equal number of works of fiction, 
j varied in style and manner, within the same limited 
| period. His genius was unequal, and he does not 
| seem to have been able to discriminate between the 
good and the bad; but the vigour and copiousness 
of his mind were certainly remarkable. His friendly 
biographer, Dr Moir of Musselburgh, says justly, 
that the ‘great drawback to Mr Galt’s prosperity 
and happiness was the multitude of his resources, 
and from his being equally fitted for a student and 
man of the world. As the old proverb hath it, “ the 
rolling stone gathers no fog;” so in the transition 
from one occupation and employment to another, he 
expended those powers which, if long concentrated 
on any particular object, must have produced great 


( Scott, was impatient of any secondary work in this 
| department. Korin short time in the same year 
(1830) Mr Galt conducted the Courier newspaper, 
but this new employment did not suit him. It re- 
quired more time, and incurred more responsibilities 
of opinion than he was prepared for, ami he gladly 
left the daily drudgery to complete a Life of Byron, 
on which he was engaged for Colburn the publisher. 
The comparative brevity of this memoir (one small 
volume), the name of Galt as its author, and the in¬ 
teresting nature of the subject, Boon sold three or 
four editions of the work ; but it was sharply assailed 
by the critics. Some of the positions taken up by 
the author (as that, * had Byron not been possessed 
of genius, he might have been a better man*), and 
some quaintness and affectation of expression, ex¬ 
posed him to well*merited ridicule. Mr Galt next 
executed a series of Lives of the Player*, an amusing 

* Biographical Memoir prefixed to Oalt’s novels, in Blank- 
wood’s Standard Novels. 
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compilation, and Bogle Corbet , another novel, the 
object of which, he said, was to give a view of society 
generally, as ‘The l*rovost* was of burgh incidents 
simply, and of the sort of genteel persons who are 
sometimes found among the emigrants to the United 
States. Disease now invaded the robust tfame of 
the novelist; hut he wrote on, and in a short time 
four other works of liction issued from his pen— 
Stanley Buxton, The Member, The Radical, and Ebon 
Errhinc, In 1832 an affection of the spine, and an 
attack resembling paralysis, greatly reduced Mr 
Galt, and subjected him to acute pain. Next year, j 
however, he was again at the press. IIis work was 
a tale entitled I be East ('.laid. He also composed a 
memoir of his own life, in two volumes a curious 
ill-digested melange, but worthy of perusal. In 1834 
he published Literary MisceUanus, in three volumes, 
dedicated to K ing William IV., who generously sent 
a sum of XirH) to the author. He returned to bis 
native country a perfect wreck, the victim of re¬ 
peated attacks of paralysis; yet fro wrote several 
pieces for periodical works, and edited tie- produc¬ 
tions of others. After seven* and protracted suffer¬ 
ings, home with grout firmness and patience, Mr 
Galt died at Greenock on tin- 11th of pril 1839. 

Of a long list of our author’s works, several 
alrcadv forfotteti* Not a few of his nov< Is. however. ! 


whidder as minister of Dalmailing is admirably de¬ 
scribed :— 

It was a great affair; for I was put in by the patron, 
and tho people knew nothing whatsoever of me, and 
their hearts were stirred into strife on the occasion, 
and they did all that lay within the compass of their 
power to keep me out, insomuch that there was ob¬ 
liged to be a guard of soldiers to protect the presby¬ 
tery ; and it was a thing that made my heart grieve 
when 1 heard the drum beating and the fife playing 
as we were going to the kirk. The people were really 
mad and vicious, and Hung dirt upon us as we passed, 
and reviled us all, and held out the $nger of scorn at 
me; but I endured it with a resigned spirit, com¬ 
par'd omit ing their wilfiilness and blindness, pi r 
old Mr Ki Buddy of tin? Braehill got ‘■ueh a clash of 
glaur on the side of his face, that hr eye was almost 
extinguished. 

When we got to the kirk door, it wa« found to be 
naih-d up, so as by no possibility to be opened. The 
sergeant of the soldiers wanted to break it, but 1 was 
afraid that toe heritors would grudge .and complain 
of the expense of a new door, and T supplicated him 
to let it be as it was; we were therefore obligated to go 
in by a window, and the crowd followed us in the most 
unrevereut manner, making the Lord’s house like an 
inn <>n a fair day with tlwir grievous yelly-hooing. 


hid fair to U- permanent, and the * Annals of the j 
I’aridi’ will probably be read as long as Wavcrley or | 
Guy Manncring. This inimitable little tale is the j 
simple record of a country minister during the fifty 
years of his incumbency. Besides many amusing 
and touching incidents, the work presents us with a 
picture of the rise and progress of a Scottish rural 
village, and its transition to a manufacturing town, 
as witnessed by the minister, a man as simple as 
Abraham Adams, imbued with all old-fashioned 
national feelings and prejudices, but thoroughly sin¬ 
cere. kind-hearted, and pious. This Presbyterian 
worthy, the Rev. Mieah Halwhiddcr. is a fine repre¬ 
sentative of the primitive Scottish pastor; diligent, 
blameless, loyal, and exemplary in his life, but | 
without the fiery zeal and ‘ kirk-filling eloquence’ 
of tlie supporters of the Covenant. Micah is easy, 
garrulous fond of a quiet joke, and perfectly ig¬ 
norant. of th“ world. Little things are great 
him in his retirement and his simplicity ; and thus 
we find him chronicling, among his memorable 
events, the arrival of n danffng •mister, the planting 
of a pear-tree, the getting a new Indl for the kirk, 
tin* first appearance of Punch's Opera in the coun¬ 
try-side, and other incidents of a like nature, which 
he mixes up indiscriminately with the breaking out 
of tbc American war, the establishment of manufac¬ 
tures, or the spread of French revolutionary prin¬ 
ciples. Amidst the quaint hiJnmir and shrewd 
observation of honest Mieah are some striking and 
pathetic incidents. Mrs Malcolm, the widow of a 
Clyde shipmaster, comes to settle in his village; and 
king ‘a genty body, calm and methodical,’ she 
brought tip her children in a superior manner, and 
they all get on in the world. One of them becomes 
a sailor; and then* are few more touching narratives 
in the language than the account of this cheerful 
gallant-hearted lad, from his first setting off to sea 
to his death as a midshipman, in an engagement 
with the French. Taken altogether, this work of 
Mr Galt’s is invaluable for its truth and nature, its 
quiet unforced humour and pathos, its genuine na¬ 
tionality os a faithful record of Scottish feeling and 
manners, and its rich felicity of homely antique 
Scottish phrase and expression, which to his coun¬ 
trymen is perhaps the crowning excellence of the 
author. 

In the following passage the placing of Mr Bal- 


I luring the time of tl psalm and the sermon they be¬ 
haved thomsclw-s better, but when the induq^ion came 
on, tlrnir clamour was dreadful; ami Thomas Thorl, 
the weaver, a pious zeab't in that time, got up and 
protested and said, ‘ Verily, verily, I say unto you, 
ho that enteroth let by tho door into the sheepfold, 
but climbcth up mum other way, the same is a thief 
and a rohhor.* And 1 tie-tight I would have a hard 
and sore time of it with such an out-trapolous people. 
Mr (iivrn, that was then the minister of Lugton, was 
I a joiM.se man, and would have his joke even at a 
| solemnity. When the laying of the hands upon me 
was a-doing, lie could not get near enough to put on 
tis but he stretched out his staff and touched my 
head, and said, to the great diversion of tho rest, 

‘ This xvi11 d<> well enough—timber to timber but 
was an unfriendly saying of Mr (liven, considering 
the time and the place, and the temjy^r of my people. 

After the ceremony we then got out at the window, 
and it was a heavy day to me ; but we went to the 
manse, and there wo had an excellent dinner, Avhich 
Mrs Watts of the new inn of Irvillc prepared at my 
request, and sent her chaise-driver to serve, for he 
was likewise her waiter, she having then but one 
chaise, and that not often called for. 

But although my people received me in this un¬ 
ruly manner, I was resolved to cultivate civility 
among them ; and therefore the very next morning 
I began a round of visitations; bu t oh ! it was a 
steep brae that I had to climb, and it 
heart, for I found the doors in some places barred ; 
against me ; in others, the bairns, when they saw me ! 
coming, ran crying to their mothers, ‘ Here's the feck¬ 
less Mess-John and then, when I went in into the 
houses, their parents would not ask me to sit down, 
hut with a scornful nay said, ‘ Honest man, what’s 
your pleasure here V Nevertheless, I walked about 
from door to door, like a dejected beggar, till I got 
the almous deed of a civil reception, and, who would 
have thought it, from no less a person than the same ; 
Thomas Thorl that was so bitter against me in the ; 
kirk on the foregoing day. 

Thomas was standing at the door with his green j 
duffle apron and his red Kilmarnock nightcap—I j 
mind him as well as if it was but yesterday-—and he j 
had seen me going from house to house, and in what I 
manner I was rejected, and his bowels were moved, 
and he said to me in a kind manner, * Come in, *ir, 
and ease yourscl; this will never do; the clergy are 
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God’s gorbies, and for their master’s sake it behoves 
us to respect them. There was no ane in the whole 
parish niair against you than myscl, but this early 
visitation is a symptom of grace that I couldna have 
expectit from a bird out of the nest of patronage/ 
I thanked Thomas, and went in with him, and we 
had some solid conversation together, and I told him 
that it was not so much the pastor’s duty to feed the 
flock, as to herd them well; and that although there 
might be some abler with the head than me, there 
wasna a he within the bounds of Scotland more 
willing to watch the fold by night and by day. And 
Thomas said he f .had not heard a mair sound observe 
for some time, and that if 1 held to that doctrine in 
the poopit, it wouldna be lang till I would work a 
change. * I was mindit,* quoth he, ‘ never to set my 
foot within the kirk door while you were there ; but 
to testify, and no to condemn without a trial, I'll be 
there next Lord’s day, and egg my neighbours to be 
likewise, so ye’ll no have to preach just to the bare 
walls and the laird’s family.’ 

The 4 Ayrshire Legatees ’ is a story of the same 
cast as tlie Annals, and describes (chiefly by means 
of correspondence) the adventures of another coun¬ 
try minister and his family on a journey to Loudon 
to obtain a rich legacy left him by a cousin in India. 

* The Provost’ is another portraiture of Scottish 
life, illustrative of the jealousies, contentions, local 
improvements, and jobbery of a small burgh in the 
olden time. Some of the descriptions in this work 
j are very powerfully written. ‘Sir Andrew Wylie’ 
and 4 The Entail’are more regular and ambitious 
performances, treble the length of the others, but 
not so carefully finished. The jntwkiv Ayrshire 
baronet is humorous, but not very natural. The 
character of Leddy Grippy in 1 The Entail’ was a 
prodigious favourite with Byron. Both Scott and 
Byron, it is said, read this novel three times over— 

! no slight testimony to its merits. We should he 
disposed, however, to give the preference to another 
of Mr Galt’s three-volume fictions, 4 Lau rie l\>dd, 
or the Settlers,’ a work which seems to have no 
"["parallel, since Defoe, for apparent reality, knowledge 
of human nature, and fertility of invention. The 
history of a r<*<u individual, a man named Grant 
Thorburn, supplied the author with part of his 
incidents, as the story of Alexander Selkirk did 
Defoe; but the mind and the experience of Galt are 
stamped on almost every page. In his former pro¬ 
ductions our author wrought with his recollections 
of the Scotland of his youth ; the mingled worth, 
simplicity, patchiness, and enthusiasm which lie had 
seen or heard of as he loitered about Irvine or 
Greenock, or conversed with the country sires and 
matrons; but in ‘Lawrie Todd’ we have the fruit of 
I bis ^obs er^hoiiS in the New World, presenting an 
entTWy^iircreiit and original phase of the Scottish 
character. Lawrie is by trade a nuilmakcr, who 
emigrates with his brother to America, and their 
stock of worldly goods and riches, on arriving at 
New York, consisted of about five shillings in money, 
and an old chest containing some articles of dress 
and other necessaries. Lawrie works hard at the 
j nailmaking, marries a pious and industrious maiden 
(who boo n dies), and in time becomes master of a 
grocer's shop, which he exchanges for the business 
of a seedsman. The latter is a had affair, and Lawrie 
is compelled to sell all off, and begin the w orld again. 
He removes with his family to the backwoods, and 
once more is prosperous. He clears, builds, purchases 
land, and speculates to great advantage, till he is at 
length enabled to return to Scotland in some style, 
and visit the place of his nativity. This Scottish 
jaunt is a blemish in the work, for the incidents 
and descriptions are ridiculously exaggerated; but 


nothing can be better than the account of the early | 
struggles of this humble hero—the American sketches ! 
of character with which the work abounds —the view j 
it gives of life in the backwoods--or the peculiar j 
freshness and vigour that seem to accompany every j 
scene a’nd every movement of the story. In pcrcep- ! 
tion of character and motive, within a certain sphere. 
Mr Galt stands unrivalled; and he lias energy ns i 
well as quickness. His taste, how ever, was very de- J 
fective ; and this, combined with the hurry and un- j 
certainty of his latter days, lev! him to waste hi* 1 
original powers on subjects unfitted for his pen, and j 
injurious to his reputation. The story of his life is 
a melancholy one; but bis genius was an honour to ; 
his country, and merited a letter reward. 


mow is non;. 

V. 

Thomas IIojm:, the author o (Anastasius, was one 
of the merchant princes of England whom com¬ 
merce had led to*opulence, and whoccpnid the com¬ 
pliment by ennobling his origin and pursuits with 
taste, munificence, and genius. He w as one of three 
brothers, wealthy merchants 'hi Amsterdam. When 
a young man, he spent some years in foreign travel, 
visiting the principal places in Euroj>c r Asia, and 
Africa. On his return he settled in London, pur¬ 
chased a large house, and a country mansion (Deep- 
done, near Dorking), and embellished both with 
drawings, picture galleries, sculpture, amphitheatre- 
for antiques, and all other rare and costly appliances, 
Ilis appearances as an author arose out of these 
favourite occupations and studies. In ISOo lie pub¬ 
lished a folio \olume of drawings and descriptions, 
entitled Household l'urniture and I decorations. The 
ambitious style of this work, and the author’s devo¬ 
tion to the forms of chairs, sofas, couches, and tallies, 
provoked a witty piece of ridicule in the Edinburgh 
Beview ; but the man of taste and virtu triumphed. 

A more classical and appropriate style of furniture am! 
domestic utensils gained ground ; and with Mr Hope 
rests the honour of having achieved the improve¬ 
ment. Two other splendid publications proceeded 
from Mr Hojk\ The Costume of the Ancients (l SOW), 
and Designs of Modern Costumes (IS1*2), both works 
e\hieing extensive knowledge and curious research. 

In 1SJ9 Mr Hope hurst forth as a novelist of the first 
order. He had studied human nature as well ns 
architecture and costume, and his early travels had 
exhibited to him men of various creeds and countries. 
The result was Anastasias, or Mutinies of a Modern 
(»reel, written at the ( 'lose of the T'itjhtecnth Century , 
in three volumes. The author’s name was not pre¬ 
fixed to the work—us it was given forth as a verit¬ 
able history — hut the secret soon became known, 
and Mr Hope, from being reputed as something like 
a learned upholsterer, or clever draughtsman, was 
at once elevated into a rivalry w ith Byron as a glow-- 
ing painter of foreign scenery and manners, and w r ith 
1 Sage and the other masters of the novel, in the 
art of conducting a fable and delineating character. 
The author turned from fiction to metaphysics, and j{ 
eornjiosed a work On the On yin and J* inspects of Man, 
which he did not live to see through the press, but 
which was published after his decease. IIis cosmo¬ 
gony is strange and unorthodox; but amidst his 
paradoxes, conceits, and abstruse sjieculations, are 
many ingenious view's and eloquent disquisitions. 
Mr Hope died on the 3d of February 1831, and pro¬ 
bate was granted for .£180,000 personal property. 
Mr Beck ford and 4 Vathek* are the only parallels to 
Mr Hope and * Anastasius ’ in oriental wealth and 
imagination. 

4 Anastasius’ is one of the most original and dazz¬ 
ling of modern romances. The hero is, like Zeluco, 
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a villain spoiled by early indulgence ; he becomes a 
renegade to his faith, a mercenary, a robber, and 
an assassin ; but the elements of a letter nature are 
sown in his composition, and break forth at times. 
He is a native of Chios, the son of Greek parents. 
To avoid the consequences of an amour with Helena, 
the consul’s daughter, he runs off to sea in a Vene¬ 
tian vessel, which is boarded by pirates and cap- 
| tured. The pirates are in turn taken by a Turkish 
I frigate, and carried before Hassan Pasha. Anasta- 
| *sius is released, fights with the Turks in the war 
against the Araonoots, and accompanies the Greek 
droguenmn to ('onstantinoplc. Disgrace and beg¬ 
gary reduce him to various shifts and adventures. 
He follows a .Jew quack doctor selling nostrums—is 
thrown into the bagnio, or state prison -afterwards 
embraces the Turkish faith—revisits Greece-—pro¬ 
ceeds to Eg *pt - and subsequently xanges over Ara¬ 
bia, and visits Malta, Sicilv, and Italy. His in¬ 
trigues, adveittures, sufferings, Ac^are innumerable. 
Every aspect iff Greek and Turkish society is de¬ 
picted-—sarcasm, piquant allusion, pathos and pas¬ 
sion, ami descriptions tyf scenery, are strangely inter¬ 
mingled in the narrative. Wit, epigram, and the 
glitter of rhetorical amplification, oei-upy too much 
space; bufcthe stem; is constantly shifting, and tlb* 
work possesses the truth and accuracy of a book of 
travels joined to those of a romance. The traveller, 
too, is a thorough man of the world, has a keen in¬ 
sight into human weaknesses and foibles, and de- 
serilH's his adventures and impressions without hypo¬ 
crisy or reserve. The most powerful passages are 
those in which pathos is predominant—such as the 
scenes with Kuphrosyne, whom Anastasius has 
basely violated—-his sensations on revisiting Greece 
and the tomb of Helena his reflections on witness¬ 
ing the dead Araonoot soldier whom he had slain — 
the horrors of the plague and famine and, above 
all, the account of the death of Alexis, the child of 
Anastasius, and in whom were centred the only 
remains of his human affection, his love and hojv. 
The gradual decay of this youth, and the intense 
anxiety and watchfulness of his father, constitute a 
sa ne of genuine grie f and tenderness. We forget 
the craft and villany e>f Anastasius thus humbled 
and prostrate. His wild gaiety and heartless jests, 
his degeneracy and sensualism, have passed away. 
They had palled upon hiaiself, but one spring of 
pure affection remained to reueem his nature; and 
it is not without the 1 strongest pity ami kindred 
commiseration that we sec the desperate adventurer 
reduced to loneliness and heartbroken despair. The 
scene is introduced by an account of his recovering 
his lost son in Egypt, ami carrying him oil’ to Eu¬ 
rope : * 

My cousin’s letter had promised me a brilliant lot, 
and—what was better— my own pockets insured me 
a decent competence. The refinements of a European 
education should add every external elegance to my 
boy’s innate excellence, and, having myself mode¬ 
rately enjoyed the good things of this world, while 
striving to deserve the better promised in the next, 1 
should, ere my friends became tired of my dotage, 
resign my last breath in the arms of my child. 

Idie blue sky seemed to smile upon inv cheerful 
thoughts, and the green wave to murmur approbation 
of my plan. Almighty God ! what was there in it 
so heinous to deserve that an inexorable fate should 
cast it to the winds ? 

In the midst of iny dream of happiness, my eye fell 
upon the darling object in which centred all its 
sweets. Insensibly my child’s prattle had dimi¬ 
nished, and had at last subsided in an unusual silence. 
I thought he looked pale; his eyes seemed heavy, 
and his lips felt parched. The rose, that every morn¬ 


ing, still so fresh, so erect on its stalk, at mid-day 
hung its heavy head, discoloured, wan, and fading; 
hut ho frequently had the billows, during the fury of 
the storm, drenched my boy’s little crib, that I could 
not wonder he should have felt their effects in a severe 
cold. I put him to bed, and tried to hush him to 
sleep. Soon, however, his face grew flushed, and his 
pulse became feverish. I failed alike in my endea¬ 
vours to procure him repose and to afford him amuse¬ 
ment: hut, though playthings were repulsed, and 
tales no longer attended to, still he could not bear 
me an instant out of his sight; nor would he take 
anything except at my hands. Ev*n when—as too 
soon it did—his reason began to wander, his filial 
affection retained its pristine hold of his heart, it 
had grown into an adoration of his equally doting 
father; and the mere consciousness of ray presence 
seemed to relieve his uneasiness. 

Hud nut my feelings, a few moments only before, 
been those of ^uch exceeding happiness, I should not 
so soon perhaps have conceived great alarm; but 1 
had through- hi life found every extraordinary burst 
of joy followed by some unforeseen calamity; and my 
exultation had just risen to so unusual a pitch, that a 
deep dismay now at once struck me to the heart. I 
frit convinced that I had only been carried to so high 
a pinnacle of joy, in order to he hurled with greater 
ruin into an abyss oi wo. Such became my anxiety 
to reach Trieste, ami to obtain the best medical assist¬ 
ance, that even while the ship continued to cleave 
the wines like an arrow, I fancied it lay like a log 
upon the main. How, then, did iny pangs increase 
when, n> if in resentment of mv unjust complaints, 
the breeze, dying away, really left our keel motionless 
on the waters ! My anguish baffled all expression. 

In truth I do not know how I preserved my senses, 
except from the need I stood in of their aid: for, 
while we lay cursed with absolute immobility, and 
the sun ever found us, on rising, in the same place 
where it had left us on setting, my child—my dar¬ 
ling child—was every instant growing worse, and 
sinking apace under the pressure of illness. To the 
deep and flushing glow of a complexion far exceeding 
in its transient brilliancy even the brightest hues of 
health, had succeeded a settled, u\m[ianging, deadly 
paleness. His eye, whose round full orb was wont 
to beam upon me with mild but fervent radiance, 
now dim and wandering, for the most part remained 
half closed ; and when, roused by my address, the 
idol of my heart strove to raise his languid look, and 
to meet the fearful inquiries of mine, he only showed 
all the former tire of his countenance extinct. In the 
more violent bursts, indeed, of his unceasing delirium, 
his wasting features sometimes acquired a fresh but 
sail expression. He would then start up, and with 
his feeble hands clasped together, aiyLhig tears rol¬ 
ling down liis faded cheeks, beg in t lieuvvA, in g 

terms to be restored to his home: but mostly he 
seemed absorbed in inward musings, and, no longer 
taking note of the passing hour, he frequently during 
the course of the day moved his pallid lips, as if re¬ 
peating to himself the little prayer which he had been 
wont to say at bed-time and at risiug, and the bless¬ 
ings 1 had taught him to add, addressed to his 
mother on behalf of his father. If—wretched to see 
him thus, and doubly agonized to think that I alone 
had been the cause—I burst out into tears which I 
strove to hide, his perception of outward objects 
seemed all at once for a moment to return. He asked 
me whether I was hurt, and would lament that, young 
and feeble as he was, he could not yet nurse me as he 
wished ; but promised me better care when he should 
grow stronger. 

In this way hour after hour and day after day 
rolled on, without any progress in our voyage, while 
all I had left to do was to sit doubled over my child’s 
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couch, watching all his wants, and studying all his 
looks trying, but in vain, to discover some amend¬ 
ment! ‘ Oh for those days! * I now thought, * when a 
calm at sea appeared an intolerable evil, only because 
it stopped some tide of folly or delayed some scheme 
of vice ! ' 

At last one afternoon, when, totally exhausted with 
want of sleep, I sat down by my child in all the com¬ 
posure of torpid despair, the sailors rushed in one and 
a ll—for«even they had felt my agony, and doted on 
my boy. They caino to cheer me with better tidings. 
A breeze had just sprung up ! The waves had again 
begun to ripple, if.ul the lazy keel to stir. As minute 
pressed on minute, the motion of the ship became 
swifter; and presently, as if nothing had been want¬ 
ing but a first impulse, we again dashed through the 
waves with all our former speed. 

Every hour now brought us visibly nearer the in¬ 
most recess of the deep Adriatic and the end of our 
journey. Pola seemed to glide by like a vision : pre¬ 
sently we passed Fiunic: we saw Capo d’Istria but a 
few minutes: at last we descried Trieste itself] 
Another half hour, and every separate house became 
visible, and not long after we ran full sail into the 
harbour. The sails were taken in, the anchor was 
dropped, and a boat instantly came alongside. 

All the necessary preparations had been made for 
immediately conveying my patient on shore. Wrapped 
up in a shawl, he was lifted out of his crib, laid on a 
pillow, and lowered into the boat, where 1 held him 
in my lap, protected to the best of my power from the 
roughness of the blast and the dashing of the spray 
until we reached the quay. 

In my distress 1 had totally forgotten the taint 
contracted at Melada, end had purposed, the instant 
we stepped on shore, to carry my child straight to a 
physician. New anguish pierced my soul when two 
bayonets crossed upon my breast forced me, in spite 
of my alternate supplication and rage, to remain on 
the jettee, there to wait his coming, and his previous 
scrutiny of all our healthy crew. All I could obtain 
as a special favour was a messenger to hurry his 
“approach, while, panting for his arrival, 1 sat down 
with my Alexis in my arms under a low shed which 
kept off a peltiag shower. I scarce know liow long 
this situation lasted. My mind w r as so wrapped up in 
the danger of my boy as to remain wholly unconscious 
of the bustle around, except when the removal of 
some cask or barrel forced me to shift my station. 
Yet, while wholly deaf to the unceasing din of the 
place, I could discern the faintest rumour that seemed 
to announce the approaching physician. O, how 1 
cursed his unfeeling delay! how 1 would have paved 
his way with gold to have hastened his coining! and 
yet a something whispered continually in my ear that 
the utmost of man no longer could avail. 

A M.frW rat least, confirmed in this sad persuasion, 

I might have tasted the heart-rending pleasure of 
bestowing upon my departing child the last earthly 
endearments ! but, tranquil, composed, and softly 
slumbering as he looked, I feared to disturb a repose 
on which I founded my only remaining hopes. All at 
once, in the midst of my despair, 1 saw a sort of smile 
light up my darling’s features, and hard as I strove to 
guard against all vain illusions, I could not at this 
sight stop a ray of gladness from gliding unchecked 
into my trembling heart. Short, however, was the 
joy: soon vanished the deceitful symptom! On a 
closer view it only appeared to have been a slight 
convulsion which had hurried over my child’s now' 
tranquil countenance, as will sometimes dart over the 
smooth mirror of a dormant lake the image of a bird 
in the air. It looked like the response of a departing 
angel, to those already on high, that hailed his speedy 
coming. The soul of my Alexis was fast preparing 
for its flight. 


Lest he might feel ill at case in my lap, I laid him 
down upon my cloak, and kneeled by his side to 
watch tho growing change in his features. The present 
now was all to me: tho future I knew I no longer 
should ipek. Feeling my breath close to his cheek, 
lie half opened his eyes, looked as if after a long 
absence again suddenly recognising his father, and— 
putting out his little mouth—seemed to crave one 
last token of love. The temptation was too powerful : 
1 gently pressed my lip upon that of my babe, and 
gathered from it the proffered kiss. Life’s last faint 
spark was just going forth, and I caught it on the 
threshold. Scarce had I drawn back my face, when 
all respiration ceased. His ove-strings broke, his 
features fell, and his limbs stiffened for over. All was 
over : Alexis was no more. 


WASHINGTON IRVING. 

« 

Mr Washington Irving, a native of America, 
commenced a career of literary exertion in this 
country by the publication in 1820 of The Sketch- 
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Hook, a series of short talcs and essays, sentimental 
and humorous, which were originally printed in an 
American periodical, but illustrative of English 
manners and scenery. Mr Irving had previously 
published in his native country a humorous History 
of New York , hy K^ickerfun ker, U*ing an imaginary 
account of the original Dutch inhabitants of that 
state; and he had also issued a satirical periodical 
entitled Salmagundi. * The Sketch-Hook* was re¬ 
ceived with great favour in Britain; its carefully 
elaborated style and beauties of diction were highly 
praised, and its portraitures of English rural life 
and customs, though too antiquated to be strictly 
accurate, were pleasing and interesting. It was 
obvious that the author had formed his taste ujKm 
that of Addison and Goldsmith; but his own great 
country, its early state of society, the red Indians, 
and native traditions, had also supplied him with a 
fund of natural and original description. His stories 
of Hip Van Winkle and the Sleepy Hollow are per¬ 
haps the finest pieces of original fictitious writing 
that this century has produced, next to the works 
of Scott. In 1822 Mr Irving continued the same 
style of fanciful English delineation in his Braccbrulye 
Hall, in which we are introduced to the interior of 
a squire's mansion, and to a number of original 
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characters, drawn with delicacy and discrimination and Voyages of Christopher Columbus, in four volumes, 
equal to those in his former work. In 1824 appeared written in a less ornate style than his former 
another series of tales and sketches, but greatly in- works, but valuable for the new information it com- 
ferior, entitled Tales of a Traveller. Having gone to municates. Next year appeared The Conquest of 
Spain in connection with the United States embassy, Granada , and in 1832 The Alhambra, both connected 
Mr Irving studied the history and antiquitici of that with the ancient Moorish kingdom of Granada, and 
romantic country, and in 1828 published The Life partly fictitious. Several lighter work* hav© since 
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issued from his fertile ]x.n—/brnrm, a narrative of 
American adventure; .1 Tour in the Vruirms; Abbots¬ 
ford and yew* trad, Kv. The principal works uf Mr 
Irving an* his * Sketch-Book ’ aud 4 Braeebridge 
Hall;’ these are the corner-stones of Ids fame, and 
likely to be durable. In all his writings, however, 
there are passages evincing tine taste, gentle atlec- 
tionB, and graceful description. Ilis sentiments are 
manly and generous, and ids pathetic and humorous 
sketches are in general prevented from degenerating 
into extravagance by practical good sense and a cor¬ 
rect judgment. Modern authors have too much 
neglected the mere matter of style; but the success 
of Mr Irving should convince the careless that the 
graces of composition, when employed even on paint 
ings of domestic life and the quiet scenes of nature, 
can still charm as in th^days of Addison, Gold¬ 
smith, and Mackenzie. * 

[A/uanovj in Are 1 York in the Dutch Times.} 

The houses of the higher cla^s were generally eon- j 
strurted of wood, ting the guide end, which was 

of small Muck and yellow Dutch bricks, and always j 
faced on the street; as our ancestors, like their de- 1 
scemlants, were very much given to outward show, and < 
were noted for putting tin; l>est leg foremost. The 
house was always furnished with abundance of large 
doors and small windows on every floor; the date of 
its erection was curiously designated by iron figures : 
on the front; and on the top of the roof was perched 
a fierce little weathercock, to let the family into the ; 
important secret which way the wind blew. These, j 
like the weathercocks on the tops of our steeples, 
pointed so many different ways, that every man could 
have a wind to his mind ; and you would have thought 
old ASolus had set all his bags of wind adrift, pell- 
mell, to gambol about this windy metropolis; the 
moat stanch and loyal citizens, however, always went 
according to the weathercock on the top of the gover¬ 
nor’s house, which was certainly the moat correct, as 
he had a trusty servant employed every morning to 
climb up and point it whichever way the wind blew. 

In those good days of simplicity and sunshine, a 


viji-' < wtta^e. 

passion for cleanliness was the leading principle in 
domestic economy, and the universal test of an able 
housewife ; a character which formed the utmost am¬ 
bition of our unenlightened grandmothers. The front 
door was never opened except on marriages, funerals, 
New-Year's day-, the festival of Nicholas, or some 
such great occasion. It was ornamented with a gor¬ 
geous brass knocker curiously wrought, sometimes 
into the device of a dog, and sometimes of a lion’s 
head ; and was daily burnished with such religious 
zeal, that it was ofttimes worn out by the very pre¬ 
cautions taken for its preservation. The whole hotfte 
was constantly in a state of inundation, under the dis¬ 
cipline of mops, and brooms, and sJMbbing-brushes; 
and the good housewives of those days were a kind of 
amphibious animal, delighting exceedingly to be dab¬ 
bling in water, insomuch that a historian of the day 
gravely tells us ‘ my 

to have webbed fingers like unto a duck; and some 
of them, he had little doubt, could the matter be ex¬ 
amined into, would be found to have the tails of mer¬ 
maids ; but this I look upon to be a mere sport of 
fancy, or, what is worse, a wilful misrepresentation. 

The grand parlour was the sanctum sanctorum, 
where the passion for cleaning was without 

control. In this sacred apartment no oikper¬ 
mitted to enter excepting the mistress aud her confi¬ 
dential mail), who visited it once a-week for the pur¬ 
pose of giving it a thorough cleaning, and putting 
things to rights, always taking the precaution of leav¬ 
ing their shoes at the door, and entering devoutly on 
their stocking feet. After scrubbing the floor, sprink¬ 
ling it with fine white sand, which was curiously 
stroked into angles, and curves, and rhomboids, with 
a broom, after washing the windows, rubbing and 
polishing the furniture, and putting a new bunch of 
evergreens in the fireplace, the window-shutters were 
again closed to keep out the flies, and the room care¬ 
fully locked up until the revolution of time brought 
round the weekly cleaning day. 

As to the family, they always entered in at the 
gate, and most generally lived in the kitchen, lo 
have seen a numerous household assembled around 
the fire, one would have imagined that he was trail* 

595 


FROM 1780 


CYCLOPEDIA OF 


TILL THE PRESENT TIME. 


sported back to those happy days of primeval simpli¬ 
city which float before our imaginations like golden 
visions. The fireplaces were of a truly patriarchal 
magnitude, where the whole family, old and young, 
master and servant, black and white, nay, even the 
very cat and dog, enjoyed a community of privilege, 
and had each a prescriptive right to a corner. Here 
the old burgher would sit in perfect silence, pulling 
his pipe, looking in the fire W'ith half-shut eyes, and 
thinking of nothing for hours together; the goede 
vrouw oh the opposite side would employ herself dili¬ 
gently in spinning her yam or knitting stockings. 
The young folk$ would crowd around the hearth, 
listening with breathless attention to some old crone 
of a negro who was the oracle of the family, and who, 
perched like a raven in a corner of the chimney, 
would croak forth for a long winter afternoon a string 
of incredible stories about New England witches, grisl v 
ghosts, horses wdthout heads, and hairbreadth escapes, 
and bloody encounters among the Indians. 

In those happy days a well-regulated family always 
rose with the dawn, dined tit eleven, and went to bed 
at sundown. Dinner was invariably a private meal, 
and the fat old burghers showed incontestable symp¬ 
toms of disapprobation and uneasiness at being sur¬ 
prised by a visit from a neighbour on such occasions. 
But though our worthy ancestors were thus singularly 
averse to giving dinners, yet they kept up the social 
bonds of intimacy by occasional banquetings, called 
tea-parties. 

As this is the first introduction of those delectable 
orgies, which have since become so fashionable in this 
city, I am conscious my fair readers will be very 
curious to receive information on the subject. Sorry 
am I that there wdll be but little in my description 
calculated to excite their admiration. 1 can neither 
delight them with accounts of suffocating crowds, nor 
brilliant drawing-rooms, nor towering leathers, nor 
sparkling diamonds, nor immeasurable trains. I can 
detail no choice anecdotes of scandal, for in those 
primitive times the simple folk were either too stupid 
or too good-natured to pull each other’s characters to 
pi^es; nor can I furnish any whimsical anecdotes of 
brag ; how one lady cheated, or auother bounced into 
a passion ; for as yet there was no junto of dulcet old 
dowagers who met to win each other’s money and lose 
their own tempers at a card-table. 

These fashionable parties were generally confined 
to the higher classes, or noblesse—that is to say, such 
as kept their own cows and drove their own wagons. 
The company commonly assembled at three o’clock, 
and went away about six, unless it was in winter time, 
when the fashionable hours were a little earlier, that 
the ladies might get home before dark. 1 do not 
find that they ever treated their company to iced 
creams, jellies^ or syllabubs, or regaled them with 
must ^almoj/ ivmouldy raisins, or sour oranges, as is 
often clone in the present age of refinement. Our 
ancestors were fond of more sturdy substantial fare. 
The tea-table was crowned with a huge earthen dish, 
well stored with slices of fat pork, fried brown, cut up 
into morsels, and swimming in gravy. The company 
being seated around the genial board, and each fur¬ 
nished with a fork, evinced their dexterity in launch¬ 
ing at the fattest pieces of this mighty dish, in much 
the same manner as sailors harpoon porpoises at sea, 
or our Indians spear salmon in the lakes. Sometimes 
the table was graced with immense apple-pies, or 
saucers full of preserved peaches and pears ; but it 
was always sure to boast of an enormous dish of balls 
of sweetened dough fried in hog’s fat, and called 
dough-nuts, or oly koeks ; a delicious kind of cake, at 
present scarce known in this city, excepting in genuine 
Dutch families. 

The tea was served out of a majestic delft tea-pot 
ornamented with paintings of fat little Dutch shep¬ 


herds and shepherdesses, tending pigs—with boats 
sailing in the air, and houses built in the clouds, and 
sundry other ingenious Dutch fantasies. The beaux 
distinguished themselves by their adroitness in re¬ 
plenishing this pot from a huge copper tea-kettle, 
which would have made the pigmy macaronies of 
these degenerate days sweat merely to look at it. To 
sweeten the beverage, a lump of sugar was laid beside 
each cup, and the company alternately nibbled and 
sipped with great decorum, until an improvement 
was introduced by a shrowd and economic old lady/ 
which was, to suspend a large lump directly over the 
tea-table by a string from the ceiling, so that it could 
be swung from mouth to mouth—an ingenious expe¬ 
dient, which is still kept up by some families in Al¬ 
bany, but which prevails, without exception, in Com- 
munipaw, Bergen, Flat-Bush, und all our uncontami¬ 
nated Dutch villages. « 

At these primitive tea-parties the utnuVst propriety 
and dignity of deportment prevailed. flirting nor 
coquetting—no gambling of old ladies, nor hoyden 
chattering and romping of young ones—no self-satis¬ 
fied struttings of wealthy gentlemen with their brains 
in their pockets; nor amusing* conceits and monkey 
divertisements of smart young gentlemen with no 
brpins at all. On the contrary, the young ladies 
seated themselves demurely in their ruslf-bottomed 
chairs, and knit their own woollen stockings; nor 
ever opened their lips, excepting to say yah Mynhrtr 
or yah ya Ynnun to anv question that was asked 
them ; behaving in all things like decent well-edu¬ 
cated damsels. As to the gentlemen, each of them 
tranquilly smoked his pipe, and seemed lost in con¬ 
templation of the blue and white tiles with which the 
fireplaces were decorated ; wherein sundry passages 
of Scripture were piously portrayed : T'obit and his 
dog figured to great advantage; Hainan swung con¬ 
spicuously on his gibbet ; and donah appeared most 
manfully bouncing out of the whale, like Harlequin 
through a barrel of fire. 

The parties broke up without noise and without 
confusion. They were carried home by their own 
carriages—that is to say, by the vehicles nature had 
provided them, excepting such of the wealthy as could 
afford to keep a wagon. The gentlemen gallantly \ 
attended their fair ones to their respective abodes, 
and took leave of them with a hearty smack at the 
door; which, as it was an established piece of etiquette, 
done in perfect siimdicif / and honesty of heurt, 
occasioned no scandal at that time, nor should it at 
the present—if our great-grandfathers approved of the 
custom, it w'ould argue a great want of reverence in 
their descendants to say a word against it. 

[A Rainy Sunday in an Inn.] 

[From* Braccbridge Hall.’] 

It was a rainy Sunday in the gloomy month of 
November. I had been detained in the course of a 
journey by a slight indisposition, from which 1 was 
recovering; but 1 was still feverish, and was obliged 
to keep w ithin doors all day, in an inn of the small 
town of Derby. A wet Sunday in a country inn ! 
whoever has had the luck to experience one, can alone 
judge of my situation. The rain pattered against tho 
casements, the bells tolled for church with a melan¬ 
choly sound. I went to the windows in truest of 
something to amuse the eye, but it seemed as if 1 had 
been placed completely out of the reach of all amuse¬ 
ment. The windows of my bed-room looked out among 
tiled roofs and stacks of chimneys, while those of my 
sitting-room commanded a full view of the stable-yard. 

I know of nothing more calculated to make a man 
sick of this world than a stable-yard on a rainy day. 
The place was littered with wet straw that baa been 
kicked about by travellers and stable-boys. In one 
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comer was a stagnant pool of water surrounding an 
island of muck ; there were several half-drowned fowls 
crowded together under a cart, among which wan a 
miserable crest-fallen cock, drenched out of all life 
and spirit, his drooping tail matted, as it were, into 
a single feather, along which the water trickled from 
his back ; near the cart was a half-dozing cow chew¬ 
ing the cud, and standing patiently to be rained on, 
with wreaths of vapour rising from her reeking hide ; 
a wall-eyed horse, tired of the loneliness of the stable, 
•was poking his spectral head out of a window, with 
the rain dripping on it from the eaves ; an unhappy 
cur, chained to a dog-house hard by, uttered some¬ 
thing every now and then between a bark and a yelp ; 
a drab of a kitchen wench tramped backwards and 
forwards through the yard in pattens, looking as sulky 
os the weather itself; everything, in short, was com¬ 
fortless and forlorn, excepting a crew of hard-drink¬ 
ing ducks, assembled like boon companions round a 
puddle, and making a riotous noise over their liquor. 

L sauntered tthe window, ami mood gazing at the 
people picking their way to church, with petticoats 
hoisted mid-leg high, and dripping umbrellas. The 
bells ceased to toll, aul the streets became silent. I 
then amused myself with watching tb< daughters of 
a tradesman opposite, who, being confined to the 
house for mar of wetting their Sunday finery, played 
off their charms at the front windows, t>» fascinate the 
chance tenants of the inn. They at length were sum¬ 
moned away by a vigilant vinegar-faced mother, and 
i had nothing further from without to umnse me. 

The day continued lowering and gloomy ; the 
slovenly, ragged, spongy clouds drifted hem ily along ; 
there was no variety even in tin? rain ; it was out* 
dull, continued, monotonous patter, patter, patter, 
excepting that now and then 1 was enlivened by 
the idea of a brisk shower, from the rattling of the 
drops upon a passing umbrella. It was quite re¬ 
freshing (if I may he allowed a hackneyed phrase j 
of the day) when in the* course of the morning a ! 
horn blow, and a stage-coach whirled through the , 
street, w’ith outside passengers stuck all over it, : 
cowering under cotton umbrellas, and seethed toge- > 
ther, and reeking with the steams of wet box-coats I 
and upper Benjamins. The sound brought out j 
from their lurking-places a crew of vagabond boys 
and vagabond dogs, and the carroty-headed hostler, j 
and that nondescript animal yclept Boots, and all ; 
the other vagabond race tlu< iqfe.*>t the purlieus of an 
inn; but the hustle was transient; the coach again ' 
whirled on its wav ; and boy and dog, and hostler 
and Boot*, all slunk back again to their holes ; the 
street again became silent, and the rain continued 
to rain on. 

The evening gradually wore away. The travellers 
read the papers two or three tinges over. Some drew 
round the tire, and told long stories about their 
horses, about their adventures, their overturns, and 
breakings-down. They discussed the credits of diffe¬ 
rent merchants and different inns, and the two wags 
told several choice anecdotes of pretty chambermaids 
and kind landladies. All this passed as they were 
quietly taking what they called their nightcaps ; that 
is to say, strong glasses of brandy and water or 
sugar, or some other mixture of the kind ; after which 
they one after another rang for Boots and the cham¬ 
bermaid, and walked otF to bed in old shoes cut down 
into marvellously uncomfortable slippers. There was 
only one man left—a short-legged, long-bodied, ple¬ 
thoric fellow, with a very large, sandy head. He sat 
by himself with a glass of port wine negus and a 
spoon, sipping and stirring, and meditating and sip¬ 
ping, until nothing was left but the spoon. Ho gra¬ 
dually fell asleep bolt upright in his chair, with the 
empty glass standing before him; and the candle 
seemed to fall asleep too, for the wick grew long and 


black, and cabbaged at the end, and dimmed the 
little light that remained in the chamber. The gloom 
that now prevailed was contagious. Around hung the 
shapeless and almost spectral box-coats of departed 
travellers, long since buried in deep sleep. I only 
heard the ticking of the clock, with the deep-drawn 
breathings of the sleeping toper, and the drippings of 
the rain—drop, drop, drop—from the eaves of the 
house. 


JOHN GIBSON LOCKHART. 

John Gibson Lockhart, the biographer of his 
illustrious father-in-law, Sir Walter Scott, and edi or 
of the* Quarterly Review, is author of four novels— 
I'alerius, a Homan Story , three volumes, 1821; Adam 
Jilair , one volume, 1822; Hcyinald Dalton , three 
volumes, 1S23; and Matthew Wald , one volume, 

182 4. 

The first of Mr Lockhart's productions is the 
best. It is a tale of the times of 'Trajan, when that 
emperor, disregarding the example of his predecessor 
Nerva, persecuted the small Christian community 
which had found shelter in the bosom of the Eternal 
City, and were calmly pursuing their pure worship 
and peaceful lives. As the blood of the martyr is 
the seed of the church, the Christians were extend¬ 
ing their numbers, though condemned to meet in 
eaves and sepulchres, and forced to renounce the 
honours and ambition of the world. The hero of the 
tale visits Rome for the first time at this interesting 
period. He is the son of a Roman commander, who 
, had settled in Britain, and is summoned to Rome 
i after the death of his parents to take possession of 
! an estate to which, as the heir of the Vaierii, he had 
| become entitled. His kinsman Licinius, an eminent 
lawyer, receives him with affection, and introduces 
him to his friends and acquaintances. We are thus 
presented with sketches of the domestic society of 
the Romans, with pictures of the Forum, the baths, 
temples, and other marvels of Rome, which are 
briefly, but distinctly ami picturesquely delineated. 
At the villa of Cnpito. an Epicurean philosopher,* 
Valerius meets with the two fair nieces of his host, 
Seinpronia and Athanasia. The la f tgr is the heroine 
of the tale—a pure intellectual creation, in which we 
see united the Roman grace and feminine sweetness 
of the patrician lady, with the high-souled fortitude 
and elevation of the Christian. Athanasia has em¬ 
braced the new faith, and is in close communion 
with its professors. Her charms overcome Valerius, 
who soon obtains possession of her secret,; and after 
various adventures, in which he succours the perse¬ 
cuted maiden, and aids in her wonderful escape, he ( 
is at length admitted by baptism into the fellowship 1 
of the Christians, and emburks wit’^-A tbanasia for ; 
Britain. The materials of such a stor, are r>ces- 
sarily romantic and impressive. The taste and 
splendour of ancient Rome present a fertile field for 
the imagination, and the transition from these to 
the sufferings, the devotion, and dangers of the 
early Christians, calls up a different and not less 
striking train of feelings and associations. In his 
serious and pathetic scenes the author is most suc¬ 
cessful. In the low humour of his attendants, the 
vulgar display of the rich widow, and the servile 
pedantry of the stoic tutor, there appear to us many 
sins against good taste. Some of the satirical touches 
and phrases are also at variance with the purity and 
elegance of the general strain of the story, and with 
the consummate art with which the author lias 
wrought up his situations of a tragic and lofty na¬ 
ture, where we are borne along by a deep and steady 
feeling of refined pleasure, interest, and admiration. 
One of the most striking scenes in the novel is a 
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grand display at the Flavian amphitheatre, given by 
thd emperor on the anniversary of the day on which 
he was adopted by Nerva. On this occasion a Chris¬ 
tian prisoner is brought forward, either to renounco 
his faith in the face of the assembly, or to die in the 
arena. Eighty thousand persons were there met, 
‘ from the lordly senators on their silken couches, 
along the parapet of the arena, up to the impene¬ 
trable mass of plebeian beads which skirted the 
horizop, above the topmost wall of the amphitheatre 
itself/ The scene concludes with the execution of 
the Christian. In another scene there is great classic 
grace, united wth delicacy of feeling. It describes 
Athanasia in prison, and visited there by Valerius 
through the connivance of Silo, the jailer, who be¬ 
longs to the Christian party :— 

I had hurried along the darkening streets, and up 
the ascent of the Capitoline, scarce listening to the 
story of the Cretan. On reaching the summit, we 
found the courts about the temple of Jupiter already 
occupied by detachments of foot. I hastened to the 
Mammertine, and before the postern opened to admit 
us, the Praetorian squadron had drawn up at the great 

f ate. Sabinus beckoned me to him. ‘ Cuius,’ said 
e, stooping on his horse, * would to Heaven I had been 
spared this duty! Cotilius comes forth this moment, 
and then we go back to the Palatine; and 1 fear—l 
fear we are to guard thither your Athanasia. If you 
wish to enter the prison, quicken your steps.’ 

We had scarcely entered the inner-court ere Sabinus 
also, and about a score of his Praetorians, rode into it. 
Silo and Boto were standing together, and both had 
already hastened towards me ; but the jailer, seeing the 
centurion, was constrained to part from me with one 
hurried word :— f Pity me, for I also am most wretched. 
But you know the way; here, take this key, hasten to 
my dear lady, and tell her what commands’have come.’ 

Alas! said I to myself, of what tidings am I doomed 
ever to be the messenger! but she was alone ; and how 
could I shrink from any pain that might perhaps alle¬ 
viate hers ? I took the key, glided along the corri¬ 
dors, and stood once more at the door of the chamber 
in which I had parted from Athanasia. No voice 
answered to my knock ; I repeated it three times, and 
then, agitated tfTtn indistinct apprehension, hesitated 
no longer to open it. No lamp was burning within 
the chamber, but from without there entered a waver¬ 
ing glare of deep saffron-colcured light, which showed 
me Athanasia extended on her couch. Its ominous 
and troubled hue had no power to mar the image of 
her sleeping tranquillity. I hung over her for a mo¬ 
ment, and was about to disturb that slumber—per¬ 
haps the last slumber of peace and innocence—when 
the chamber walls were visited w ith a yet deeper glare. 

‘ Cams/ she whispered, as I stepped from beside the 
couch, * wh^#W' you leave me? Stay, Valerius.* I 
loolfed back, but her eyelids were still closed; the 
same calm smile was upon her dreaming lips. The 
light streamed redder and more red. All in an in¬ 
stant became as quiet without as within. I approached 
the window, and saw Cotilius standing in the midst 
of the court, Sabinus and Silo near him; the horse¬ 
men drawn up on either side, and a soldier close be¬ 
hind resting upon an unsheathed sword. I saw the 
keen blue eye as fierce as ever. I saw that the blood 
was still fervid m his cheeks; for the complexion of 
this man was of the same bold and florid brightness, so 
uncommon in Italy, which you have seen represented in 
the pictures of Sylla ; and even the blaze of the torches 
seemed to strive in vain to heighten its natural scarlet. 
The soldier had lifted his sword, and my eye was fixed 
as by fascination, when suddenly a deep voice was 
heard amidst the deadly silence— ‘ Cotilius !—look ud 
Cotilius I* F * 

Aurelius, the Christian priest, standing at an open 


window not far distant from that at which 1 was 
placed, stretched forth his fettered hand as he 
spake :—‘ Cotilius! I charge thee, look upon the hand 
from which the blessed water of baptism was cast 
upon thy head. 1 charge thee, look upon me, and 
say, ere yet the blow be given, upon what hope thy 
thoughts are fixed! Is this sword bared against the 
rebel of Cirsar, or a martyr of Jesus '! I charge thee, 
speak ; and for thy soul’s sake speak truly.* 

A bitter motion of derision passed over his lips, 
ami he nodded, as if impatiently, to the Preetoriaira* 
Instinctively 1 turned me from the spectacle, and my 
eye rested again upon the couch of Athanasia—but not 
upon the vision of her tranquillity. The clap with 
which the corpse fell upon the stones had perhaps 
reached the sleeping ear, and we know with what 
swiftness thoughts chase thoughts in the wilderness of 
dreams. So it was that she started at, the very mo¬ 
ment when the blow was given ; and she whispered— 
for it was still but a deep whisper—‘ Spy re me, Trajan, 
Ctvsar, Prince—have pity on my yoyth—strengthen, 
strengthen me, good Lord! Fie ! fie ! we must not lie 
to save life. Felix—Valerius— come dose to me Cuius 
— Fie ! let us remember we* are Homans—’Tis the 
trumpet-* 

The Praetorian trumpet sounded the march in the 
court below, and Athanasia, starting frorti her sleep, 
gazed wildly around the reddened chamber. The 
blast of the trumpet was indeed in her ear—ami Va¬ 
lerius hung over her ; but after a lm uncut the cloud 
of the broken dream pushed away, and the maiden 
smiled as she extended her hand to me from the 
couch, and began to gather up the ringlets that floated 
all down upon her shoulder. She blushed and smiled 
mournfully, and asked me hastily whence I came, 
and for what purpose 1 had come ; but before I could 
answer, the glare that was yet in the chamber seemed 
anew to he perplexing her, and she gazed from me to 
the red walls, and from them to me again ; and then 
once more the trumpet was blown, and Athanasia 
sprung from her couch, i know not in what terms I 
was essaying to tell her what was the truth ; but I 
know, that ere I had said many words, she discovered 
my meaning. For a moment she looked deadly pale, 
in spite ot all the glare of the torch beam* ; but she 
recovered herself, and said in a voice that sounded 
almost as it it came from a light heart—‘ But, Cuius, 

I must not go to Cie-ar without having at least a gar¬ 
land on my head. Stay« J »ere, Valerius, and I shall 
be ready anon’-quite ready.* 

It seemed to me a- if she were less hasty than she 
had promised ; vet many minutes elapsed not ere she 
returned. She plucked a blossom from her hair as 
she drew near t<> me, and said, ‘Take it: you must 
not refuse one token more; this also is a sacred gift. 
Caius, you must learn never to look upon it without 
kissing these red streaks—these blessed streaks of the 
Christian flower.’ 

1 took the flower from her hand and pressed it to 
my lips, and I remembered that the very first day 1 
saw' Athanasia she had plucked such a one when 
apart from all the rest in the gardens of Capito. 1 
A old her what 1 remembered, and it seemed an if the 
it tic circumstance had called up all the image of 
peaceful days, for once more sorrowfulness gathered 
upon her countenance. If the tear woe ready, how¬ 
ever, it was not permitted to drop; and Athanasia re¬ 
sumed again to her flower. 

* Do you think there are any of them in Britain f* 
said she; i or do you think that they would grow 
here? You must go to my dear uncle, and he will 
not deny you when you tell him that it is for my 
sake he is to give you some of hi*. They cull it the 
passion-flower—*ti* an emblem of in awful thing. 
Caius, these purple streaks are like trick Ling drop*; 
and here, look ye, they are nil round the dower. Is 
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it not very like a bloody crown upon a pale brow ? I 
will take one of them in my hand, too, Caius; and 
methinks I shall not disgrace myself when I look 
upon it, even though Trajan should be frowning upon 
me.’ 

I had not the heart to interrupt her; Iflit heard 
silently all she said, and I thought she said the words 
quickly and eagerly, as if she feared to be interrupted. 

The old priest came into the chamber while she was 
yet speaking so, and said very composedly, ‘ Cornc, 
my dear child, our friend has sent again for us, and 
the soldiers have been waiting already some space, 
who arc to convey us to the Palatine. Come, children, 
we must part lor a moment—perhaps it may he but 
for a moment—and Valerius may remain here till we 
return to him. Here, at least, dear Caius, you shall 
hare the earliest tidings and the surest.* 

The good, man took Athanasia by the hand, and 
she, smiling now at length more serenely than ever, 
said only, * lyirewell then, Caius, fora little moment V 
And so, drawing her veil over lift* face, she passed 
away from before me, giving, I think, moie support to 
the ancient Aurelius than in her turn she received 
from him. I began «to follow them, but the priest 
waved liis hand as if to forbid me. The door closed 
after them, and I was alone. 

* Adanf Blair? or, as the title runs, Some Passages 
in the Life of Mr Attain Jlhih\ Minister of the (rosjict 
nt Cross- Makh , is a narrative of the fall of a Scottish 
minister from tin* purity and dignity of the pastoral 
character, and his restoration, after a season of deep 
iwnitenee and contrition, to the duties of his sacred 
profession, in the same place which had formerly 
witnessed his worth and usefulness. The unpleasant 
nature of the story, and a certain tone of exaggera¬ 
tion and sentimentalism in parts of it, render the 
perusal of the work somewhat painful and disagree¬ 
able, and oven of doubtful morality. But 1 Adam 
Blair’ is powerfully written, with an accurate con¬ 
ception of Scottish feeling and character, and pas¬ 
sages of description equal to any in the author's other 
works. The tender-hearted enthusiastic minister of 
Oross-Meikle is hurried on to his downfall ‘by fate 
and metaphysical aid,’ and never appears in the 
light of ft guilty person; while his faithful elder, John 
Maxwell, and his kind friends at Semplehaugh, are 
just and honourable representatives of the good old 
Scotch rural classes. 

‘Reginald Dalton* is^hc #nost extended of Mr 
Lockharts fictions, and gives us more of the * gene¬ 
ral form and pressure* of humankind and society 
than his two previous works. The scene is laid in 
England, and we have a full account of college life in 
Oxford, where Reginald, the hero, is educated, and 
where he learns to imbibe port, if not prejudice. The 
dissipation and extravagance the son almost ruin 
his father, an English clergyman; and some scenes 
of distress and suffering consequent on this miscon¬ 
duct are related with true and manly feeling. Regi¬ 
nald joins in tho rows and quarrels of the gownsmen 
(which arc described at considerable length, and with 
apparently complete knowledge of similar sceues), 
but he has virtue enough left to fall in love; and 
the scene where he declares his passion to the fair 
Helen Hesketh is one of the most interesting and 
beautiful in the book. A duel, an elopement, the 
subtlety and craft of lawyers, and the final succes¬ 
sion of Reginald to the patrimony of his ancestors, 
supply the usual excitement for novel readers; but 
much of this machinery is clumsily managed, and 
the value of the book consists in its pictures of Eng¬ 
lish modern manners, and in its clear and manly 
tone of thought and style. The following is a de¬ 
scription of an ancient English mansion : — 

They halted to bait their horses at a little village 


on the main coast of the Palatinate, and then pur¬ 
sued their course leisurely through a rich and level 
country, until thb groves of Grypherwast received 
them amidst all the breathless splendour of a noble 
sunset. It would be difficult to express the emotions 
with which young Reginald regarded, for the first 
time, the ancient demesne of his race. The scene was 
one which a stranger, of years and experience very 
superior to his, might have been pardoned for con¬ 
templating with some enthusiasm ; but to him the 
first glimpse of the venerable front, embosomed amidst 
its 

* Old contemporary tree^' 

was the more than realisation of cherished dre: ;ns. 
Involuntarily he drew in his rein, ami the whole party 
its involuntarily following the motion, they approached 
the gateway together at the slowest pace. 

The gateway is almost in the heart of the village, 
for the hall of Grypherwast had been reared long 
before English gentlemen conceived it to be a point 
of dignity to have no humble roofs near their own. 
A beautiful stream runs hard by, and the hamlet is 
almost within the arms of the princely forest, whose 
ancient oaks, and beeches, and gigantic pine-trees 
darken and ennoble the aspect of the whole surround¬ 
ing region. The peasantry, who watch the flocks and 
herds in those deep and grassy glades, the fishermen, 
who draw their subsistence from the clear waters of 
the river, and the woodmen, whose axes resound all 
day long mining the inexhaustible thickets, are the 
.sole inhabitants of the simple place. Over their cot¬ 
tages the hall of Grypherwast has predominated for 
many lone centuries, a true old northern manor- 
house, not devoid of a certain magnificence in its 
general aspect, though making slender pretensions 
to anything like elegance in its details. The central 
tower, square, massy, rude, and almost destitute of 
windows, recalls the knightly and troubled period of 
the old Border wars; while the overshadowing roofs, 
carved balconies, and multifarious chimneys scattered 
over the rest of the building, attest the successive in¬ 
fluence of many more or less tasteful generations. 
Excepting in the original baronial tower, the upper 
parts of the house are all formed of oak, but this with 
such an air of strength and soljjijity as might well 
shame many modem structures raised of better mate¬ 
rials. Nothing could he more perfectly in harmony 
with the whole character of the place than the 
autumnal brownness of the stately trees around. 
The same descending rays were tinging with rich 
lustre the outlines of their bare trunks, and the pro¬ 
jecting edges of the old-fashioned bay-windows which 
they sheltered ; and some rooks of very old family 
wore cawing overhead almost in the midst of the 
hospitable smoke-wreaths. Within a couple of yards 
from the door of the house an eminently respectable- 
looking old man, in a powdered Wig end verj rich 
livery of blue and scarlet, was sitting on a garden 
chair with a pipe in his mouth, and a cool tankard 
within his reach upon the ground. 

The tale of Matthew Wald is related in the first 
person, and the hero experiences a great variety of 
fortune. He is not of the amiable or romantic 
school, and seems to have been adopted (in the man¬ 
ner of Godwin) merely as a medium for portraying 
strong passions and situations in life. The story of 
Matthew’s first love, and some of the episodical nar¬ 
ratives of the work, are interesting and ably written. 
There is also much worldly shrewdness and observa¬ 
tion evinced in the delineation of some of the scenes 
and characters; but on the whole, it is the poorest 
of Mr Lockhart’s novels. The awkward improbable 
manner in which the events are brought about, and 
the carelessness and inelegance of the language in 
many places, are remarkable in a writer ox critical 
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habits and high attainments as a scholar. Mr 
Lockhart, we suspect, like Sheridan, requires timi 
and patient revision to bring out fully his concep 
tions, and nevertheless is often tempted or impelled 
to hurry to a close. 

Mr Lockhart is a native of the city of Glasgow 
son of the late ltev. John Lockhart, minister of tin 
College Church. He was educated at the university 
of his native city, and, in consequence of his supe 
riority in his classes, was selected as one of the tw< 
students whom Glasgow college sends annually t 
Oxford, in virtue of an endowment named ‘Snell’: 
Foundation.’ Having taken his degree, Mr Lock¬ 
hart repaired to Edinburgh, and applied himself t 
the study of the law. lie entered at the liar, bu 
was quickly induced to devote himself chiefly t 
literature. Besides the works we have mentioned. 
Mr Lockhart was a regular contributor to Black 
wood’s Magazine, and imparted to that work 
large portion of the spirit, originality, and deter¬ 
mined political character which it lias long main 
tained. In 1820 he was married to Sophia, the eld 
est daughter of Sir Walter Scott, a lady who pos 
' sessed much of the conversational talent, the unaf¬ 
fected good humour, and liveliness of her father. 
Mrs Lockhart died on the 17th of May 1837, in Lon¬ 
don, whither Mr Lockhart had gone in 1825 to re¬ 
side as successor to Mr Giftbrd in the editorship of 
the Quarterly Review. 

PROFESSOR WILSON. 

Professor Wilson carried the peculiar feature? 
and characteristics of his poetry into his prose com¬ 
positions. The same amiable gentleness, tenderness, 
love of nature, pictures of solitary life, humble afleo 
tions, and pious hopes, expressed in an elaborate hut 
rich structure of language, which fixed upon the 
author of the Isle of Palms the title of a Lake Poet, 
may be seen in all his tales. The first of these ap¬ 
peared in 1822, under the name of Lights and Shadows 
of Scottish Life; a Selection from the Papers <f the 
iatciArthur Austin. This volume consists of tv enty- 
four short tales, three of which (The Elder’s Fune¬ 
ral, The Snow-S tor m, and The Forgers) had pre¬ 
viously been published in Blackwood’s Magazine. 
Most of them are tender and pathetic, and relate to 
Scottish rural and pastoral life. The innocence, 
simplicity, and strict piety of ancient manners are 
described as still lingering in our vales; but, with a 
fine spirit of homely truth and antique Scriptural 
phraseology, the author’s scenes and characters are 
too Arcadian to be real. His second work, The. 
Trials of Margaret Lyndsay (one volume, 1823), is 
more regular in construction and varied in incident. 
The heroine is a jnaiden in humble life, whose father 
imbibes the opinions of Paine, and is imprisoned 
on a charge of sedition, but afterwards released. lie 
becomes irreligious and profane as well as dis¬ 
affected, and elopes with the mistress of a brother 
reformer. The gradual ruin and deepening dis¬ 
tress of this man’s innocent family arc related with 
much pathos. Margaret, the eldest daughter, endea¬ 
vours to maintain the family by keeping a school; 
one of her brothers goeB to sea, and Margaret 
forms an attachment to a sailor, the shipmate of her 
brother, who is afterwards drowned by the upset¬ 
ting of a boat in the Firth of Forth. Sorrows and 
disasters continually accumulate on the amiable 
heroine. Her fortitude is put to a series of severe 
trials, and though it is impossible to resist the. 
mournful interest of the stoiy, we feel that the 
author has drawn too largely on the sympathies of 
his readers, and represented the path of virtuous 
duty in far too melancholy and oppressive a light. 


The successive bereavements and afflictions of Mar¬ 
garet Lyndsay are little relieved by episode or 
dialogue; they proceed in unvaried measure, with 
no bright allurements of imagination to reconcile us 
to the scenes of suffering that are so forcibly de¬ 
picted. Gn many parts of the tale w r e arc reminded 
of the affecting pictures of Crubbe—so true to 
human nature, so heart-rending in their reality and 
their grief. Of this kind is the description of the 
removal of the Lyndsays from their rural dwelling 
to one of the close lanes of the city, which is as \ 
natural and as truly pathetic as any scene in 
modern fiction;— 

The twenty-fourth day of November came at last— 
a dim, dull, dreary, and obscure day, fit for parting 
everlastingly from a place or person tenderly beloved. 
There was no sun, no wind, no sound, in the misty 
and miechoing air. A deadlier layover the w f et 
earth, anil there was no visible heaven. Their goods 
and chattels we rev, few ; but many little delays ue- j 
eurred, some accidental, and more in 'the unwilling- ! 
ness of their hearts to take a final farewell. A neigh¬ 
bour had lent his cart for the lifting, and it was now j 
standing loaded at the door ready to move away. The 
lire, which had been kindled in the morning with a few 1 
borrowed peats, was now out, the shunters closed, the - 
door was locked, and the key put into the hand of the ' 
person sent to receive it. And now there was nothing j 
mule to he said or done, and the impatient horse 
started briskly away from Brnchend. The blind girl 
and poor Marion were sitting in the cart—Margaret 
and her mother were on foot. Esther had two or 
three small flower-pots in her lap, for in her blindness 
he loved the sweet fragrance and the felt forms and 
magi ned beauty of flowers; and the innocent curried 
«.way her tame pigeon in her boom, du-t as Mur 
garet lingered on the threshold, the Rohm Redbreast, 
that had been their hoarder for several winters, 
hopped upon the stone seat at the side of the door, 
and turned up its merry eyes to her face. * There,' 
•aid .die, ‘is your last crumb from us, sweet Robv, 
there is a God who takes cure o’ us a’.* The 
widow had by this time shut down the lid of her 
memory, and b ft all the hoard of her thoughts and 
feelings, joyful or despairing, buried in darkness. 
The assembled group of neighbours, mostly mothers, 
with their children in their arms, had given the ‘tiod 
bless you, Alice, God blesj^you, Margaret, and the 
ave,’ ami begun to disjk-rse ; each turning to her own 
•ares and anxieties, in which, before night, the Lynd- 
uiys would either be forgotten, or thought on with 
hat unpainful sympathy which is all the poor can 
•fiord or expect, but which, as in this case, often 
ields the fairest fruits of charity and love. 

A cold sleety rain accompanied the cart and the 
>ot travellers all the 4 way to the city. Short as the 
Instance was, they met with several* other flittings, 
lome seemingly cheerful, and from good to better - 
ithers with wo-begnne faces, going like themselves 
iown the path of poverty on a journey from which 
hey were to rest at night in a bare and hungry 
touse. * * 

I he cart stopped at the foot of a lane too narrow 
admit the wheels, and also too steep for a laden 
orse. I wo or three of their new neighbours—per- 
ons in the very humblest condition, coarsely and 
legligently dressed, but seemingly kind and decent 
people came out from their houses at the stopping of 
•he cart-wheels, and one of them said, • Ay, ay, here’s 
-he flitting, I’se warrant, fine Bruehcad. Is that you, 
Mrs Lyndsay ? Hech, sera, but you’ve gotten a nasty 
■auld wet day for coming into Auld Reekie, as you 
untra folks ca* Embro. liae ye had ony tidings, say 
ve, o your gu deman since he gaed aif wi f that lim- 
mer! Dool be wi’ her and a’ sic like.’ Alice replied 
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kindly to such questioning, for she knew it was not 
meant unkindly. The cart was soon unladen, and 
the furniture put into the empty room. A cheerful 
fire was blazing, and the animated and interested 
faces of the honest folks who crowded into it, on a 
slight acquaintance, unceremoniously and curiously, 
but without rudeness, gave a cheerful welcome to the 
new dwelling. In a quarter of an hour the beds were 
laid down—the room decently arranged—one and all 
of the neighbours said, "(Jude night/ ami the door was 
closed upon the Lyudsays in their new dwelling. 

* They blessed and ate their bread in peace. The 
Hiblc was then opened, ami Margaret read a chapter. 
There was frequent and loud noise in the lane of pass¬ 
ing merriment or anger, but thn little congregation 
worshipped Clod in a hymn, Father's sweet voice lead¬ 
ing the sacred melody, and they knelt together in 
prayer. It has been beautifully said by one whose 
works are m>t*nnknown in the* dwellings of the poor— 

Tired Nature’s sweet restorer, balmy sleep ! 

lie, like thcmvorld, bis ready visit pa vs 

Where fortunt smiles; the wretched Tu* forsake* ; 

Bwift on his downy pinions flies from wo. 

And lights on lids unsullied with a tear. 

Not so did sleep thi? night forsake the wretched. 
He came like moonlight into the house of the widow 
ami the i.g^herh^js, ami, under the shadow of 
wings, their soul.-, lay in oblivion of all trouble, or 
perhaps solaced even with delightful dreams. 

In D2 1 Mr Wilson published another but. in¬ 
ferior storv. 77/e Forest rs. It certainly is a singu¬ 
lar ami interesting feature in the genius of an 
author known as an active man of the world, who 
has spent most of his time in the higher social circles 
of his native country and in England, ami whose 
scholastic and political tastes would seem to point 
to a different result, that, instead of portraying 
the manners with which he is familiar -'instead of 
indulging in witty dialogue or humorous illustra¬ 
tion, he should have selected homely Scottish sub- i 
jects for his works of fiction, and appeared never so 
happy or so enthusiastic ns when expatiating on the I 
joys and sorrows of his humble countrymen in the : 
sequestered and unambitious walks of life. 

Various other novels issued about this time from 
tin* Edinburgh press. Mas Johnstone published 
anonymously ('(an Alb if n (1815), a tale written 
before the apjK*aranee of Waverley, and approach¬ 
ing that work in the ronflfhticd^low which it casts 
over Highland character and scenery. Mrs Grant 
of Laggan (a highly competent authority) has borne 
testimony to the correctness of the Highland descrip¬ 
tions in * (.’lun Alhyn.’ A second novel, Elizabeth 
de llruee , was published by Mrs Johnstone iu 1827, 
containing happy sketches of familiar Scottish life. 
'Phis lady is also authoress of eutne interesting tales 
for children. The Diversion'' of Ho!lyeot y The Alights 
of the Round Table , Ac. and is also an extensive con¬ 
tributor to the periodical literature of the day. Her 
style is easy and elegant, and her writings are marked 
by good sense and a richly cultivated mind. 

Sir Thomas Dick Lather, Hart., has written 
two novels connected with Scottish life and history, 
Lochandhu, 1825, and The Wolf of Dadcmxth, 1827. 
In 1830 Sir Thomas wrote an interesting account of 
the Great Floods in Morayshire, which happened in 
the autumn of 1829. He was then a resident among 
the romantic scenes of this unexampled inundation, 
and has described its effects with great picturesque¬ 
ness and beauty, and with many homely and pathetic 
episodes relative to the suffering people. Sir Thomas 
has also published a series of Highland Rambles , much 
inferior to his early novels, though abounding, like 
them, in striking descriptions of natural scenery. 


He has edited Gilpin's Forest Scenery, and Sir 
Uvedale Price’s Essays on the Picturesque, adding 
much new matter to each; and he was commissioned 
to write a memorial of her Majesty Queen Victoria’s 
visit to Scotland in 1842. A complete knowledge 
of his native country, its scenery, people, history, 
and antiquities—a talent for picturesque delineation 
—and a taste for architecture, landscape-gardening, 
and its attendant rural and elegant pursuits, distin¬ 
guish this author. 

The Youth and Manhood of Cyril Thomtot ^ 1827, 
was hailed as one of the most vigorous and interest¬ 
ing fictions of the day. It contained sketches of 
college life, military campaigns, and other bustling 
scenes and adventures strongly impressed with tn h 
and reality. Some of the foreign scenes in this work 
are very vividly drawn. It was the production of 
the late Tiiomah Hamilton, Esq., who visited Ame¬ 
rica, and wrote a lively ingenious work on the 
new world, entitled Men and Manners in America , 
1833. Mr Hamilton was one of the many travellers 
who disliked the peculiar customs, the democratic 
government, and social habits of the Americans; and 
he spoke his mind freely, but apparently in a spirit 
of truth and candour. 

In 1828 a good imitation of the style of Galt was 
published by Mr Moir of Musselburgh, under the 
title of The Life of M>.nsie Waugh , Tailor in Dalkeith, 
Parts of this amusing autobiography had previously 
appeared in Blackwood's Magazine, and it was much 
relished for its quaint simplicity, shrewdness, and 
exhibition of genuine Scottish character. 

Among the other writers of fiction who at this 
time published anonymously in Edinburgh was an 
English divine. Dr James Hook (1771-1828), the 
only brother of Theodore Hook, ami who was dean 
of Worcester and archdeacon of Huntingdon. To 
indulge his native wit and humour, and perhaps to 
spread those loyal Tory principles which, like liis 
brother, he carried to their utmost extent. Dr Hook 
wrote two novels. Pen Owcn y 1822, and Perry Mal¬ 
lory, 1823. They are clever irregular works, touch¬ 
ing on modem events and living characters, and dis¬ 
cussing various political questions which then engaged 
attention. 4 Pen Owen’ is the superior novel, and 
contains some good humour an<V°atire on Welsh 
genealogy and antiquities. l)r Hook wrote several 
political pamphlets, sermons, and charges. 

Andrew Ticken was born at Paisley in the year 
1788. He was the son of a manufacturer, and brought 
up to a mercantile life. He was engaged in business 
for some time in the West Indies, afterwards in a 
bank in Ireland, in Glasgow, and in Liverpool. At 
the latter place he established himself as a book¬ 
seller, but was unsuccessful, chiefly through some 
speculations entered into at that feverish period, 
which reached its ultimatum in th? panic of 1826. 
Mr Picken then went to London to pursue literature 
as a profession. While resident in Glasgow, he 
published his first work, Tales and Sketches of the 
1 1 est of Scotland , which gave offence by some satiri¬ 
cal portraits, but was generally esteemed for its local 
fidelity and natural painting. His novel of The 
Sectarian ; or the Church and the Meeting-House, three 
volumes, 1829, displayed more vigorous and concen¬ 
trated powers; but the subject was unhappy, and 
the pictures which the author drew of the dissenters, 
representing them as selfish, hypocritical, and sor¬ 
did, irritated a great body of the public. Next year 
Mr Picken made a more successful appearance. The 
Dominie's Legacy , three volumes, was warmly wel¬ 
comed by novel readers, and a second edition was 
called for by the end of the year. This work con¬ 
sists of a number of Scottish stories (like Mr Carle- 
ton’s Irish Tales), some humorous and some pathe- 
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tic. Minister Tam and Mary Ogilvy approach near 
to the happiest efforts of Galt. The characters and 
inddents are alike natural and striking. The same 
year our author conciliated the evangelical dissenters 
by an interesting religious compilation —Travels and 
Researches of Eminent English Missionaries; includ¬ 
ing a Historical Sketch of the Progress and Present 
State of the Principal Protestant Missions of late Years. 
In 1831 MrPicken issued The Club-Book , a collec¬ 
tion of original tales by different authors. Mr Janies, 
Tyrone Power, Galt, Mr Moir, James Hogg, Mr 
Jerdan, and Allan Cunningham, contributed eacli a 
story, and the editor himself added two—The Deer 
Stalkers, and the Three Kearneys. His next work 
was Traditionary Stories of Old Families , the first 
part of a series which was to embrace the legendary 
history of England, Scotland, and Ireland. Such a 
work might be rendered highly interesting and po¬ 
pular, for almost every old family lias some tradi¬ 
tionary lore—some tale of love, or war, or supersti¬ 
tion—that is handed down from generation to gene¬ 
ration. Mr Picken now applied himself to another 
Scottish novel, The Black Watch (the original name 
of the gallant 42d regiment); and he had just com¬ 
pleted this work when he was struck with an at¬ 
tack of apoplexy, which in a fortnight proved fatal. 
He died on the 23d of November 1833. Mr Picken, 
according to one of his friends, ‘ was the dominie of 
liis own tales—simple, affectionate, retiring •, dwell¬ 
ing apart from the world, and blending in all his 
views of it the gentle and tender feelings reflected 
from his own mind.’ 


MISS FERRIER. 

This lady is authoress of Marriage, published in 
1818, 7'he Inheritance , 1S2 4 , and Destiny , or the 
Chief* s Daughter , J831— all novels in three volumes 
eacli. Wo learn from Mr Lockhart's Life of Scott, 
that MissFerrior is daughter of dames Ferrier, Esq., 
‘one of Sir Waller's brethren of the clerk's table;’ 
and the great novelist, at the conclusion of the Tales 
of My Landlord, alluded to his ‘sister shadow/ the 
author of ‘ the very lively work entitled Marriage/ 
as one of the labourers capable of gathering in the 
large harvest sottish character and fiction/ In 
his private diary lie has also mentioned Miss Ferrier 
as ‘ a gifted personage, having, besides her great 
talents, conversation the least exujean te of any au- 

* In describing the melancholy situation of Sir Walter the 
year before his death, Mr Lockhart introduces Miss Ferrier in 
a very amiable lifflit. ‘ To assist them (the family of Scott; in 
amusing him in the hours which he spent out of his study, and 
especially that he might be tempted to make those hours more 
frequent, his daughters had invited his friend the authoress of 
" Marriage” to eqme out to Abbotsford ; and her coming was 
serviceable: for she knew and loved him well, and she had 
seen enough of affliction akin to his to be well skilled in deal¬ 
ing with it. She could not be an hour in his company without 
observing what filled his children with more sorrow than all 
the rest of the ease. lie would l>egin a story as gaily as ever, 
and go on, in spite of the hesitation in his speech, to tell it with 
highly picturesque effect, but before he reached the point, it 
would seem as if some internal spring had given way; he 
paused, and gazed round him with the blank anxiety of look 
that a blind man has when he has dropped his Htaff. Unthink¬ 
ing friends sometimes pained him sadly by giving him the 
catch-word abruptly. I noticed the delicacy of Miss Ferrier 
on such occasions. Her sight was bad, and she took care not 
to use her glasses when he was speaking; and she affected to 
be also troubled with deafness, and would say, “ Well, I am 
getting as dull as a post; I have not heard a word since you 
said so and so/’ being sure to mention a circumstance behind 
that at which he had really halted. He then took up the thread 
with his habitual smile of courtesy, as if forgetting his case* 
entirely In the consideration of the lady's infirmity.’ 


thor, female at least, whom he had ever seen among 
the long list lie had encountered with; simple, ftill 
of humour, and exceedingly ready at repartee; and 
all this without the least affectation of the blue 
stocking/ This is high praise; but the readers of 
Miss Jferrier’s novels will at once recognise it as 
characteristic, and exactly what they would have 
anticipated. This lady is a Scottish Miss Edge- 
worth—of a lively, practical, penetrating east of 
mind; skilful in depicting character and seizing 
upon national peculiarities; caustic in her wit ant} 
humour, with a quick sense of the ludicrous; and 
desirous of inculcating sound morality and attention 
to the courtesies and charities of life. In some pas¬ 
sages, indeed, she evinces a deep religious feeling, 
approaching to the evangelical views of Hannah 
More; hut the general strain of her writing relates 
to the foibles ami oddities of mankind, and no one 
has drawn them with greater breadth* of comic hu¬ 
mour or effect. Her scenes often resemble the style 
of our host old yomedics, and she may boast, like 
Foote, of adding many new and original characters 
to the stock of our comic literature. Her first work 
is a complete gallery of this kind. The plot is very 
inartificial; hut after the first twenty pages, when 
Douglas conducts His pampered ami selfish Lady 
Juliana to Glenfern castle, the imprestctcvcr flags. 
The three maiden aunts at Glenfern—Miss Jaoky, 
who was all over sense, the universal manager and 
detected. Miss Grizzy, the letter-writer, and Miss 
Nicky, who was not wanting for sense cither, 
are an inimitable family group. Mrs Violet Mac- 
shake, the last remaining brunch of the noble race 
of Girnachgowl, is a representative* of the old hard- 
featured, close-handed, proud, yet kind-hearted 
Scottish matron, vigorous and sarcastic at the age 
of ninety, and despising all modern manners and 
innovations. Then there is the sentimental Mrs 
Gaffiiw, who had weak nerves and headaches; was 
above managing her house, read novels, dyed rib¬ 
bons, and altered her gowns according to every pat¬ 
tern she could see or hear of. There is a shade of 
.aricature in some of these female portraits, not¬ 
withstanding the explanation of the authoress that 
they lived at a time when Scotland was very diffe¬ 
rent from what it is now—when female education 
was little attended to even in families of the highest 
rank; and consequently the ladies of those days 
possessed a rat ines* n\ tU,jr manners and ideas thut 
we should vainly seek for in this age of cultivation 
and refinement. It is not only, however, in satirising 
the foibles of her own sex that Miss Ferrier displays 
inch original talent and humour. Dr Hedgill, a 
medical hanger-on and diner-out, is a gourmand of 
the first class, who looks upon bad dinners to be the 
source of much ofj the misery we hear of in the 
married life, and who compares a woman’s reputa¬ 
tion to a beefsteak—‘ if once breathed upon, ’tis good 
for nothing.’ Many sly sat irical touches occur through¬ 
out the work. I n one of Misa Grizzy *s letters we hear 
of a Major MacTavish of the militia, who, indepen¬ 
dent of his rank, which Grizzy thought was very 
high, distinguished himself, and showed the greatest 
bravery once when there was a very serious riot 
about the raising the potutoes a penny a peck, when 
there was no occasion for it, in the town of Dunoon. 
We are told also that country visits should seldom 
exceed three days—the rest day, the dressed day, and 
the pressed day. There is a great shrewdness and 
knowledge of human nature in the manner in which 
the three aunts got over their sorrow for the death 
of their father, the old laird. ‘They sighed and 
mourned for a time, but soon found occupation con¬ 
genial to their nature in the little department of 
life; dressing crape; reviving black silk ; converting 

602 



NOVELISTS. 


ENGLISH LITERATURE. 


MISS PERRIER. 


narrow hems into broad hems; and, in short, who 
so busy, so important, as the ladies of Glenfem ?’ 
The most striking picture in the book is that of 
the Mrs Violet MacShakc, who is introduced as liv¬ 
ing in a lofty lodging in the Old Town of Edinburgh, 
where she is visited by her grand-nephew MPDoug¬ 
las, and his niece Mary. In jierson she is tall and 
hard-favoured, and dressed in an antiquated style:— 

As soon us she recognised Mr Douglas, she welcom¬ 
ed him with much cordiality, shook him long and 
heartily by the hand, patted him on the back, looked 
into his face with much seeming satisfaction ; and, 
in short, gave all the demonstrations of gladness 
usual with gentlewomen of a certain age. Her 
pleasure, however, appeared to be rather an im¬ 
promptu than a habitual feeling; for, as the sur¬ 
prise wore either visage resumed its harsh and sar¬ 
castic expressnJIi, and she seemed eager to ell'acc any 
agreeable impression her reception might have ex¬ 
cited. » 

‘ And wha thought o' seem* ye enoo V said she in a 
quick gabbling voice; ‘ what's brought you to the 
toon { Are you corne to^pend your honest fa it her’* sil¬ 
ler ere lie’s weel cauld in ins grave, p»'ir man ?’ 

Mr Douglas explained that it was upon account »>f 
his niece’s Ileal tiff • 

* Health !’ repeated she with a sardonic smile,‘it 
wad mak an ool laugh to hear the walk that’s made 
about young fowk’s health noo-a-davs. 1 winder 
what ye’re a* made o’,’ grasping Mary’s arm in her 
great bony hand— ‘a wheen puir feckless wimlie- 
straes —ye tnaun awa to Ingland for your healths. 
Set ye up! I wonder what cam o’ the lasses / my 
time that bute 1 to bide at haute? And whilk o’ vo, 
1 nude like to ken, ’ll e’er leivc to sec ninety-sax, like 
me. Health! he, he !’ 

Mary, glad of a pretence to indulge the mirth the 
old lady’s manner ami appearance had excited, joined 
most heartily in the laugh. 

* Tak aff yere hairnet, bairn, an' let me see \<o 
face ; wha can tell what like ye arc wi’ that snub* </ 
a thing (*n your head V Then after taking an accurate 
survey of her face, she pushed aside her peli>st*— 
* Weed, its ae mercy I see ye hue neither the red 
heed nor tin* mucklc cuits o’ the Douglases. I kenna 
whuther your faither has them or no. 1 ne’er set eon 
on him : neither him nor his braw leddy thought it 
worth their while to speer^rfter^ne ; but 1 was at nao 
loss, by a* accounts.’ 

‘You have not asked after any of your (ilenfern 
friends,’ said Mr Douglas, hoping to touch a more 
sympathetic chord. 

‘Time encugh—wall ye let me draw my breath, 
man—fowk canna say awthing at ancc. An’ ye bute 
to hae an Inglish wife tu, a $^>tch lass wadna scr' 
ye. An* yere wean, I'se warnin’ its ane o’ the warld’s 
wonders—it’s l>een unca lung o’ coinin’—lie, lie!’ 

‘He has begun.life under very melancholy auspice*, 
poor fellow!’ said Mr Douglas, in allusion to his 
father’s death. 

‘ An' wha’s faut was that! I ne’er heard tell o’ the 
like o’t, to hae the bairn kirsened an’ its grandfaither 
deein'I But fowk are naither born, nor kirsened, 
nor do they wad or dee as they used to du—aw thing’s 
changed.' 

* You must, indeed, have witnessed many changes?’ 
observed Mr Douglas, rather at a loss how to utter 
anything of a conciliatory nature. 

* Changes !—weel a wat I sometimes wunder if it’s 
the same warld, an’ if it’s my ain heed that’s upon 
my shoothers.' 

* But with these changes you must also have seen 

many improvements!’ said Maty in a tone of diffi¬ 
dence. v 


c Impruverncnt8!' turning sharply round upon her; j 
f what ken yo about impruvements, bairn ? A bonny | 
improvement, or ens no, to sec tyleyors and sclaters ; 
leavin’ wkar I mind jewks and yerls. An' that great 
glowerin' New Toon there,' pointing out of her win¬ 
dows, ‘ whar I used to sit an’ luck oot at bonny preen 
parks, an’ sec tho coos milket, and the bits o’ baimies 
rowin’ an* tumlin’, an’ the lasses trampin' i' their 
tubs—what sco 1 noo but stane an* lime, an' stoor j| 
an’ dirt, an’ idle cheels an’ diukit oot madams pran¬ 
cin’. ImpruvementM indeed !’ * 

Mary found she was not likely to advance her 
uncle’s fortune by the judiciousness of her remarks, 
therefore prudently resolved to hazard no more. Mr 
Douglas, who was more an fait to the prejudice of 
old age, and who was always amused with her bitter 
remarks, when they did not touch himself, encouraged 
her to continue the conversation by some observation 
on the prevailing manners. 

‘ Mainers!’ repeated she with a contemptuous 
laugh; ‘ what ca’ ye mainers noo, for 1 dinna ken? 
ilk ane gangs bang intill their neebor’s hoos, an’ 
hang oot o’t, as it war a chynge-hoos; an’ as for the 
muister o’t, ho’.* no o’ sac muckle vaalu as the flunky 
ahint his chyre. I' my grandfaither’s time, as I hae 
heard him tell, ilka maister o’ a family had his ain 
sate in his ain hoos; ay! an’ sat wi’liis hat on his 
heed afore the besi o’ the land, an' had his ain dish, 
an’ was av helpit first, an keepit up his owthority as . 
a man sude du. l’aurents war paurents than—bairns l| 
dardna set up their gabs afore them than as they du 
imo. They ne’er jtrc-umi'J to say their heeds war 
their ain i* thae days—wife an’ servants, reteeners 
an' childer, ii trummek i’ the presence o’ their 
heed.’ 

Here a long pinch of snuff caused a pause in the 
old lady’s harangue. * * 

Mr Douglas availed himself of the opportunity to 
rise and take leave. 

‘Do, what's tak in' ye awa, Archie, in sic a hurry ? 
Sit doon there,’ laying her hand upon his arm, ‘an’ 
rot ye, an' tak a glass o’ wine air a bit breed ; or 
maybe,’ turning to Mary, ‘ye wad rather hae a t^jap 
broth to warm ye ? What gars ye look sae blue, bairn ? 
I’m sure it’s no cauld ; but ye're just like the hive : ye 
gang a’ skiltin’ about the streefs lialf naked, an’ 
than ye maun sit an’ birsle yoursels afore the fire at 
lianic.’ 

She had now shuffled along to the further end of 
the room,, and opening a press, took out wine and a 
plateful of various-shaped articles of bread, which she 
handed to Mary. 

‘ Ilae, bairn—tak a cookie—tak it up—what are 
you feared for! it’ll no bite ye. Here’s t'ye, (ilenfern, 
an’ your wife an' your wean ; puir tead, it’s no had a 
very chancy outset, weel a wat/ 

The wine being drank, and the fookies disclosed, 
Mr Douglas made another attempt to withdraw, but 
in vain. 

4 Canna ye sit still a wee, man, an’ let me speer 
after my liuld freens at (ilenfern ! Hoo’s Grizzy, 
an’ Jacky, an’ Nickv ?—aye workin’ awa at the peels 
an* the drugs—he, he ! 1 ne’er swallowed a peel nor 

gied a doit for drogs a* my days, an' see an ony o’ 
them ’ll rin a race wi’ me whan they’re naur five 
score/ 

Mr Douglas here paid some compliments upon her 
appearance, which were pretty graciously received; 
and added that he was the bearer of a letter from his 
aunt Grizzy, which he would send along with a roe¬ 
buck and brace of moor-game, 

‘Gin your roebuck’s nae better than your last, 
atweel it’s no worth the eendin’: poor dry fissinless 
dirt, no worth the chowin*; weel a wat I begrudged 
my teeth on’t. Your muirfowl war nae that ill, but 
they’re no worth the carryin'; they're doug cheap i' 
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the market enoo, so it’s nae great compliment. Gin 
ye had brought me a leg o’ gude mutton, or a caulcr 
sawmont, there would liae been some sense in t j but 
ye’re ane o* the fowk that’ll ne’er harry yoursell wi’ 
your presents ; it’s but the pickle powther they cost 
ye, an’ I’se warran’ ye’re thinkin’ inair o* your ain 
diversion than o’ my sfcamiek whan ye’re at the 
shootin’ o’ them, puir beasts.’ 

Mr Douglas had borne the various indignities 
levelled against himself and his family with a phi¬ 
losophy that had no parallel in his life before, but to 
this attack upon his game he was not proof. II is 
colour rose, his eyes Hashed fire, and something re¬ 
sembling an oath burst from his lips as he strode 
indignantly towards the door. 

His friend, however, was too nimble for him. She 
stepped before him, and, breaking into a discordant 
laugh as she patted him on the back, 4 So 1 see ye’re 
just the auld man, Archie—aye ready to tak the 
strums an ye dinna get a’ thing your ain wye. Monv 
a time I had to fleech ye oot o' the dorls when ye was 
a callant. Do ye mind hoo ye was affronted because 
I set ye doon to a cauld pigeon-pyc an’ a tanker 
o* tippenny ae night to your fowerhoors afore some 
leddies—he, he, he! VTeel a wat yore wife maun hae 
her ain adoos to manage ye, fur ye’re a cumstairv 
chield, Archie.’ 

Mr Douglas still looked as if he was irresolute 
whether to laugh or be angry. 

‘ Come, come, sit ye doon there till I speak to thi- 
bairn,’ said she, as she pulled Mary into an adjoining 
bed-chamber, which wore the same aspect of ehi 11 > 
neatness as the one they had quitted. Then pulling 
a huge bunch of keys from her pocket, she opened a 
drawer, out of which she took a pair of diamond ear¬ 
rings. 4 Hae, bairn,’ said she, as she stuffed them 
into Mary’s hand ; 4 they belangod to your faithers 
grandmother. She was a gude woman, an' had fmir- 
an’-twenty sons an’ dochters, an’ I wuss ye nae waur 
fortin than just to hae as monv. But mind ye,’ with 
a shake of her bony finger, 4 they maun a’ be Scots. 
Gin I thought ye wad mairry ony pock-puddin’, fient 
haed wad ye hae gotten frac me. No<> had your 
tongue, and dinna delve me wi* thanks,’ almost push¬ 
ing her into the parlour again ; 4 and sin ve’re gawn 
awa* the morn, see nae inair o’ ye enoo—so fare 
ye weed. But, Archie, ye maun come an* tak your 
breakfast wi' me. I hae inucklc to say to you ; but 
ye maunn be sae hard upon my baps as ye used to be,' 
with a facetious grin to her mollified favourite us 
they shook hands and parted. 


is an admirable character, though no very prepos- 
sossing specimen of the country pastor, and, whether 
in his single or married state, is sufficiently amusing. 
Edith, the heroine, is a sweet and gentle creation, 
and there is strong feeling and passion in some of 
the semes. In the case of masculine intellects, like 
those of the authoress of 4 Marriage’ and the great 
Irish novelist, the progress of years seems to impart 
greater softness and sensibility, and call forth all the 
gentler affections. 

JAMES MO HI Ell. 

Mu James Moriku, author of a Journey through 
Persia, and sometime secretary of embassy to the 
court of Persia, has embodied his knowledge of the 





Aware, perhaps, of the defective outline or story 
of her first novel, Miss Perrier has bestowed much 
more pains on the construction of the 4 Inheritance.’ 
It is too complicated for an analysis in this place ; 
but we may mention that it is connected with high 
life and a wide range of characters, the heroine being 
a young lady born in Prance, and heiress to a splen¬ 
did estate and peerage in Scotland, to which, after 
various adventures and reverses, she finally suc¬ 
ceeds. The tale is well arranged and developed. 
Its chief attraction, however, consists in the deli¬ 
neation of characters. Uncle Adam and Miss Pratt 
—the former a touchy, sensitive, rich Past Indian, 
and the latter another of Miss Perrier's inimitable 
old maids—are among the best of the portraits; hut 
the canvass is full of happy and striking sketches. 
‘Destiny’ is connected with Highland scenery and 
Highland manners, but is far from romantic. Miss 
Ferrier is as human and as discerning in her tastes 
and researches as Miss Edgeworth. The chief, 
Glenroy, is proud and irascible, spoiled by the fawn¬ 
ing of his inferiors, and in his family circle is gene¬ 
rous without kindness, and profuse without benevo 
lence. The Highland minister, Mr Duncan MacDow, 


Past in a series of novels— The Adventures of Ifajji 
Baba if Ispahan, three volumes, 1824 (with a 
second part published in two volumes in 1828): 
Zohrah . the Hostage, three volumes, 18.12; At/esha, 
the Maid of AVmqsthrec volumes, 1 H.'M; and The 
Mirza , three volumes, 1841. 'The object of his first 
work was, he says, the single idea of illustrating 
Eastern manners by contrast with those of England, 
and the author evinces a minute and familiar ac¬ 
quaintance with the habits and customs of the Per¬ 
sians. The truth of his satirical descriptions and 
allusions was felt even by the court of Persia; for 
Mr Morier has published a letter from a minister of 
state in that country, expressing the displeasure 
which the king felt at the 4 very foolish business’ of 
the book. It is probable, however, as the author 
supposes, that this irritation may lead to reflection, 
and reflection to amendment-, as he conceives the 
Persians to be, in talent and natural capacity, equal 
to any nation in the world, and would be no less on 
a level w ith them in feeling, honesty, and the higher 
moral qualities, were their education favourable. 
The hero of Mr Morier'* tale is an adventurer like 
Gil Bias, and as much buffeted about in the world. 
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He is the son of a barber of Ispahan, and is sue- mitted to rise, and around whose majestic moun- 
cessively one of a band of Turcomans, a menial ser- tains, some clad in eternal snows, others in eternal 
vant, a pupil of the physician-royal of Persia, an verdure, the stars and the moon are allowed to 
attendant on the chief executioner, a religious gambol and carouse! What! is it so fallen, so 
devotee, and a seller of tobacco-pipes in Constan- degraded, as to be swayed by two obscure mortals, 
tinople. Having by stratagem espoused % ricli living in regions that know not the warmth of the 
Turkish widow, he becomes an official to the Shah *, sun ? Two swine-eating infidels, shaven, impure, 
and on his further distinguishing himself for his walkers on foot, and who, by way of state, travel 
knowledge of the Europeans, he is appointed score- in dirty coaches filled with straw ! This seemed to 
tary to the mission of Mirznh Firouz, and accom- us a greater miracle in government than even that 
panics the Persian ambassador to the court of Eng- of Peg Ian, the plaiter of whips, who governed the 
land. In the course of his multiplied adventures, Turcomans and the countries of Samarcand and 
misfortunes, and escapes, the volatile unprincipled Bokhara, leading a life more like a beggar than a 
Jlsjji mixes with all classes, and is much in Tehran, potentate.”* * 

Koordistan, Georgia, Bagdad, Constantinople, Sec. * Zolirab* is a historical novel, of tin time of Aga 
The work soon became popular. ‘The novelty of Mohammed Shah, a famous Persian prince, described 
the style,* says Sir Walter Scott, ‘which was at once by Sir John Malcolm as having taught the Russians 
perceived to Jx* genuine <yicntai by such internal to beat the French by making a desert before the 
evidence as establishes the value of real old China— line of the invader’s march, and thus leaving the 
the gay and flowing descriptions of Eastern state enemy master of only so much ground as his cannon 
and pageantry T -the character of the poetry ocea- could command. This celebrated Shah is the real 
sinnally introduced—secured a merited welcome for hero of the t&le, though the honour is nominally 
the Persian picaroon. As a picture of oriental awarded to Zohrab, an independent Mazanderini 
manners, the work had, indeed, a severe trial to chief, who falls in love with the gentle and beau- 
sustain by a comparison with the then recent ro- tiful Amima, niece of the Shah. The style of the 
mance of Anastasius. But the public found appe- work is light, pleasant, and animated, and it is full 
tite for boffl ; nriTl indeed they differ as comedy anti of Persian life. * Ayesha, the Maid of Kars,’ is in- 
tragedy, the deep passion and gloomy interest of Mr ferior to its predecessors, though certain parts (as 
Hope’s work being of a kind entirely different from the description of the freebooter. Corah Bey, and 
the* light and lively turn of our friend Ilajji’s adven- the ruins of Anni, the Spectre City, the attack on 
tores. The latter, with his morals sitting easy the Russian posts, the voyage to Constantinople, 
about him, a rogue indeed, but not a malicious one. Sec.) are in the author’s happiest and most graphic 
with as much wit and cunning as enable him to manner. In this work Mr Moricr introduces a 
dupe others, and as much vanity as to afford them novelty lie makes an English traveller, Ix>rdOs- 
(H'rpctual mean* of retaliation; a sparrow-hawk, inond. fall in love with a Turkish maiden, and while 
who, while he floats through the air in quest of the Englishman is bearing off the Maid of Kars to 
the smaller game, is himself perpetually exposed Constantinople, Corah Bey intercepts them, and gets 
to be pounced upon by some stronger bird of prey, the lover sent off to the galleys, lie is released 
interests and amuses us, while neither deserving nor through the intercession of the English ambassador, 
exjieetmg serious regard or esteem; and like WiP and carries his Eastern bride to England. Ayesha, 
V'izard of the bill, ** the knave is our very good the heroine, turns out to be the daughter of Sir 
friend.” Mr Morier, however, in the episode of Edward Wortlry! There are improbabilities in 
Yusuf, the Armenian, and the account of the death this story which cannot be reconciled, and U>e 
of Zeinab, has successfully entered into the an na of mixture of European costume and characters among 
pathetic and romantic description. The oriental the scenery and society of the East, destroys that 
scenes are the most valuable and original portions oriental charm which is so entire tiria so fascinating 
of “ Hajji Baba.” and possess the attraction of novelty in ‘Zohrab.’ 4 The Mirza* is a series of Eastern 
to ordinary readers, yet the account of the constant stories, connected by an outline of fiction like 
embarrassment and sur[g*aa.* of^he Persians at Eng- Moore’s Lai la Rookh. In concluding this work, 
lisli manners and customs is highly amusing. The Mr Morier says, ‘I may venture to assert that the 
ceremonial of the dinner-table, that seemed to them East, as we have known it in oriental tales, is now 
“ absolutely bristling with instruments of offence,” fast on the change—“ C'est le commencement de la 
blades of all sizes and descriptions, sufficient to have fin” Perhaps we have gleaned the last of the 
ornamented the girdles of the Shah’s household, beards, and obtained an expiring glimpse of the 
eould not but puzzle those who had been accustomed heavy caouk and the ample shalwar ere they are 
simply to take everything up in^their lingers. The exchanged for the hat and the spruce pantaloon, 
mail-coach, the variety of our furniture and accom- How wonderful is it—how full of serious con^m- 
modation, and other domestic observances, were plation is the fact-, that the whole fabric of Moham-, 
equally astonishing; but, above all, the want of cere- medanism should have been assailed, almost sud- 
monial among our statesmen and public officers sur- dcnly ns well as simultaneously, by events which 
prised the embassy. The following burst of oriental nothing human could have foreseen. Barbary, 
wonder and extravagance, succeeds to an account of Egypt, Syria, the banks of the Euphrates and 
a visit paid them by the chairman and deputy-chair- Tigris, the Red Sea, Constantinople, Asia Minor, 
man of the East India Company, who came in a Persia, and Affglianistan, all more or less have felt 
hackney-coach, and, after the interview, walked the influence of European or anti-Mohammedan 
away upon their own legs. agencies. Perhaps the present generation may 

“When they were well off, we all sat mute, only not see a new structure erected, but true it is they 
occasionally saying, ‘Allah! Allah! there is but have seen its foundations laid.’ 
one Allali!* so wonderfully astonished were we. In 1838 appeared The Banished : a Swabian His- 
What! India? that great, that magnificent empire ! torical Tale , edited by Air Morier. This publication 
—that scene of Persian conquest and Persian glory! caused some disappointment, as the name of the 
—the land of elephants and precious stones, the author of 4 Ilajji Baba* excited expectations which 
seat of shawls and kincobs 1 —that paradise sung by 4 The Banished’ did not realise. The work is a 
poets, celebrated by historians more ancient than translation from the German, a tale of the Swabian 
IrAn itself! —at whose boundaries the sun is per- league in the sixteenth century. 
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JAMES BAILIE FBASKR. 

Mh James Bailie Fraser has, like Mr Morier, 
described the life and manners of the Persians by 
fictitious as well as true narratives.^ In 1828 he 
published The Kuzzilbash, a Tale of Khurasan, three 
volumes, to which he afterwards added a continua¬ 
tion under the name of The Persian Adventurer, the 
title of his first work not being generally understood: 
it wasipften taken, he says, for a cookery book! 
The term Kuzzilbash, which is Turkish, signifies 
Red-head, and was an appellation originally given 
by Shah Ismael I. to seven tribes bound to defend 
their king. These tribes wore a red cap as a dis¬ 
tinguishing mark, which afterwards became the 
military head-dress of the Persian troops; hence 
the word Kuzzilbash is used to express a Persian 
soldier; and often, particularly among the Toorko- 
mans and Oozbeks, is applied as a national designa¬ 
tion to the people in general. Mr Fraser's hero 
relates liis own adventures, which begin almost from 
his birth ; for he is carried ofl’ while a child hy a 
band of Toorkoman roblxjrs, who plunder his father’s 
| lands and village, situated in Khorasan, on tile bor¬ 
ders of the great desert which stretches from the 
banks of the Caspian Sea to those of the river ()xus. 
The infant bravery of Ismael, the Kuzzilbash, inte¬ 
rests Omer Khan, head of a tribe or camp of the 
plunderers, and he spares the child, and keeps him 
to attend on his own son Selim. In the camp of his 
master is a beautiful girl, daughter of a Persian 
captive; and with this young beauty, * lovely as a 
child of the Peris,’ Ismael forms an attachment that 
increases with their years. These early scenes are 
finely described; and the misfortunes of the fair 
Shircen are related with much pathos. The conse¬ 
quences of Ismael’s passion force him to lice, lie 
assumes the dress of the Kuzzilbash, and crossing 
the desert, joins the army of the victorious Nadir ; 
Shah, and assists in recovering the holy city of ■ 
Mushed, the capital of Khorasan. His bravery is 
regarded with honours and dignities; and after 
various scenes of love and war, the Kuzzilbash is i 
united to bis Shireen. ‘Scenes of active life are ! 
painted by the'author with the same truth, accu- ! 
racy, and picturesque effect which he displays in j 
landscapes or single figures. In war, especially, he ; 
is at home; and gives the attack, the retreat, the j 
rally, the bloody and desperate close combat, the j 
flight, pursuit, and massacre, with all the current of • 
a heady fight, as one who must have witnessed | 
such terrors.* 

A brief but characteristic scene—a meeting of two 
warriors in the desert — is strikingly described, 
though the reader is probably haunted with an idea j 
that .European thoughts and expressions mingle with 
the author’s narrative :— 

By the time I reached the banks of this stream the 
sun had set, and it was necessary to seek some retreat 
where 1 might pass the night and refresh myself and 
ray horse without fear of discovery. Ascending the 
river bed, therefore, with this intention, I soon found 
a recess where I could repose myself, surrounded by 
green pasture, in which my horse might feed ; but a.s 
it would have been dangerous to let him go at large 
all night, I employed myself for a while in cutting 
the longest and thickest of the grass which grew on 
the hanks of the stream for his night’s repast, f>er- 
mitting him to pasture at will until dark ; and secur¬ 
ing him then close to the spot I meant to occupy, 
after a moderate meal, I commended myself to Allah, 
and lay down to rest. 

The loud neighing of my horse awoke me with a 
start, as the first light of dawn broke in the Ea*t. 


Quickly springing on my feet, and grasping my spear 
and scimitar, which lay under my head, I looked 
around for the cause of alarm. Nor did it long re¬ 
main doubtful; for, at the distance of scarce two hun¬ 
dred yards, I saw a single horseman advancing. To 
tighten* my girdle round my loins, to string my bow, 
ami prepare two or three arrows for use, was but the 
work of a few moments; before these preparations, 
however, were completed, the stronger was close at 
hand. Fitting an arrow to my bow, 1 placed myself 
upon guard, and examined him narrowly as he ap¬ 
proached. lie was a man of goodly stature and power¬ 
ful frame; his countenance, hard, strongly marked, 
and furnished with a thick black beard, bore testimony 
of exposure to many a blast, but it still preserved a 
^repossessing expression of good humour and benevo- 

enee. His turban, which was formed of a cashmere 
shawl, sorely tached and torn, and twisted here and 
there with small steel chains, according to the fashion 
of the time, was wound around a red cloth cap that 
rose in four peak * high above the head. ' His ocmah, or 
riding coat, of crimson cloth much stained and faded, 
opening at the bosom, showed the links of a coat of 
mail which he wore below ; a fellow shawl formed his 
uinlle ; his huge shulwars, or riding trousers, of thick 
fawn-coloured Kerman woollen siuif, fell in folds over 
the large red leather boots in which Ms log*were cased ; 
by his side hung a crooked scimitar in a black leather 
scabbard, and from the bolsters of hi* saddle peeped 
out the butt-ends of a pair of pistols—weapons of j 
which I then knew not the u>c, any more than of the i 
matchlock which wa* slung at his buck. He was j 
mounted on a powerful but jaded horse, and appeared j 
to hate already travelled far. j 

When this striking figure had approached within i 
thirty yards, I called out in the Turkish language, j 
commonly used in the country, ‘Whoever thou art, (j 
! come no nearer on thy peril, or 1 shall salute thee j 
j with this arrow from my bow !’ 1 Why, boy,’ returned 

! the stranger in a detp manly voice, and speaking in 
the same tongue, 4 thou art a bold lad, truly ! but set 
thy heart at rest, I mean tine no harm.’ 4 Nay,’ re¬ 
joined l, * 1 am nn fool, and alone. I know thee not, 
nor thy intentions. Either retire at once, or show' thy 
sincerity by setting tin self on equal terms with me: 
dismount from thy steed, and then 1 fear thee nut, 
whatever be thy designs. Beware !’ And so saying, I 
drew my arrow to the head, and pointed it towards 
him. 4 By the head myjathcr ! ? cried the stronger, 

4 thou art an absolute youth ! but 1 like thee well; 
thy heart is stout, and thy demand is just; the sheep 
trusts not the w'olf when it meets him in the plain, 
nor do we acknowledge every stronger in the desert 
for a friend. See,’ continued he, dismounting uctiudy, j 
yet with a weight that made the turf ring again- ‘See, j 
I yield my advanta^; as for thy arrow*, boy, l fear j 
them not.’ With thut he slung a small shield, which I 
he bore at his back, before him, as if to cover his face, 
in cruse of treachery on my part, and leaving his horse 
where it stood, he advanced to me. 

Taught from my youth to suspect and to guard 
against treachery, I still kept a wary eye on the mo¬ 
tions of the stranger. But there was something in his 
open though rugged countenance and manly bearing 
that claimed and won my confidence. Slowly I low¬ 
ered my hand, and relaxed the still drawn string of 
my bow, as he strode up to me with a firm composed 
step. 

4 V r outh,’ said he, 4 had my intentions been hostile, 
it is not tby arrows or thy bow, no, nor thy sword and 
spear, that could have stood thee much in stead. I 
am too old a soldier, and too well defended against 
such weapons, to fear them from so young on arm. 
But 1 am neither enemy nor traitor to attack thee 
unaware*. I have travelled far during the post night, 
and mean to refresh myself awhile in this spot before 
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I proceed on my journey ; thou meanest not,’ added 
he with a smile, * to deny me the boon which Allah 
extends to all his creatures 1 What! still suspicious? 
Come, then, I will incrouse thy advantage, and try to 
win thy confidence.’ With that he unbuckled his 
sword, and threw it, with his matchlock, the 

turf a little way from him. * See mo now unarmed ; 
wilt thou yet trust me?’ Who could have doubted 
longer ? I threw down my bow and arrows : ‘ Pardon,’ 
cried I, * my tardy confidence; but he that has escaped 
With difficulty from many perils, fears even their sha¬ 
dow : here,’ continued 1, ‘ are bread and salt, eat 
thou of them ; thou art then my guest, and that sacred 
tie secures the faitli of both.’ The stranger, with an¬ 
other Miuile, took the offered food. 

The following passage, describing the Kuzzilbash’s 
return to bis native village, affects us both by the 
view* which it gives of the desolations caused in 
half barbarous countries by war and rapine, and the 
beautiful strain of sentiment which the author puts 
into the mouth suf bis hero :— 0 

We continued for some time longer, riding over a 
track once fertile and w^ll-cultivatod, but now returned 
to its original desolation. The wild pomegranate, the 
thorn, and the thistle, grew high in the fields, and 
overran th^walU that formerly enclosed them. „Vt 
length we reached an open spare, occupied by the 
ruins of a large walled village, among which a square 
building, with walls of greater height, and towers at 
each corner, rose particularly nni-pu-uous. 

As we approached this place 1 felt my heart stirred 
within me, and my whole frame agitated with a secret 
and indescribable emotion; \isi<»n.s of past events 
seemed hovering dimly in my memory, but mv sensa¬ 
tions were too indistinct and too confused t<» be intel¬ 
ligible to myself. At last a vague bleu shot through 
my brain, and thrilled like a fiery arrow in mv heart ; 
with burning cheeks and eager eyes 1 looked towards 
my companion, and saw his own bent keenly upon 
me. 

‘ Knowest thou this spot, young man ?' said he, after 
a pause : ‘ if thy memory docs not serve thee, cannot 
thy heart tell thee what wall* are these?’ I gasped 
for breath, but could not speak. ‘Yes, Ismael/ con¬ 
tinued he, ‘these are the ruined walls of thy father’s 
house ; there passed the first days of thy childhood ; 
within that broken tower thy eyes first saw the light ! 
Hut its courts are now strewed with the unburied dust 
of thy kindred, and the fW^fs ui# wolves of the desert 
rear their young among its rootle**, chambers. These 
are the acts of that trihe to which thou hast so long 
been in bondage—such is the debt of blood which cries 
out for thy vengeance!’ 

I checked my horse to gaze on the scene of my in¬ 
fant years, and my companion seemed willing to in¬ 
dulge me. Is it indeed true, %s some sages have 
taught, that man’s good angel hovers over the place 
of his birth, ami dwells with peculiar fondness on the 
innocent days of his childhood? and that in after 
yearn of sorrow and of crime she pours the recollec¬ 
tion of those pure and peaceful days like balm over 
the heart, to soften and improve it by their influence ? 
How could it be, without some agency like this, that, 
gazing thus unexpectedly on the desolate home of my 
fathers, the violent passions, the bustle, and the misery 
of later years, vanished from my mind like a dream ; 
and the scenes and feelings of my childhood came 
fresh as yesterday to my remembrance ? 1 heard the 

joyous clamour of iny little brothers and sisters ; our 
games, our quarrels, and our reconciliations, were once 
more present to mo; the grave smile of my father, the 
kind but eternal gabble of my good old nurse; and, 
above all, the mild sweet voice of my beloved mother, 
fia she adjusted our little disputes, or soothed our 
childish sorrows-—all rushed upon my mind, and for 


a while quite overpowered me: I covered my face 
with my hands and wept in silence. 

Besides his Eastern tales, Mr Fraser has written 
a story of his native country, The Highland Smugglers , 
in which he displays the same talent for description, 
with much inferior powers in constructing a pro¬ 
bable or interesting narrative. 


THEODORE EDWARD HOOK. 

Theodore Edward IIook, the best of our fashion¬ 
able novelists, was born in London, September 22, 
1788. lie w as the son of a distinguished musical 



composer; and at the early age sixteen (after an 
imperfect course 1 of education at Harrow school), he 
became a sort of partner in his father's business of 
music and song. In 1805 he composed a comic 
opera, The Soldier's Return , the overture and music, 
as well as the dialogues and songs, entirely by him¬ 
self. The opera was highly successful, and young 
Theodore was read}* next year with another after- 
piece, Catch Him Who Can, which exhibited the 
talents of Liston and Mathews in a popular and 
effective light, and had a great run of success. Se¬ 
veral musical operas were then pwduced in rapid 
succession by Hook, as The Invisible Girl , Mmic 
Mad, Darkness Visible * Trial by Jury, The Fortress, 
Teheli, Exchange no Robbery, and Killing no Murder, 
Some of these still keep possession of the stage, and 
evince wonderful know ledge of dramatic art, musical 
skill, and literary powers in so young an author. 
They were followed (1808) by a novel which lias 
been described as a mere farce in a narrative shape. 
The remarkable conversational talents of Theodore 
IIook, and his popularity as a writer for the stage, 
led him much into society. Flushed with success, 
full of the gaiety and impetuosity of youth, and con¬ 
scious of his power to please and even fascinate in 
company, he surrendered himself up to the enjoy¬ 
ment of the passing hour, and became noted tot 
his * boisterous buffooneries/ his wild sallies of wit 
and drollery, and his practical hoaxes . 

Amongst his various talents was one which, though 
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famfliar in some other countries, whose language 
affords it facilities, has hitherto been rare, if not 
unknown in ours, namely the power of impromsattsing , 
or extemporaneous composition of songs and music, 
Hook would at table turn the whole conversation ol 
the evening into a song, sparkling with puns or 
witty allusions, and perfect in its rhymes. 4 He 
accompanied himself (says a writer in the Quar 
terly Keview) on the pianoforte, and the musi< 
was frequently, though not always, as new as 
the ver:e. He usually stuck to the common ballad 
measures; but one favourite sport was a mimi< 
opera, and then he seemed to triumph withou 
effort over every variety of metre and eomplicatior 
of stanza. About the complete extemponineousnesi 
of the whole there could rarely be the slightes 
doubt.’ This power of extempore verse seems ti 
have been the wonder of all Hook’s associates; i 
astonished Sheridan, Coleridge, and the most illus 
trious of his contemporaries, who used to hang de 
lighted over such rare and unequivocal manifesta¬ 
tions of genius. Hook had been introduced to tin 
prince regent, afterwards George IV., and in 181 1 
he received the appointment of accomptant-general 
and treasurer to the colony of the Mauritius, with n 
salary of about £2000 per annum. This handsome 
provision he enjoyed for five years. The duties of 
the office were, however, neglected, and au exami¬ 
nation being made into the books of the accomptaut, 
various irregularities, omissions, and discrepancies 
were detected. There was a deficiency of about 
£12,000, and Ilook was ordered home under the 
charge of a detachment of military. Thus a dark 
cloud hung over him for the remainder of his life; 
but it is believed that he was in reality innocent of 
all but gross negligence. On reaching London in 
1819, he was subjected to a scrutiny by the Audit 
Board, which did not terminate until after the lapse 
of nearly five years. He was then pronounced to he 
liable to the crown for the deficit of £12,000. In 
the meantime he laboured assiduously at literature 
as a profession. He became, in 1820, editor of the 
Jqhn Bull newspaper, which he made conspicuous 
for its advocacy of high aristocratic principles, some 
virulent personalities, and much wit and humour. 
His political sd?ig£ were generally admired for their 
point and brilliancy of fancy. In 1823, after the award 
j had been given finding him a debtor to the crown in 
I the sum mentioned, Hook was arrested, and continued 
nearly two years in confinement. His literary labours 
went on, however, without interruption, and in 1824 
appeared the first series of his tales, entitled Sayings 
and Doings , which were so well received that the 
author was made £2000 richer by the production. In 
1825 he issued a second scries, and shortly after that 
publication he was released from custody, with an 
intimation, how&ver, that the crown abandoned no¬ 
thing of its claim for the Mauritius debt The po¬ 
pular novelist now pursued his literary career witli 
unabated diligence and spirit. In 1828 he published 
a third series of 4 Sayings and Doings in 1830, Max¬ 
well ; in 1832, The Life of Sir David Baird; in 1833, 
The Parsons Daughter, and Love and Pride. In 1836 
he became editor of the New Monthly Magazine, and 
contributed to its pages, in chapters, Gilbert Gurney , 
and the far inferior sequel, Gurney Married , each 
afterwards collected into a set of three volumes. In 
1837 appeared Jack Brag; in 1839, Births, Deaths , 
and Marriages ; Precepts and Practice.; and Fathers 
and Sons. His last avowed work, Peregrine Dunce, 
supposed not to have been wholly written by him, 
appeared some months after his death. The pro¬ 
duction of thirty-eight volumes within sixteen 
years—the author being all the while editor, and 
almost sole writer, of a newspaper, and for seve- 1 


ral years the efficient conductor of a magazine— 
certainly affords, ns the Quarterly lieview re¬ 
marks, sufficient proof that he never sank into idle¬ 
ness. At the same time Theodore Hook was the 
idol of the fashionable circles, and ran a heedless 
round ',f dissipation. Though in the receipt of a 
large income—probably not less than £3000 per 
annum—by his writings, he became involved in 
pecuniary embarrassments ; and an unhappy con¬ 
nexion which he had formed, yet dared not avow, 
entailed upon him the anxieties and responsibilities- 
of a family. Tarts of a diary which he kept have 
been published, and there are passages in it disclos¬ 
ing his struggles, his alternations of hope and de¬ 
spair, and bis ever-deepening distresses and difficul¬ 
ties, which are inexpressibly touching as well ns 
instructive. At length, overwhelmed with diffi¬ 
culties. his children unprovided for, lyul himself a 
victim to disease and exhaustion bofdfe he had com¬ 
pleted his 53d year, he died at Fulhiuq on the 24th 
of August 1842.*' 

The works of Theodore Hook arc very unequal, 
and none of them perhaps display the rich and varied 
powers of his conversation. !lo was thoroughly ac¬ 
quainted with English life in the higher and middle 
ranks, and his early familiarity with the stage had 
t&ught him the effect of dranmti$ sitilMtions and 
pointed dialogue. The theatre, however, is not j 
always a good school for taste in composition, and ; 
Hook’s w'itty and tragic scenes and contrasts of 
character are often too violent in tone, and too little 
discriminated. Hence, though his knowledge of high \ 
life was undoubted, and his powers of observation i 
rarely surpassed, his pictures ef existing manners 
seem to wear an air of caricature, imparted insen* ! 
sibly by the jieeuliar habits and cxulierant fancy of 1 
the novelist. 11 is pathos is often overdone, and his 
mirth and jovousness carried into the regions of 
farce. He is very felicitous in exposing all ridiru- ! 
lous pretences and absurd affectation, and in such j 
scenes his polished ridicule and the practical saga¬ 
city of the man of the world, conversant with it* 
lifferent ranks and artificial distinctions, are strik¬ 
ingly apparent. We may collect from his novels 
(especially the 4 Sayings and Doings,’ which were 
carefully written) as correct a notion of English 
society in certain spheres in the nineteenth eon- ; 
tury, as Fielding’s works display of the maimers of 
the eighteenth. T<a regOrity of fable he made j 
little pretension, and we suspect he paid little atten- ! 
tion to style. He aimed at delineation of character— ! 
at striking scenes and situations—at reflecting the 
language and habits of actual life—and ail this he 
accomplished, in some of his works, with a success \ 
that produced many rivals, but no superior. [ 

i i 

THOMAS COLLEY OR ATT AN—MR T. II. LISTER— 

MAlign9 OF NORMANUY. 

Thomas Colley Grattan, an Irish writer of 
fiction, commenced his literary career in 1819 with 
a poetical romance entitled Philibert , which was 
smoothly versified, but possessed no great merit. In 
1823 appeared his Highways and Byways t tales of 
continental wandering and adventure, written in a 
light, picturesque, and pleasing manner. These were 
so well received that the author wrote a second 
series, published in 1824, and a third in 1827. In 
1830 he came forth with a novel in four volumes. 
The Heiress of Bruges; a Tale of the Year Sixteen 
Hundred. The plot of this work is connected with 
he attempts made by the Flemish to emancipate 
diemsclvea from the foreign sway of Spain, in which 
tliey were assisted by the Dutch, under Prince 
Maurice. A power of ftfid description and otoser- 
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vution of nature apj tears to be Mr (iruttaii’s prin¬ 
cipal merit. Ilia style is often diffuse and careless; 
and lie does not seem to have laboured successfully 
in constructing his stories. His pictures of ordinary 
life in the French provinces, as lie wandered among 
the highways and byways of that eountrytwith a 
cheerful observant spirit, noting the peculiarities of 
the people, are his happiest and most original 
efforts. 

Ma T. II. List mi, a gentleman of rank and aris¬ 
tocratic. connexions, was author of three novels, 
descriptive of the manners of tin* higher classes; i 
namely, (lr unity, lMgO; Herbert Lint, 1H27; and 
Arlington, I >.'52. The*e works are pleasingly w rilten, | 
and may lie considered as affording correct pictims i 
i»f domestic society, but they possess no features of 
novelty or originality to preserve them for another 
generation. A strain of graceful reflection, in the 
style of the csltoiyH in the Mirror and Lounger, is ; 
mingled with Jhe tale, and shows the author toliavc 
U*en a man refined and cultivated taste and 
feeling. In lvjs Mr Lister puhlisiieil a Memoir of 
the Life and Administration of the L:el of < la- 
rendon, in three vnluaics, a work of considerable 
talent and research, in preparing w!.. h the author 
hail access to documents ami papers unknown to his 
predecessor*. ]\?r Lister died in .June 1842, aV 
which time he held the government appointment of 
Registrar-general of 1 >irths. marriages, and deaths. 
The following brief description in Miranby’ may be 
compared with .Mr Wordsworth's noble sonnet com¬ 
posed upon Westminster Lrid;*•*, 

U-y .: 

(Jrntd-v iMi.ovt .1 tie m v'th l.L ai.d mu;, too 

full (iMiappinr-' t>. he a v< M!-L any feelings «.f 
joabuHV <<r repining, uf: r a Se rf r» \ eric ■ a the purest 
srvtisthc; mu, 1c left lie* ball, and ‘•allied mi! in! > I lie 
trt>"h cool air of a Miinim r nerning -midi r.lv pacing 
from the red glare of lamplight to the clear sober l.rigig 
ness of returnin ' day. He walked the* rfully onwai i, 
re freshet 1 and exhilarated by ibe air t>i morning, and 
interested with the scent 4 around him. It whs broad 
uuvlight, and he viewed tfc r>wn under an aspect in 
which it is alike presented to the laic retiring xmary 
,.f pleasure, and to the cat iy n-ing son-ot business, 
lie stopped on tlm pavement of Oxford Street to e<>n- 
tciuplatc the effect. d'hc whole.* extent of Unit long 
vista, unclouded by the nwdTday Wimke, was distinctly 
visible to Ins eye at once, 'flic Iioiim s shrunk to half 
their span, while the few visible spires of the adjacent 
churches seemed to roc less di-tant than before, gaily 
tipped with eurlv sun-hine, and mucli diminished in 
apparent size, hut heightened in dbt invine:.s ami in 
beauty. Had it not been for the co< l gray tint which 
slightly mingled with every object the brijlune-s was 
almost that of noon. Hut the life, the bustle, the 
busy din, the flowing tide .f human existence, were 
all wanting to complete the similitude. All was 
hushed and silent ; and this mighty receptacle of 
human being*, which n few short hours would wake 
into active energy and motion, seemed like a city of 
the dead. 

There was little to break this solemn illusion. 
Around were the monuments of human exertion, but 
the hands which formed them were no longer there. 
Pew, if any, were the symptoms of life. No sounds 
were heard but the heavy creaking of a solitary 
wagon, the twittering of an occasional sparrow, the 
monotonous tone of the drowsy watchman, and the 
distant rattle of the retiring carnage, fading on the 
ear till it melted into silence: and the eve that 
searched for living objects fell on nothing but the 
irrim great-coated guardian of the night, muffled up 
into an appearance of doubtful character between 


hear and man, and scarcely distinguishable, by the 
colour of Ids dress, from the brown flags along w hich 
he sauntered. 

Two novels of the same class with those of Mr 
Lister were written by the present Marquis of 
Nuumaniiy; namely, Matilda, published in 1825, and 
) rs awl JVo, a Tnlr of tin * l Uty, l >27. They were 
well received by the public, being in taste, correct¬ 
ness of delineation, ai d general good sense, superior 
to the ordinary run of fashionable novels. 

j.Ai»Y r-.vrtoi.iNr. iam:i i. vov i>a< hi; —countess of 

MOKI.KY I.ADV Oil ART.OTTK*m;:iY. 

L vov Caroiam-: L\mu( 1 was authoress 

of three work?? of fiction, which, from extrinsic cir¬ 
cumstances, were highly popular in their day. The 
first, ( I'lwinrr/.rt, was published in 1-lb, and the hero 
was undersb ■> 1 to *hodv forth’ the character and 
sentiments of Lord Ilyion ! Ir was a representation 
of the dan - r; attending a life of fashion. The 
second, (anhmn IhrnUtan , deput'd the difficulties 
and dangers inseparable, cv a in the most amiable 
nereis, from veakness and irresolution of character. 
The third, A>la litis ( 1 8g:n, is a wild Eastern talc, 
the hero Ding introduced as the Don .Juan of his 
day. a Oorgian by *- ; rth, wlio, like Othello, is ‘sold 
to slavery,’ but rises to honours and distinctions. 
In the end Ada is condemned, for various misdeeds, 
to i tern: 1 pune hmvnt ! The history of Lady Caro¬ 
line Lamb is painfully interest ing. She was united, 
before the age«»f twenty. to the Honourable William 
Lamb (now Lord. Melb<-urne). and was long the de¬ 
li: * h t of tlie fishmuabb* circles, from the singularity 
as well a- tli" gr,*ce of };• r manners, her literary 
accomplishments, and personal attractions. On 
meeting with Lord Byron. she contracted an unfor¬ 
tunate attachment tor the noble poet, which con¬ 
tinued three years, and was the theme of much 
remark, 'idle poet is said to have trifled with 
her feelings, and a rupture took place. ‘ For many 
years Lady Caroline led a life of comparative se¬ 
clusion, prineipally at Brocket Hall. This wax in¬ 
terrupted by a singular and somewhat roman¬ 
tic occurrence. Biding with Mr £<nwb t she rnet, 
just by the pa i k-gates, the hearse which was con¬ 
veying the remains of Lord Byron to Newstend 
Abbey. She was taken home insensible: an illness 
of length and severity succeeded. Some of her 
medical attendants imputed her fits, certainly of 
great incoherence and long continuance, to partial 
insanity. At this supposition she was invariably 
and bitterly indignant. Whatever l>e the cause, it 
is certain from that time her conduct and habits 
materially changed; and about three years before 
her death a separation took place between her and 
Mr Lamb, who continued, however, frequently to 
vNit, and, to the day of her death, to correspond 
with her. it is just to both parties to add, that 
Lady Caroline constantly spoke of her husband in 
the highest and most affectionate terms of admi¬ 
ration ami respect.’* A romantic susceptibility of 
temperament and character seems to have been the 
bane of this unfortunate lady. Her fate illustrates 
the wisdom of Thomson's advice— 

Then keep each piisnion down, however dear, 

Tru*t nag the tender are the mo*f severe. 

The llecollcctions of a Chaperon, I $33, by Lady 
Dacre, are a series of talcs written with taste, 
feeling, and passion. This lady is, we believe, also 
authoress of Trevelyan, DM'?, a novel which was 
considered at the time of its publication as the 

* Annual Obituary for I82f>. 
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beui feminine novel, in many respects, that had ap¬ 
peared since Miss Edgeworth’s Vivian. Among other 
works of this class may be mentioned the tale of 
JOacre , 1834, by the Coitntess of Morley ; and 
several fashionable novels ( The Divorced , Family 
Records, Love, The Courtier's Daughter , &e.) by 
Lady Charlotte Bury. This lady is the supposed 
authoress of a Diartf Illustrative of the Times of 
George IV., a scandalous chronicle, published in 
1838. It appears that her ladyship (then Lady 
Charlotte Campbell) had held an appointment in 
the household of the Princess of Wales, and during 
this time she kept a diary, in which she recorded 
the foibles and failings of the unfortunate princess 
and other members of the court. The work was 
strongly condemned by the two leading critical 
journals—the Edinburgh and Quarterly Review— 
and was received generally with disapprobation. 


It. PLUM EH WARD. 

Mr K. Plumer Ward published in 1825 a sin- 
ular metaphysical and religious romance entitled 
remaine, or the Man of Refinement. The author’s 
name was not prefixed to his work; and as lie 
alluded to his intimacy with English statesmen and 
political events, and seemed to belong to the evan¬ 
gelical party in the church, much speculation took 
place as to the paternity of the novel. The writer 
was evidently well-bred and intellectual—prone to 
philosophical and theological disquisitions, but at 
the same time capable of forcible delineation of cha¬ 
racter, and the management of natural dialogue 
j and incidents. The prolixity of some of the disscr- 
| tations and dialogues, where the story stood still for 
half a volume, that the parties might converse and 
dispute, rendered ‘ Tremaine’ somewhat heavy and 
tedious, in spite of the vigour and originality of 
talent it displayed. In a subsequent work, l)e TV/r, 
or the Man of Independence, 1827, the public dwelt 
with keen interest on a portraiture of Mr Canning, 
vdiose career was then about to close in his prernn- j 
ture death. The contention in the mind of this j 
illustrious statesman between literary tastes and the ! 
pursuits of ambfrion, is beautifully delineated in one i 
passage which has been often quoted. It represents 
a conversation between Wentworth (Canning), Sir 
George Deloraine, a reserved and sentimental man, 
and Dr Herbert. The occasion of the conversation 
was Wentworth’s having observed Deloraine coming 
out of Westminster Abbey by the door at Poets' 
Corner. Meeting at dinner, Sir George is rallied 
by Wentworth on his taste for the monuments of 
departed genius; which he defends; and he goes on 
to add— 

i‘It would (Jo all you men of power good if you 
were to visit them too; for it would show you how 
little more than upon a level is often the reputation 
of the greatest statesman with the fame of those who, 
by their genius, their philosophy, or love of letters, 
improve and gladden life even after they are gone.’ 
The whole company saw the force of this remark, and 
Wentworth not the least among them. ‘You have 
touched a theme,’ said he, 4 which has often engaged 
me, and others belore me, with the keenest interest. 

I know nothing so calculated as this very reflection 
to cure us poor political slaves (especially when we 
feel the tugs we are obliged to sustain) of being 
dazzled by meteors/ ‘ Meteors do you call them V 
said Dr Herbert. ‘Men do not run after meteors 
with such rapid and persevering steps as you great 
people pursue ambition/ * I grant you/ returned his 
friend ; * and if we did not think them something 
better, who would give himself [#. themselves] up to 
such labour, such invasions of their privacy and 


leisure, as we are forced to undergo V * What is it, 
then, that so seduces you V ‘A little intoxication/ 
returned Mr Wentworth, laughing off a subject which 
ho did not wish carried too far; ‘for which you 
philosophers say we ought to be whipped, and for j 
which ^whipped we often are. Those, however, who j 
want this whipping w ould do well to take Sir George’s 
advice, and visit the shrines of the mighty dead. 
They would see how inferior most of themselves are 
in present estimation to beings who, when alive, could j 
not, in splendour at least, comparo with them, J 1 
have too often made the reflection, and was not the 
happier for it.’ ‘You cannot be serious/ said the 
divine ; ‘ since who are such real benefactors to man¬ 
kind as enlightened legislators and patriot warriors! 
What poet, I had almost said w hat philosopher, can 
stand in competition with the founder or defender of 
his country!’ ‘Ask your own Hojpcr, your own 
Shakspenre/ answered Wentworth, forgetting his am¬ 
bition for a moment in his love of^ letters. ‘You 
take me in my*weak part/ said Herbert, ‘and the 
subject would carry us too far. 1 would remark, 
however, that but for the Solons, the Homuhises, the 
Charlemagne*, and Alfreds, vie should have no Homer 
or Shnkspeare to charm us.’ * I know this is your 
favourite theme,’ said the minister, * and you know’ 
now much I agree with you. lhfi th*> is not pre¬ 
cisely the question raised by Sir George ; which is, 
the superiority in the temple <M* fume enjoyed by men 
distinguished for their eflbrts in song or history (but 
who might have been mere Wggars when alive) over 
those who flaunted it superciliously over them in a j 
pomp and pride which are now abvcutely forgotten/ 

‘ 1 will have nothing to do with supercilious haunters/ 
replied Herbert ; 1 I speak of the liberal, the patriotic, 
who seek power for the true uses of power, in order to 
diffuse blessing and protection all around them. 

1 he-e can never fail to be deservedly applauded ; and 
I honour such ambition as of infinitely more real con¬ 
sequence to the world than those whose works (how¬ 
ever l may love them in private) can, from the mere 
nature of things, be comparatively known only to a 
few/ ‘All that is most true,’ said Mr Went worth ; 
‘and for a while public men of the description you 
mention fill a larger space in the eye of mankind ; 
that is, of contemporary mankind. But extinguish 
their power, no matter by what means, whether by 
losing faumr at court, or being turned out by the 
country, to both ybichcf^ey are alike subject ; let 
death forcibly remove them, or a queen die, and their 
light, like Bolingbroke’rt, goes out of itself; their in¬ 
fluence is certainly gone, and where is even their 
reputation! It may glimmer for a minute, like the 
dying flame of a taper, after which they soon cease to 
be mentioned, perhaps even remembered/ ‘Surely/ 
said the doctor, ‘ tjds is too much in extremes.’ ‘And 
yet/ continued Wentworth, ‘ have we not ull heard of 
u maxim appalling to all lovers of political fame, 

** that nobody is missed!” Alas! then, are we not 
compelled to burst out wdth the poet:—> 

“ What It with incessant care, 

To tend the homely alighted shepherd's trade, 

And strictly meditate the thunk less muse? 

Were ft not better done, as others use, 

To sport with Amaryllis in the shade, 

Or with the tangles of Ncomt’s hair ? M * 

<*+ pr td^.j 

Both Sir George and I)e Vero kindled at this; and 
the doctor himself smiled, when the minister pro¬ 
ceeded. ‘In short/ said he, ‘when a statesman, or 
even a conqueror is departed, it depends upon the 
happier poet or philosophic historian to matte even 
his name known to posterity ; while the historian or 
poet acquires immortality for himself in conferring 
upon his heroes an inferior existence/ * Inferior 
existence!’ exclaimed Herbert. ‘Yes; for look at 
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Plutarch, and ask which are most esteemed, himself 
I or those he records! Look at tho old Claudii and 
Manlii of Livy; or the characters in Tacitus; or 
Meccenas, Agrippa, or Augustus himself-—princes, 
emperors, ministers, esteemed by contemporaries as 
gods ! Fancy their splendour in tho eyo of tjie mul¬ 
titude while the multitude followed them! Look at 
them now ! Spite even of their beautiful historians, 
wo have often difficulty in rummaging out their old 
names; while those who wrote or sang of them live 
.before our eyes. The benefits they'conferred passed 
in a minute, while the compositions that record them 
last for ever.’ Mr Wentworth’s energy moved his 
hearers, and even Herbert, who was too classical not 
to be shaken by these arguments. ‘Still, however/ 
mid the latter, 4 we admire, and even wish to emulate 
Camillas, and Miltiades, and Alexander; a Sullv 
and a Chircmlon.’ ‘Add a Lord Burleigh/ replied 
the minister,' l *Nho, in reference to Spenser, thought a 
hundred pounds an immense sum for a song! Which 
is now most thought of, or most Uved l —the calcu¬ 
lating ministei* or the poor poet? the pul.»*nnt trea¬ 
surer or he who was left “in suing long t<> bide'”’ 
Sir (ieorge and He \ ere, considering the quarter 
whence it came, wore delighted wit 1 this question. 
The doctor was f-iirni, and seemed to wish his great 
friend to g#on.* lie proceeded thus— 4 1 might mate 
the same question as to Horace and Mectenas; and 
yet, I daresay, Horace was an proud of being taken 
in Meo»*nas\s coach to the Capitol as the dean of St 
Patricks in < )xlord’s or Holingoroke’s to Windsor. Yet 
Oxford is even now chiefly remembered through that 
very dean, and so perhaps would Ihdingbrokc, but that 
he is an author, and a very considerable one himself. 
We may recollect/ continued he, 4 the manner in which 
Whitedocke mentions Milton—that “one Milton, a 
blind man/’ «iw made secretary to Cromwell. White- 
lock e was then the first subject in the state, and lived 
in all the pomp of the scabs, and all the splendour of 
Bulstrode ; while the blind man waked at early morn 
to listen to the lark bidding him good-morrow at h: > 
cottage window. Where is the lord-keeper now i — 
where the blind man ! What is known of Addison 
secretary of state! and how am hi* excellency com¬ 
pare with the man who charms us so exquisitely in 
iis writings { When 1 have visited his interesting 
house at Hilton, in Warwickshire, sat in his \ery 
study, and read his very books, no words can describe 
my emotions. 1 brealheL»s official atmo*j)here here, 
but without thinking otmiiu at all. In short, there 
is this delightful superiority in literary over political 
fame, that the one, to say the best of it, stalks in cold 
grandeur upon stilts, like u French tragedy actor, 
while the other winds itself into our warm hearts, 
and is hugged there with all the alfcction of a friend 
and all the admiration of a lover/ ‘Hear! hear!’ 
cried Sir (ieorge, which was echoed by He Yerc and 
Herbert himself. 

J)e. Clifford, or the Constant Man, produced in 
1841, is also u tale of actual life; and as the hero is 
at one time secretary to a cabinet minister, Mr 
Ward revels in official details, rivalries, ami in¬ 
trigue. In 1844 our author produced Chatsworth , or 
the liomance of a Week, 

BENJAMIN dYsRAKLI. 

Mr Benjamin DTsraeli, M. 1\, son of the vener¬ 
able author of the Curiosities of Literature, composed 
a novel of the same class as Mr Ward’s, which also 
puzzled the busy idlers of literature and fashion. 
Vivian Grey, two volumes, 1826, and continued in 
three more volumes in the following year, is a work 
of irregular imaginative talent, of little or no plot, but 
presenting views of society and character without 


any definite or intelligible purpose. The second part, 
in which Vivian is taken to Germany and Austria, 
is amusing from its travelling scenes and sketches. 
Contarini Fleming, a Psychological Autobiography, 
four volumes, 1832, is stili mbre irregular than Mr 
DTsraeli’s first work, but has some h%hly-flnished 
scenes of passion and continental description. 

MTR TROLLOPE. 

Another keen observer and more causticJUilinea¬ 
ter of modern manners wo have in Mrs Trollope, 
authoress of a long series of fictions. This lady first 
c;»me before the public in 1832, wlfen licr Domestic 



Manners of (he Americans was published, and excited 
much attention. She drew' so sev en wp ictnre»of 
American faults and foibles—of their want of deli¬ 
cacy, their affectations, drinking, course selfishness, 
and ridiculous peculiarities—that the whole nation 
was incensed at their English satirist. There is 
much exaggeration in Mrs Trollope’s sketches; but 
having truth for their foundation, her book is sup¬ 
posed to have had some effect in reforming the 
4 minor morals’ and social habits of the Americans. 
The same year our authoress continued her satiric 
portraits in a novel entitled The Refugee in America, 
marked by the same traits as her former work, but 
exhibiting little art or talent in the construction of a 
fable. Mrs Trollope now tried new ground. In 1834 
she published Belgium and Western Germany in 1°*33, 
countries where she found much more to gratify and 
interest her than in America, and where she travelled 
in generally good humour. The only serious evil 
which Mrs Trollope seems to have encountered in 
Germany was the tobacco-smoke, which she vi¬ 
tuperates with unwearied perseverance. In 1837 
she presented another novel, The Vicar of WrerhiU, 
an able and entertaining work, full of prejudices, 
but containing some excellent painting of manners 
and eccentricities. In 1838 our authoress appears 
again as a traveller. Vienna and the Austrians was 
of the same cast as * Belgium and Germany/ but 
more deformed by prejudice. This journey also 
afforded Mrs Trollope materials for a novel, which 
she entitled A Romance of Vienna, Three novels 
were the fruit of 1839; namely, The Widow Bamaby , 
a highly amusing work, particularly the delineation 
of the bustling, scheming, unprincipled husband- 
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hunting widow • Michael Armstrong, or the Factory ceased to keep alive the strongest: ami often the 
Bov a caricature of the evils attendant on the marm- worst passions of our nature; whose pauses, during 
facturimr system ; and One Fault , a domestic story, that long lapse of a country’s existence, from actual 
illustrating with uncommon vigour and client the conflict in the field, have boon but so many changes 
dismal consequences of that species of bail temper into mental strife, and who to this day are held 
which proceeds from pride and over sensitiveness, prepaid, should the war-crv be given, to rush at 
In 1840 we had The Widow Mamed; and in 1841 each other's throats, and enact scenes that, in the 
The Blue Belles of England, and Charles Chesterfield, columns of a newspaper, would show more terribly 
; The latter relates the history of a youth of genius, vivid than any selected by us from former facts, 

! and contains a satirical picture of the state of lite- for the purposes of candid, though slight ilhistra- 
rature«in England, branding authors, editors, and tion.’ There was too much of this * strong writing.’ 
publishers with unprincipled profligacy, selfishness, in The t'roppy, and worse faults were found in the 
and corruption. In 1842 Mrs Trollope, besides prolixity of some of the dialogues and descriptions, 
throwing olf another novel ( The Ward of Thorpe and a ‘too palpable imitation of the style of Sir 
Combe), gave the public the result of a, second Walter Scott in his historical romances. The scenes 
! visit to Belgium, describing the changes that had peculiarly Irish are, however, written with Mr 
been effected since 1833, and also M 1 i sit to Italu. Banim s characteristic vigour : he describes the 


The smart caustic style of our authoress was not 
so well adapted to the classic scenes, manners, and 
antiquities of Italy, as to the broader features of 
American life and character, and this work was not 
so successful as her previous publications. Kcturn- 
ing to fiction, we find Mrs Trollope, as usual, prolific. 
Three novels, of three volumes each, were the pro- 
! duce of 1843 — Hare,rare, Jessie ]'hi Hips, and The 
La nr ring tons. The first is a sketch of a man of 
fashion ; the second rn attack on the new English 
poor-law ; and the third a lively satire on * superior j 
people,’ the ‘ bustling Botherbys’ of society. Kc\ low¬ 
ing the aggregate labours of this industrious author¬ 
ess, we cannot say that she has done good propor¬ 
tioned to her talents. Her satire is directed against 
the mere superficialities of life, and is not calculated 
to check vice or encourage virtue. In depicting 
high life, she wants the genial spirit and humanity 
of Theodore Hook. She lias scattered amusement 
among novel-readers by some of her delineations ; 
but in all her mirth there is a mocking and bitter 
spirit, which is often as misplaced as it is unfemi 
nine. 

JOHN HAMM. 

% r w 

The Tales of the O'lJura Family, first and second 
series, 1825 and 1826, produced a strong and vivid 
impression off readers of fiction. The author 
seemed to unite the truth and circumstantiality of 
Crabbe with the dark and gloomy power of Godwin ; 
and in knowledge of Irish character, habits, customs, 
and feeling, he was superior to even Miss Edge- 
worth or Lady Morgan. The* story of the Nowtans, 
and that of Croohorc of the Bill-Hook, can never be 
forgotten by those who hav perused them. 

The force of the passions, and the effects of crime, 
turbulence, and misery, have rarely been painted 
with such overmastering energy, or wrought into 
narratives of more sustained and harrowing interest. 
The probability of his incidents was not much at¬ 
tended to by the author, and lie indulged largely in 
scenes of horror and violence—in murders, abduc¬ 
tions, pursuits, and escapes—but the whole was re¬ 
lated with such spirit, raeincss, and truth of cos¬ 
tume and colouring, that the reader had neither time 
nor inclination to note defects. The very peculiari¬ 
ties of the Irish dialect and pronunciatidh (though 
constituting at first a difficulty in perusal, arul 
always too much persisted in by Mr Banirn) 
heightened the wild native flavour of the stories, 
and enriched them with many new and picturesque 
words and phrases. These original and striking 
tales were followed up in 1828 by another Irish 
story, The Croppy , connected with the insurrection 
in 1798. ‘We paint,’said the author, ‘from the 
people of a land amongst whom, for the last six 
hundred years, national provocations have never 


burning of a cabin till we mtui t»» wiyless the sjKre- 
tacle ; and the massacre at Vinegar Ivul is portrayed 
with the distinctness of dramatic action. Nanny 
the knitter is ifNo one of his happiest Irish like¬ 
nesses. The < xperiment made by the author to 
depict, like Scott, the manners and frivolities of the 
higher classes—to draw a sprightly heroine, a maiden 
aunt, or the ordinary characters and traits of genteel 
society -was decidedly a failure. His strength lav 
fti the cabin and tin* wild b ath, ink in Kic drawing¬ 
room. In b io Mr Banim published The Dcnnunceil, 
in three Volumes, a work consisting of two tales 
—’I he Last Baron of On tin. and The (Muformists. 
'The same beauties and defects whit b characterise 
The Ooppv arc set n in The I Vnmmeed ; but The 
(\»r.foruusts is a deeply-interesting story, and calls 
forth Mr lianinfs peculiarities of description and 
knowledge of character in a very striking light, llis 
object is to depict the evils of that system of anti- 
Catholic tyranny when tie* penal laws were in full 
j force, by which home education was denied to Catho¬ 
lic families unless by a Protestant teacher. Tin 
more rigid of the Catholics abjured all instruction 
thus administered; and Mr lkinim describes the 
effects of ignorance and neglect on the second son of 
a Catln-be gentleman, haughty, sensitive, and jxnin- 
fully alive to tin* disadvantages and degradation of 
his condition. The whole account of this family, 
the ITArvyw, is written with great skill and effect. 

! In 183« Mr Banirn collected several of his contribu¬ 
tions to periodical works, and published them under 
the title of The Jiit%* and other Idles. In 

1842 ho came forward with an original and excellent 
vcl, in three volumes. Father Connell, the hero 
j being an aged and benevolent Catholic priest, not 
J unworthy of association with the Protestant Vicar 
| of Wakefield. This primitive pastor becomes the 
patron of a poor vagrant boy, Neddy Pennell, whose 
adventures furnish <be incidents for the story, There 
is, as usual with Mr Banim, n variety of incidents 
minutely related—scenes of gloom and terror—and 
a complete knowledge of the moral anatomy of our 
nature. This was destined to he the last work of 
the author. He died in August 1842, in the prime 
of life, in tin* neighbourhood of Kilkenny, which 
also was his birthplace. ‘Mr Banim lw>gnn life as 
a miniature painter; but, seduced from his profession 
by promptings too strong to be resisted, and by the 
success of a tragedy, Damon and Eg thins, lie early 
abandoned art, and adopted literature as a profes¬ 
sion; and he will be long remembered as the writer 
of that powerful and painful series of novels, “The 
O’Hara 'Tales.” Some years previous, the general 
sympathy was attracted to Mr Banim’s struggle 
against the suffering and privation which came in the 
train of disease that pretduded alt literary exertion; 
and on that occasion Sir Robert Peel came to the 
aid of the distressed author, Whose latter years were 
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restored to his native country, and made easy by a 
yearly pension of XI50 from the civil list, to which 
an addition of X40 a-year was afterwards made for 
the education of his daughter, an only child/* Be¬ 
sides the works we have mentioned, Mr lhiniin 
wrote Boyne Water, und other poetical pic&s; and 
he contributed largely to the different magazines and 
annuals. ‘ The O’Hara Tales* had given him a name 
that carried general attraction to all lovers of light 
literature ; and there are few of these short and 
hasty tales that do not contain pome traces of his 
unrivalled Irish power and fidelity of delineation. 
In some respects Mr ihuiini was a mannerist: his 
knowledge extended over a wide surface of Irish 
history and of character, under all its modifications; 
but his y It; and imagination were confined chiefly 
to the same class of subjects, and to a peculiar mode 
of treating ‘Thus the consciousness of power 

in the description of unhallowed and imregulatid 
impulse, up|t a urs to draw him oft<gi away from con¬ 
templating thdse feelim.-H of a more pleasing kind, 
to comprehend and to delineate which is so neces¬ 
sary a conditc.n to tie: attainment of perfection in ; 
his art. dims tin* boldness and minmeness of detail, 
which give reality to his frequent semes of lawless- J 
ness and violence, are too often forced close on tile 
verge of vulgar honour and melodramatic artifice. 
To lie brief, ihn Helmut the whole of his writings ; 
there is a sort of ovt rstrained excitement, a wil¬ 
ful dwelling upon turbulent and unchastened pas¬ 
sions, which, as it is a vice ino-»t oft mi incident to 
the workings of real genius, more especially of Irish 
genius, so perhaps it is one which meets with hast 
im rey from w»)l-Uhaved pnn.iic people.t T his 
defect he partially overcame in his later writings. 
‘Kather Connell' is full of gentle affectionate fell¬ 
ings and delineation, and some of his smaller fades 
ate distiii:,wished by great delicacy and tenderness, 

[ /Co * of (>. f'r '/ a f V'77-y’s IJoits*. \ 

1 he sndth kept a brooding and gbmmy .-ilem’-. ; 
his almost savage y< t steadfast glare facete d upon 
the clement that, net more raging than his own 
bosom, devoured his dwelling. l ire had been -ct to 
the house .in many places within and without; and 
though at hat it crept slowly along the nurlace of the 
thatch, or only sent oii^nirs^ig wreaths of vapour 
horn the interior, or til rough the doorway, few mi¬ 
nutes elapsed until the whole of the combustible roof 
was one mass of flame, shooting up into the serene air 
in a spire of dazzling brilliancy, mixed with vivid 
sparks, and relieved against a background of dark- 
gray smoke. 

Sky and earth appeared reddywd into common ig¬ 
nition with the blaze. The homo around gleamed 
hotly; the very stum- ml rocks on the hill--bh 
seemed portions of lire; and Shawn-a-tlow's bare head 
und herculean shoulders were covered with spreading 
shower* of the m-he • of his own r >f. 

His distended eve fixed too upon the figure* of the 
actors in this scene, now rendered fiercely distinct, 
and their scabbards, their buttons, and their polished 
black helmets, bickering redly in the glow, us, at a 
coiumund from their captain, they sent up the hill¬ 
side three shouts over the demolition of the Preppy's 
dwelling. But still, though Lis breast heaved, and 
though wreaths of foam edged his lips, Shawn was 
silent; and little l’eter now feared to address a word 
to him. And other sights and occurrences claimed 
whatever attention he was able to afford. Rising to a 
pitch of shrillness that over-mastered the cheers of 
the yeomen, the cries of a man in bodilv agony struck 
on the cars of the listeners on the hill, and looking 

* Atlicn.vum for 1842. 1 Westminster Review, IngfJ. 


hard towards a spot brilliantly Illuminated, they saw 
Saunders Smyly vigorously engaged in one of his tasks 
as disciplinarian to the Ballybreehoone cavalry. With 
much ostentation, his instrument of torture was 
flourished round his head, and though at every lash 
the shrieks of the sufferer came loud, the lashes them¬ 
selves were scarce less distinct. 

A second group challenged the eye. Shawn-a-Gow’s 
house stood alone in the village. A short distance 
before its door was a lime-tree, with benches contrived 
all mund the trunk, upon which, in Muinme»«veather, 
the g-iAsipcrs of the village used to seat themselves. 
This tree, standing between our spectators and the 
blaze, cut darkly against the glowing objects beyond 
it ; and three or four yeomen, their bucks turned to . 
the hill, their faces to the burning house, and consc- ! 
qucntly their figures also appearing black, seemed , 
busily occupied in «omo feat that required the exer¬ 
tion of pulling with their hands lifted above their 
h*ctds. Mia” u Hashed an inquiring glance upon them, 
and a:im i uman form, still, like their figures, 
vague and umicimd in ldacknes gradually became 
ob’vated from the ground beneath the tree, until its 
head almost touched a projecting branch, and then 
it remained stationary, suspended from that branch. 

Miawn’s lage increased to madness at this sight, 
though he did not admit it to be immediately con- 
necied with bis more individual causes for wrath. 
And now came an even: that made n climax, for the 
pre-cut, to Id*- emotions, and at length caused some 
expre- dons of hi- pent-up feelings. A loud crackling 
cru-ii echov<l from his limi-e; a volume of flame, 
t.t'.h r and more uciiMt than any by v.hi-’Ii it was pre¬ 
ceded, darted up to the heaven-; then almost former 
daikness it]! on the hill-side; a gloomy red glow 
alone r< mained on the object- bilow; and nothing 
but thick -moke, dotted with spark*, continued to 
I i - me from his hulling After everything that could 
j iuM-mrly -non!v food to the flame had been devoured, 
it «ii- the r f of his old Icuse that now fell in. 

| ‘ By Jie a-hes o’ my cabin, burnt down before me 

: tLi- night 1 -tanniic a lmu-oless beggar on the 
, I.ill-Muc lookin’ at id- whih- 1 raw Oragge- 

i man’s liou-e t take the blaze, an’a wisp to audio 
! the blaze up, I'll burn ten houses for that one!* 

I And so U'-everating,lie recrosscfl tftc summit of the 
i hill, and, followed by Peter Rooney, descended into 
j the little valley nf refuge. 

T. ( UurrnN Cr.Olvi'.R. 

Mn (ItoKKu has been one of the most industrious 
and tasteful collectors of the legendary lore, the 
I poetical traditions and antiquities of Ireland. In 
j 1 S‘2 4 appeared his Bescart hes in the South of Ireland, 

; one volume, quarto, containing a judicious and happy 
mixture of humour, sentiment, anti autiquariamsm. 
This was followed by ivory Legends and Traditions 
of the South of Ireland, U*27 ; Legends of the Lakes, or 
Sat/inas anti Doings at Killarney , two volumes, 1828? 
j Danitl O'Pour he. or Dhimus of a Pantomime founded 
! wi that Sion/. 1828 ; Harnett Maltomy , 1832; My 177- 
, Loir versus Our Village, 1832 ; Popular Soups oflre- 
| land. 1 &<•. The talcs of ‘ Barney Mahoney' and 

j * My Village’ are Mr (Toker’s only efforts at strictly 
j original composition, his other works being compi- 
! lations, like Scott’s Minstrelsy, and entered upon 
| with equal enthusiasm and knowledge of his subject. 
Barney is a low Irish servant, anil his adventures 
are characteristic and amusing, though without 
much force or interest. * My Village* is an English 
tale, and by no means happy either in conception 
or execution. Miss Milford may have occasionally 
dressed or represented her village in vaudeville, like 
the back-scene of a theatre, but Air Croker errs on 
the opposite side. lie gives us a series of Dutch 
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paintings, too little relieved by imagination or pas- which, to be sure, it never can bo t and that’s the way 


sion to excite or gratify the curiosity of the reader. 
He is happiest among the fanciful legends of his 
native country, treasuring up their romantic fea¬ 
tures, quoting fragments of song, describing a lake 
or ruin, hitting off a dialogue or merry jest, and 
chronicling the peculiarities of his countrymen in 
their humours, their superstition, and rustic sim- 


St Patrick settled the lost of the sarpints, sir. 

The national character of Ireland was further 
illustrated hy two collections of tales published 
anonymously, entitled To-day in Ireland , 1823; and 
Yesterday in Ireland , 1828. Though imperfectly 
acquainted with the art of a novelist, this writer 


plicity. The following is the account which he puts js often correct and happy in his descriptions and 

into the mouth of one of his characters, of the last 1 1 . 1 1 “ 1 . 4 1 

of the Inish serpents. 


historical summaries. Like Banim, he has ventured 
on the stormy period of 1798, and has been moro 
minute than his great rival in sketching the circum¬ 
stances of the rebellion. Mr Chowk, author of 
The English in Italy and France, a work of superior 
merit, is said to be the author of these tales. The 
IvKV. Cjjsaii Otway, of Dublin, in his Sketches of 
Ireland , and his Tour in Connaught, *S:r. is;};), has 
displayed many of the most vahiablejnuulities of a 
novelist, without attempting the etmstruction of a 
regular story. His lively style and hvmorous illus¬ 
trations of the fnaiiners of the pegnle render his 
topographical works very pleasant as well :u in¬ 
structive reading. Mr Otway was a keen theolo¬ 
gian. a determined uni i-Gnllfolic, hut full of Irish 
feeling and universal kindliness. JJc died in March 
1842. 


Sure everybody lias heard tell of the blessed St 
Patrick, and koV he druve the sarpints and all man¬ 
ner of venomous things out of Ireland ; how he 
‘bothered all the varmint’ entirely. But for all that, 
there was one ould sarpint left, who was too cunning 
to be talked out of the country, and made to drown 
himself. St Patrick didn’t well know how to manage 
this fellow, who was doing great havoc ; till, at long 
last he bethought himself, ami got a strong iron chest 
made with nine boults upon it. So one fine morning 
he takes a walk to where the sarpint used to keep ; 
and the sarpint, who didn't like the saint in the least, 
and small blame to him for that, began to hiss and 
show his teeth at him like anything. 4 (>h/ says St 
Patrick, says he, ‘where’s the use of making such a 
piece of work about a gentleman like lovsclf coining 
to see you. ’Tis a nice hou>c I have got made for 
you agin the winter; for I’m going to civilise the 
whole country, man and beast,* says lie, ‘ and you can 
come and look at it whenever you please, and Vis mv- 
self will he glad to see you.’ the sarpint hearing such 
smooth words, thought that though St Patrick had 
druve all the rest of the sarpints into the sea, he meant 
no harm to himself; so the sarpint walks fair and 
easy up to see him and the house he was speaking 
about. But when the sarpint saw the nine boults 
upon the chest, ho thought he was sould (betrayed), 
and was for making off with himself as fast as n or lie 
could. ‘ ’Tis a nice warm house, vou sec,’ says St 
Patrick, ‘and ’ti.s a good friend I am to vou.’* ‘1 
thank you kmdhg St Patrick, for your civifity,’ snvs “t-'eted with the Limerick Advertiser newspaper ; but 
th(?sarpint p'but I think it’s too small it. is for me’li b ; ivin k r writtpn 11 tragedy, he migrated to London in 


\i.i> <;un n.w 

Gkp.\ i.i> GrurriN. author of some excellent Irish 
talcs, was horn at Limerick on the 12 th of December 
180.4. Ills first schoolmaster appears to have been 
a true Milesian pedant anal original, for one of his 
advertisements begins — * When ponderous poly¬ 
syllables promulgate professional powers L—and iie 
boasted of being one of three persons in Ireland who 
knew how to read correctly ; namely, the Bishop of 
Killaloe, the Lari of (lure, and himself, Mr Mac- 
Lligot! Gerald was afterwards placed under a pri¬ 
vate tutor, whence he v as removed to attend a school 
at Limerick. While a mere youth, he became eon- 


meaning it for an excuse, and away he Mas going. 
‘ Too small!’ says Sit Patrick, ‘ stop, if you please/ says 
he, ‘ you’re out in that, my boy, anyhow—1 am sure 

’ says 
1 that if 

- . j plenty of room 

for you. The sarpint was as thirsty as could be with 
his walk ; and ’twas great joy to him the thomrhts of 
doing St Patrick out of the gallon of porter; so, swell¬ 
ing himself up - 1 * ‘ .. .. 

chest, all 
says he, 


’twill fit you completely ; and I ’ll tell you what,’ 
he, ‘ I’ll bet you a gallon of porter,’ savs he, * th 
you’ll only try and get in, there’ll be plenty of r 


bis twentieth year, with the hope of distinguishing 
himself in literature and the drama. Disappoint¬ 
ment very naturally followed, and Gerald l*‘took 
himself to reporting for the daily press ami contri¬ 
buting to the magazines. In 1825 he succeeded in 
getting an operatic fi'elodrUma brought out at the 
English Opera House; and in 1827 appeared bis 
Holland-Tide , or Munster 1'opular Tales, a series of 
short stories, thoroughly Irish, and evincing powers 


nself up as big as he could, in he got to the observation and description from which much 
all but a little bit of his tail. ‘There, now,’ might he anticipated. This fortunate beginning 
’» < Hre won the gallon, for you see the house is was followed up the same year by Tales of the Man - 
too small for me,«for I can’t get in rny tail.’ When ster Festivals , contaitfhtg Card-Drawing, the Half-Sir, 
wh«fc does St Patrick do, but he comes behind the UH( l Suit JJhuv the Coiner, three \olunics. The 
great heavy lid of the chest, and, putting his two nationality of these tales, and the talent of the 
hands to it, down he slaps it with a bang like thunder, author in depicting the mingled levity and pathos 
v\ hen the rogue of a sarpint saw the lid coming down, of the Irish character, rendered them exceedingly 
m went Ins tail like a shot, for fear of being whipped popular. His reputation was still further increased 
?“Ln’ n b iri trickboganatoil ^t°b ou lt thonine by the publication, in 1829, of The Collegians; a 
B miir< ! cr! w » nt y° u 1(?t 111(5 out. Smm(i tSrncs <>f T*l** of the Munster Festivals, three 
and I’B n«l vmt 1 ve loHt thebet fairl M volumos > whi( ’ h P™ved to be the most popular of all 

out my dulmT’ s»vs g st pk 1 lk t t "T - ’ ‘ Let >' ,m hU wori 5": “ nd wlu > thought by many to place Griffin 
by all manner of means - *° l’ C , Sllrc 1 Wlll > a , s an lrish novelist above Ranim and Curie toil, 

now so vou must wait till t y ° U KOo I I haven’t tune home of the scenes possess a deep and melancholy 
took the fron chest with tho mn'??•'*'•> An I l "° he lntcrc8t; tor, in awakening terror, and painting the 

it into thelakeherethereit h to ihY i l * !, terner I m, ? ion » ««* «*e»r Griffin displayed 

tuin • „„,i ,l t u’ . f re “ 19 to this hour for cer- the art and power of a master. ‘ The Collegians,' 

tom that makes thewaves upon 8 /” 6 Manv'is lT p* 1 ’ “P “ ) WritL ' r ‘Jj 0 Edinburgh Review, ‘is a very 
ing man (continued Strides mvself I t , mteresUng and well-constructed tale, full of incident 

sksiwasvHtSSS?.»ivsn4"saas'js: 

to morrow yet?~is it to-morrow yet?’ girl of far inferior rank, and of the consequences 
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which too naturally result. The gradual decay of 
an attachment which was scarcely based on any¬ 
thing better than sensual love—the irksomeness of 
concealment—the goadings of wounded pride—the 
suggestions of self-interest, which had t>een hastily 
neglected for an object which proves inadequate 
when gained—all these combining to produce, first, 
neglect, and lastly, aversion, are interestingly and 
vividly described. An attachment to another, su¬ 
perior both in mind and station, springs up at the 
same tima; and to effect a union with her, the un- 
happy wile is sacrificed. It is a terrible represen¬ 
tation of the course of crime; and it is not only 
forcibly, but naturally displayed. The characters 
sometimes express their feelings with unnecessary 
energy, strong emotions are too long dwelt- upon, 
and incidents rather slowly developed; hut there 
ia no cnnimyj^ skill and power evinced in the con¬ 
duct of the tu*.’ In IS MO Mr Griflin was again in 
the field wi^i his Irish sketches. Two tales, The 
Rivals, and Travel/'s Ambition, v^re well received, 
though improbable in plot and ill-arranged iri in¬ 
cident. The author continued his miscellaneous 
labours for the prws, and published, Insides a 
number of contributions to periodicals, another 
scries of stories, entitled Tales ef the Tire Senses. 
These arv*hot equal to his ‘ Munster Tales,’ hut tftv, 
nevertheless, full of fine Irish description and cha¬ 
racter, and of that ‘dark and touching power’ which 
Mr ('arleton assigns as the distinguishing excellence 
of hi* brother novelist. In hs:»2 the townsmen of 
Mr Griffin devolved upon him a very phasing duty 
— to wait upon Mr Moore the poet, and request that 
he would allow himself to be put in nomination for 
the representation of the city of Limerick in parlia¬ 
ment. Mr Moore prudently declined this honour, 
but appears to have given a characteristically kind 
and warm reception to his young enthusiastic visitor, 
and his brother, who accompanied him. 

Notwithstanding the early success and growing 
reputation of Mr Griffin, he appears to have soon 
become tired of the world, arid anxious to retreat 
from its toils and its pleasures. He had been edu¬ 
cated in the Homan Catholic faith, and one of his 
sisters had, about the year 1830, taken the veil. 
This circumstance awakened the poetical and de¬ 
votional feelings and desires that formed part of his 
character, and he grew daily more anxious to quit 
the busy world for a !if£ of R-ligious duty and ser¬ 
vice. The following verses, written at this time, 
are expressive of his new enthusiasm :— 

Seven dreary winters gone and spent, 

Seven blooming summers viim-hed too, 

Since on an eager mission bent, 

I left my Irish home ant you. 

I low passed those years I will not say ; 

They cannot be by words renewed— 

Ood wash their sinful parts away ! 

And blest be he for all their good. 

With even mind and tranquil breast 
I left my youthful sister then, 

And now in sweet religious rest 
1 see my sister there again. 

Returning from that stormy world, 

How pleasing is a sight like this! 

To see that bark with canvass furled 
Still riding in that port of peace. 

Oh, darling of a heart that still, ' 

By earthly joys so deeply trod, 

At moments bids Us owner feel 
The warm til of nature and of God ! 


Still be his care in future years j 

To learn of thee truth’s simple way, j 

And free from foundless hopes or fears, 

Serenely live, securely pray. 

And When our Christmas days are past, 

And life’s vain shadows faint and dim, 

Oh, be my sister heard at last. 

When her pure hands are raised for him l 

Chrirtmaz, 1ft 30. ; 

i 

His mind, fixed on this subject, still retained its j 
youthful buoyancy and cheerfulness, and he made a j 
tour in Scotland, which afforded hijn the highest sa- ’ 
tisfaetion and enjoyment. lie retired from the world 
in the autumn of 183 ^, and joined the Christian J 
Brotherhood (whose duty it is to instruct the poor) . 
in the monastery at Cork. In the second year of j 
his noviciate he was attacked with typhus fever, i 
and died on the 12th of dune 1840. 

j 

n i j. u a m t; a It Lr ton . 

Wim.tau Ca ii i. eton, author of Trails and Stories 
of the Irish Peasantry, was born at PriJlisk, in the 
parish of Clobber, and county of 'Tyrone, in the year 
17 f o^. His father was a person in lowly station—a 
peasant—but highly and singularly gifted. His me¬ 
mory was unusually retentive, and as a teller of old 
tales, legends, and historical anecdotes, be was un¬ 
rivalled; and his stock of them was inexhaustible. 
He spoke the Irish and English languages with nearly 
equal fluency. His mother was skilled in the native 
music of the country, and possessed the sweetest and 
most exquisite of human voices.* She was cele¬ 
brated fi»r the effect she gave to the Irish cry or 
4 keene.’ ‘ I have often been present/ says her son, 

4 when she has “raised the keene’’over the corpse 
of some relative or neighbour, and my readers may 
judge of the melancholy charm which accompanied 
this expression of her sympathy, when I assure them 
that the general clamour of violent grief was gradu¬ 
ally diminished, from adniiration^mjj^ it became 
ultimately hushed, and no voice wfisne ard buf her 
own—-wailing in sorrowful blit solitary beauty/ With 
such parents ('arleton could nofr fitil to imbibe the 
peculiar feelings and superstitions of his country. 
His humble home was a fitting nursery for Irish 
genius. His first schoolmaster was a Connaught man, 
named Pat Fraync, the prototype of Mat Kavanagh 
in the ‘ Hedge School/ He also received 6ome in¬ 
struction from a classical teacher, a ‘tyrannical 
blockhead’ who settled in the neighbourhood, and it 
was afterwards agreed to send him to Munster, as a 
poor scholar, to complete his education. The poor 
scholars of Munster are indebted for nothing but 
their bed and board, which they receive from the 
parents of the scholars. In some cases a collation 
is made to provide an outfit for the youth thus leav¬ 
ing home; but Carleton’s own family supplied the 
funds supposed to be necessary. The circumstances 
attending his departure Mr Carleton has related in 
his fine tale, ‘ The Poor Scholar/ As he journeyed 
slowly along the road, his superstitious fears got the 
better of his ambition to be a scholar, and stopping 
for the night at a small inn by the way, a disagree¬ 
able dream determined the home-sick "lad to return 
to his father’s cottage. His affectionate parents 
were equally joyed to receive him; and Carleton 
seems to have done little for some years but join in 
the sports and pastimes of the people, and attend 
every wake, dance, fair, and merry-making in the 

* These particulars concerning the personal history of tho 
novelist ore confined in hi* introduction to tho last edition 
of tho 4 Traits and Stories.’ 
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neighbourhood. In his seventeenth year he went to 
assist a distant relative, a priest, who had opened a 
classical school near Glasslough, county of Monaghan, 
where he remained two years. A pilgrimage to the 
far-famed Lough-derg, or St Patrick’s Purgatory, 
excited his imagination, and the description of that 
performance, some years afterwards, ‘not only,’ he 
says, * constituted in y debut in literature, hut was 
also the means of preventing me from being a plea¬ 
sant strong-bodied parish priest at this day : indeed 
it was th^cause of changing the whole destiny of my 
subsequent life.’ About this time chance threw a 
copy of Gil Bias in his way, and his love of adven¬ 
ture was so stimulated hv its perusal, that he left, 
his native place, and set off on a visit to a ('atholie 
clergyman in the county of Louth, lie stopped 
with him a fortnight, and succeeded in procuring a 
tuition in the house of a farmer near (\?rcreagh. 
This, however, was a tame life and a hard one, ami 
he resolved on precipitating himself on the Irish me¬ 
tropolis, with no other guide than a certain strong 
feeling of vague and shapeless ambition. He entered 
Dublin with only 2s. 9d. in his pocket. From this 
period we suppose we must date the commencement 
of Mr Carlcton h literary career. In Itch) appeared 
his ‘ Traits and Stories,’ two volumes, publi hod in 
Dublin, but without the author's name. Mr Ouleton, 
in his preface, ‘ assures the public, that what lie oilers 
is, both in manufacture and material, genuine Irish ; 
yes, genuine Irish as to character, drawn by one born 
amidst the scenes he describes--reared, ns one of the 
people whose characters and situations lie sketches 
—and who can cut and dress a shillaly as well as 
any man in his majesty’s dominions ; ay, and n-a- it 
too; so let the critics take rare of t hi nisei vo.'.’ 
The critics were unanimous in favour of the Irish 
skctcher. His account of the northern Irish t 
Ulster creachts— was new to the reading public, and 
the ‘dark mountains and green vales’ of his native 
Tyrone, of Donegal, and Derry, laid been loft un¬ 
touched by the previous writers on Ireland. A 
second series of these tales was publish! 1 by Mr 
Carlcton in^v^&JKmd was equally well received. In 
1839 he sent forth a powerful Irish story, Funhntnnjhj 
the Miser , or the Convicts of Lisnatnotm, in which the 
passion of avarice is strikingly depicted, without 
its victim being wholly dead to natural tendernes • 
and affection. Scenes of broad humour and coinl 
extravagance are interspersed throughout the work. 
Two years afterwards (1841) appeared The Fa ten <</ 
Spring Vah„ The Clarionet . and other Tides, three 
volumes. There is more of pathetic composition in 
this collection than in the former; but one genial light¬ 
hearted humorous story, ‘ The Misfortune* of Barney 
Branagan,’ was a prodigious favourite. The collection 
was pronounced by,a judicious critic to be calculated 
‘for^hose quiet country haunts where the deep and 
natural pathos of the lives of the poor may Ihj best 
read and taken to heart. Hence Mr Carlcton ap¬ 
propriately dedicates his pages to Wordsworth. But 
they have the fault common to other modern Irish 
novels, of an exaggerated display of the darker vicis¬ 
situdes of life: none better than the Kydal philo¬ 
sopher could teach the tale-writer that the eflict of 
mists, and rains, aiul shadows, is lost without sun- 
breaks to relieve the gloom.’ r J’h L . gn at merit, how¬ 
ever, of Mr Carle ton, is the truth of his delineations 
and the apparent artlessness of his stories. If ho 
has not the passionate energy —or, as he himself has 
termed it, * the melancholy but indignant reclama¬ 
tions 1 of John Banim, he has not his party prejudices 
or bitterness. He seems to have formed a fair and 
just estimate the character of his countryn.. 
and to have drawn it as it actually appeared to him , 
at home and abroad—in feud and in festival—in the 


various scenes which passed before him in his native 
district and during his subsequent rambles. In exa¬ 
mining into the causes which have operated in 
forming the character of the peasantry, Mr Carlcton 
alludes to the long want of any fixed system of 
wholesome education. The clergy, until lately, took 
no interest in tin* matter, and the instruction of the 
children (where any instruction was obtained) was 
left altogether to hedge schoolmasters, a class of 

en who, with few exceptions, bestowed ‘such an 
| education upon the people ns is sufficient #lmoxt, in 
the absence of all other causes, to account for much 
of tlu* agrarian violence and erroneous principles 
which regulate their movements ami feelings on that 
i and similar subjects.' The lower Irish, too, he justly 
i remarks, were, until a comparatively recent period, 

; treated with apathy and gross neglect by the only 
! class to whom they could or ought t** ’ook up for 
; sympathy or protection. Hence tiling deep-rooted 
: prejudices and fearful crimes whic h staiie the history 
! of a people remarkable for tlu ir social:and domestic 

■ virtues. * In domestic life,’ says Mr Carlcton, * there 
is no man so exquisitely affectionate and humanised 
a* the Irishman. The national Imagination is active, 
and the national heart warm, and it follows very na¬ 
turally that he should bo, and is. tender ynd strong 
in all his d modm relations. Unlike the people of 
other nations, his grief is loud, but lasting; vehement, 
but deep; and whilst its shadow has been chequered 
by the laughter and mirth of a cheerful disposition, 
still, in the moments of seclusion, at his bed-side 
prayer, or over the grave of those in* loved, it will 
put itsi If forth, afier half a lit*', with vivid power 
of recollection which is sometimes almost beyond 
belief.’ A people thus cast in t xtremes melancholy 

| and humorous—passionate in aflection and in hatred 
| —cherishing the old language, traditions, and rceol- 
j lections of their country - their wild music, poetry, 

■ and customs- ready either for good or for evil - such 
a people certainly afford* the novelist abundant mate¬ 
ria!'? for his fictions. The field is ample, ami it has 
L*l u ruddy cultivated. 

! 

| oj Ydl'i'v and Si ' ttul Cato . ] 

j lie* tillage <*f Findrum< v.ns situated at the foot 
I of a h.ng given hill, the tlim: < f which formed a 
low arch, as it rose t^the^y against tin* horizon. 
This hill wa> s 1 added with clump* of beccho, and 
sometimes curb ms! us a meadow. In the month of 
July, when the grass on it was long, many an hour 
iuno I -pent in solitary enjoyment, watching the 
wavy motion pi-odmvd upon its pliant surface by the 
sunny winds, or the liight of the cloud shadows, like 
gigantic phantoms, a< they swept rapidly over it, 
wliilst the niunmir m tlu rocking tiers, and the 
glancing of the.r bright leaves in the sun, produced a 
heartfelt plenum*, the very memory of which rises in 
my imagination like some fading recollection of a 
brighter world. 

At the loot of this hill ran n clear deep-bunked 
river, hounded on one ,*ide by u slip of rich level 
meadow, and on the other by a kind of common for 
the village geese, whose white feathers during the 
summer season lay scattered over its green surface. 
It was it No the play-ground for the hoys of the village 
school ; for there ran that part of tho river which, 
with very correct judgment, the urchins had selected 
as their bathing-place. A little slojw; or watering- 
ground in the bank brought them to the edge of the 
stream, where the bottom fell away into the fearful 
depths of the whirlpool under the hanging oak on 
the other bank. Well do 1 remember the first time 
I ventured to swim across it, and even yet do 1 fee in 
imagination the two bunches of water flagon* on 
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which the inexperienced swimmers trusted themselves 
in the water. 

About two hundred yards above this, the horem* 
which led from the village to the main road crossed 
the river by one of those old narrow bridges whose 
arches rise like round ditches across the frond—an 
almost impassable barrier to horse and car. On 
passing the bridge in a northern direction, you found 
a range of low thatched houses on each side of the 
road ; and if one o’clock, the hour of dinner, drew 
near, you might observe columns of blue smoke 
curling up from a row of chimneys, some made* of 
wicker creels plastered over with a rich coat of mud, 
some of old narrow b< ttomlr-s tub-, and other-, with 
a greater appearance of ta-ie, ornamented with thick 
circular ropes of straw sewed together like bee-' sk* p- 
with the peel of a brier; and many having nothing 
but the n|M*yejjt above. Hut the smoke by no mean- 
escaped by ifc> legitimate aperture, for you miirlit 
observe littie clouds of it bursting out of the doors 
and window.-4 the panes of the Tati*, r being mostly 
steppe 1 at other time- with <«M ha!- and rags, \niv 
now left entiudy open for the pwipov.* • >(' giving it a 
free escape. • 

Hefojv* the d-.ors, <>u right and i< ft, v. a- a suites of 
dunghill-, oa^Ji with it-, e.incomitant sink of green 
rotten waTcr ; and if it hupp' nod that a -tout-1 oozing 
woman with watery eve-, and a yellow cap hung 
loosely upon lor matted lock-, mmc, with a chubby 
urchin on one ana and a pot of dirty water in her 
hand, it- unceremonious ejection in the ufmv-uid sink 
would be apt t*» send you up the \ ill.tee wit i; yur 
finger and thumb (for what purpose y.m wnirid v our¬ 
self perfectly understand ) « b»-clv, but m t ki-.owingl', 
applied to yur tm-tril-. Hut, imb'pm.den:i<>f thi-, 
pm would b'- apt to ha' e otlmr rea-ons 1- r giving 
Viiur Imr-e, win <■ he* Is air by thi- rime. -urn-undid 
by a tl-v.on of barking cum, and the same number'd' 
shouting urchin-, a pn tty sharp touch <d the -pur-, 
a- well as lor complaining bitierly of the *>*!our < 1 lie ( 
atmosphere. It ri no land.rape without figuies ; ai.d 
you might nofbv if you me, as I -oppose um to lie. 
a man of <*1 »mtv atn-n in nerv .-ink a- \<u pa-- ai"ii:' 
a 4 slip td* a pig* xtretrhed in tlie middle of the mud, 
the vi: r v btitK oh a/ of luxury, giving occasionally a 
long luxuriant grunt, highly expre-sive of hi.- enjoy¬ 
ment ; of perhaps an old farrower, lying' in indolent 
repose, with half a d*»/.en young ones jostling each 
other for their draiqdyif amlfpuncbing her belly with 
their little snout-, ivckle.-s v( the fumes they are 
ereating; whilst the loud crow of the cock, as he con¬ 
fidently flaps hi- wings tin hi- own dunghill, give- the 
warning note for the hour of dinner. 

Am you advance, you will al-o perceive several fuei> 
thrust out of the do.»r-, and rather than miss a sight 
of you, a grotesque \i-agc peeping by a short cut 
through the paneless windows, or a tattered female 
tlying to snatch up her urchin that has been tumbling 
itself hinds up in the du-t of the mad, lest * the gintle- 
man’s horse might ride over it ;* and if you happen to 
look behind, you may observe a shaggy-headed youth 
in tattered IVize, with one hand thrust indolently in 
his breast, standing at tin* door in Conversation with 
the inmates, a broad grin of sarcastic ridicule on hi- 
face, in the act of breaking a joke or two upon your¬ 
self or your horse ; or pci haps your jaw may be saluted 
with a lufnp of clay, just hard enough not to fall 
asunder as it flics, cast by some ragged gorsoon from 
behind a hedge, who squats himself in a ridge of corn 
to avoid detection. 

.Seated upon a hob at the door you may observe a 
toil-worn man without coat or waistcoat, his red 
muscular sunburnt shoulder peering through the 
remnant of a shirt, mending his shoes with a piece of 
twisted flax, called a lingd, or perhaps sewing two 
* A little road. 


footless stockings, or rmriyrcns, to his coat, a« a sub- j 
stitute for sleeves. , | 

Jn the gardens, which are usually fringed with 
nettles, you will see a solitary labourer, working with 
that carelessness and apathy that characterise an 
Irishman when he labours Jbr himself, leaning upon 
his spade to look after you, and glad of any excuse to 
be idle. 

The house-', however, are not all such as I have de¬ 
scribed— far from it. You see here and there, between 
the more humble cablin', a stout coiuforta^le-looking 
larm-hou-e with ornamental thatchifig and well- 
glazed windows ; adjoining to which is a hay-yard 
with five or rix large stacks of cornfwr 11-trimuied and 
roped, and a line yellow wrutkcr-bcatcn old hay- 
riek, hall-cut — not taking into account twelve or 
thirteen cir uiar strata of stones that mark out the 
foundation- on win* ■)» other- had been raised. Neither 
is the rich smell * f o,u<m or vhoau-n bread, which the 
good-wife i- baking on the griddle, unpleasant to your 
nostril-; nor woui 1 the bubbling of a large pot, in 
which you might sec, should you chance to enter, a 
prodigious sijinae of fat, yellow,: ml almost transparent 
bacon turn! ling about, to be un unpleasant object; 
truly, a- it hang- over a large fh ■*•, with well-.swept 
In arth-tonv, it i.- in good keeping with the white settle 
and chair-, and the dresser with noggins, wooden 
trencher-, and pewter dishes, perfectly clean, and as 
well poli-hed a.- a Trench courtier. 

A- you leave the vilia -jv, you have, t > the left, a 
v icw of the hill which I have already described, and 
to the richt a i<*w 1 expao-e <.f fertile country, bounded 
by a giM.d view of n-piciublc mountains peering de- 
c ntlv into the sky; and in a line that forms an acute 
angle lY"Ui the point of the l ad where you ride, ri a 
delightful valley, in the bottom of which shines a 
pretty Ink*-; and a little beyond, on the -lope of a 
cvcin hill, ris'-s a .-piemlid house, surrmn.ded by a 
par!, ueli-v.oodcd and stocked with deer. You have 
now topped the litric hill above the village, and a 
straight line of level n ad, a mile long, gets forward 
t» a country town which lie- immediately behind 
that white church with its spire n m.rim .tJnto the sky 
bvtcre you. You de-cend on the other -idc, and 
having advanced a few perches, look to the left, 
where you mc a long thatchc<k cfcapel, only distin¬ 
guished from a dwelling-house by its want of chim¬ 
ney-, and a small .-tone cross that stands on the top 
of the ca-tern gable ; behind it is a gravc-vard, and 
b'- ido it a snug public-house, well white-washed; 
then, to the right, you ob-erve a door apparently in 
the -idc of a clay bank, which rises considerably 
above the pavement of the road. What ! you ask 
your-olf, can this be a human habitation ? But ere 
you have time to an-wer tin* question, a confused ! 
bu/.z of voices from within reaches your ear, and the 
appearance of a little gorsoort* with a red close- ' 
cropped head and Milesian face, having in hi.?hand 
a short white stick, or the thigh-bone of a horse, I 
which you at once iccognise as ‘the pass’ of a village 
scho< 1, gives you the full information. He has an 
ink-horn, covered with leather, dangling at the button¬ 
hole (for he has long since played away the buttons) 
of' hi-* fri/.e jacket— hi.- mouth is circumscribed with a 
streak of ink - his pen is stuck knowingly behind his j 
ear—his shins arc dotted over with fire-blisters, black, ! 
red, and blue—on each heel a kibe—his ‘leather J 
crackers’— vkblircf, breeches—shrunk up upon him, j 
and only reaching as far down as the caps of his j 
knees. Having spied vou, he places his hand over his j 
brows, to throw* back the dazzling light of the sun, j 
and peers at you from under it, till he breaks out j 
into a laugh, exclaiming, half to himself, half to j 
you— j 

‘You a gintleinan!—no, nor one of vour breed ’ 
never was, you proethorin* thief you 1’ 
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You are now immediately opposite the door of the 
§eroinjya^ when half a dozen of those seated next it 

n<KicS9b‘ , , , 

* Qh,' iir, here’s a gintleman on a horse!—masther, 
sir, fee’s a gintleman on a horse, wid boots and spurs 
on him, that’s looking in at us.’ 

* Silence!’ exclaims the master; 4 back from the 
door—boys rehearse—every one of you rehearse, 1 
say, you Boeotians, till the gintleman goes past!’ 

4 1 want to go out, if you plase, sir.’ 

* No, you don’t, Plielim.’ 

* I do, iiide n d, sir.’ 

‘What! is it afther conthradietin’ me you’d lie? 
Don’t you see the “porter’s” out, and you can't go.’ 

* Well, ’tis Mat Meehan has it, sir ; and lie’s out 
this half-hour, sir ; I can't stay in, sir !’ 

‘You want to be idling your time looking at the 
gintleman, Phelim.’ 

* No, indeed, sir.’ 

‘ Phelim, I know you of ould—go to your sate. I 
tell you, Phelim, you were born for the encourage¬ 
ment of the hemp manufacture, and you’ll die pro¬ 
moting it.’ 

In the meantime the master puts his head out of 
the door, his body stooped to a 4 half-bond ’■—a phrase, 
and the exact curve which it forms, 1 leave for the 
present to your own sagacity—and surveys you until 
you pass. That is an Irish hedge-school, and tin* 
personage who follows you with his eye a hedge- 
schoolmaster. 


MISS MARY RUSSF.LL MIT LORD. 

Miss Mary Russell Mitford, the painter of 
English rural life in itc. happiest and most genial 
aspects, was born in 1789 at Alresford, in Jlamp- 
j shire. Reminiscences of her early boarding-school 
! days are scattered through her works, and she 
j appears to have been always an enthusiastic reader. 

■■ When very young, she published a volume of mis¬ 
cellaneous poems, and a metrical tale in the style of 
Scott, entitled Christine , the Maid of the South Seas , 
founded on ■ .I L covery of the mutineers of the 
Bounty. In 1823 was produced her effective and 
striking tragedy of Julian , dedicated to Air Mae- 
ready the actor, s foV the zeal with which he be¬ 
friended the production of a stranger, for the judi¬ 
cious alterations which he suggested, and for the 
energy, the pathos, and the skill with which be more 
than embodied its principal character.* Next year 
Miss Mitford published the first volume of Our Vil¬ 
lage, Sketches of Rural Character and Scenery, to which 
four other volumes were subsequently added, the 
fifth and last in 1832. ‘Everyone,’ says a lively 
writer,* 4 now knows Our Village, and every one 
knows that the nooks and corners, the haunts and 
the cqpses so delightfully described in its pages, w ill 
be found in the immediate neighbourhood of Read- 
; ing, and more especially around Three-Mile Cross, 

: a cluster of cottages on the Basingstoke road, in one 
I of which our authoress has now resided for many 
l years. But so little were the peculiar and original 
j excellence of her descriptions understood, in the first 
| instance, that, after having gone the round of rejec- 
I tion through the more important periodicals, they 
■ at last saw the light in no worthier publication 
than the Lady’s Magazine. But the series of rural 
pictures grew, and the venture of collecting them 
into a separate volume was tried. The public began 
to relish the style so fresh, yet so finished, to 
enjoy the delicate humour and the simple pathos of 
the tales; and the result was, that the popularity 
of these sketches outgrew that of the works of 

* Mr Choriey—The Authors of England. 


loftier order proceeding from the same pen; that 
young writers, English and American, began to 
imitate so artless and charming a manner of narra¬ 
tion ; and that an obscure Berkshire hamlet, by the 
magic of talent and kindly feeling, was converted 
into a pl^ce of resort and interest for not a few of 
the finest spirits of the age.’ Extending her oh- | 
servation from the country village to the market- < 
town. Miss Mitford published another interesting | 
volume of descriptions, entitled Belford Regis. She ! 
also gleaned from the ncw r world three volumes of J- 
Stories of American Life , by American Writers , of ! 
w hich she remarks— 4 The scenes described and the . 
personages introduced are us various as the authors, ! 
extending in geographical space from Canada to ' 
Mexico, and including almost every degree of civili¬ 
sation, from the wild Indian mid the almost equally 
wild hunter of the forest and prairies, Jq the culti¬ 
vated inhabitant of the city and plainJ Besides her 
tragedies (which are little inferior to those of Miss 
Baillie as intcllectu.il productions, while,one of them, 
Rienzi, has been highly successful on the stage), , 
Miss Mitford has written numerous talcs for the , 
annuals and magazines, showing that her industry 
is equal to her talents. It is to her English tales, 
however, that she must chiefly trust her fame with 
posterity; and there is so much unalfectl*d grace, 
tenderness, and beauty in these rural delineations, 
that we cannot conceive their ever Ixfing considered 
obsolete or uninteresting. In them she 1ms trea¬ 
sured not only the results of long and familiar ob¬ 
servation, but the feelings and conceptions of a truly 
poetical mind. She is a prose f’owper, without bis 
gloom or bitterness. In 183s Miss Mitford’s name 
was added to the pension list—a well-earned tribute 
to one whose genius has been devoted to the honour 
and embellishment of her country. 


( or.VTE <i > OF lILESSrNTiToV. 

'This lady, well known in the world of fashion and 
literature, is a native of Ireland, daughter of Edward 
Power, Esq., late of Curagheen, county Waterford. 

! At the age of fifteen she became the wife of Captain 
i Farmer of the 47th regiment, after w hom* death, in 
J 1817, she was united to Charles John Gardiner, 
i Earl of Iflessington. In 1822 she was again left a 
1 widow*. I^idy lUessingl.m nfcr fixed her residence 
in Ixwdon, and, by her rank and personal tastes, 
succeeded in rendering herself a centre of literary 
society. Her first publication was a volume of 
Travelling Sketches in Belgium , very meagre and ill- 
written. The next work commanded more atten¬ 
tion : it was her Conversations with Lord Byron, whom 
she had met daily for sime time at Genoa. In 1833 
appeared The Repealers , a novel in three volumes, but 
containing scarcely any plot, and few delineations of 
character, the greater part being filled with dialogues, 
criticism, and reflections. Her ladyship is sometimes 
sarcastic, sometimes moral, and more frequently per- 
Konal. One female sketch, that of Grace Cassidy, 
a young Irish wife, is the only one of the characters 
we can remember, and it shows that her ladyship 
is most at home among the scenes of her early days. 
To 4 The Repealers ’ succeeded The Two friends, The > 
Confessions of an Elderly Gentleman, The Confessions \ 
of an Elderly Lady, Desultory Thoughts, The Belle of j 
a Reason, The Governess, The Idler in Italy (three 
volumes, 1839-40), The Idler in France (two volumes, 
1841), The Victims of Society, and Meredith. Her 
recollections of Italy and France ore perhaps the 
best of her works, for in these her love of anecdote, 
epigram, and sentiment, has full scope, without any 
of the impediments raised by a story. 
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MRS 8, C. HALL. 

Mrs S. C. Hall, authoress of Lights and Shadows 
of Irish Life* and various other works, ‘ is a native of 
Wexford, though by her mother’s side she js of Swiss 



descent, Her maiden mime was Field;;,1 v u bbT, 
however, she v.as unknown in the literary •.! as 
her first work was not published till after Iter mar¬ 
riage. She belongs to an old and excellent fa mil v 
in her native county. She first quitted Ireland at 
the early age of fifteen, to reside with her mother in 


England, and it was some time before she revisited 
her native country; but the scenes which were fami¬ 
liar to her as a child have made such a vivid and 
lasting impression on her mind, and all her sketches 
evince so much freshness and vigour, that her read¬ 
ers miglit easily imagine she had spent her life 
among the scenes she describes. To her early ab¬ 
sence from her native country is probably to be 
traced one strong characteristic of all her writings— 
the total absence of party feeling on subjects con¬ 
nected with politics or religion.’* Mrs Jt I all’s first 
work appeared in 1829, and was entiffedS^etcAe* of 
Irish Character. These hear a closer resemblance to 
the tales of Mi s Mitford than to\he Irish stories of 
Batiim or Griflin, though the latter may have' nded 
to direct Mrs Ilall to the peculiarities of Irish cha¬ 
racter. They contain some line rural description, 
and ure animated by a healthy tone of moral feeling 
and a vein of delicate humour. The coquetry of her 
Irish girls (very different from that in high life) is 
admiral \y depicted. Next year Mrs Hall issued a 
little volume for children, Chronicles of a School - 
Hoorn, consisting also of a juries of tales, simple, 
natural, and touching. The home-truths and moral 
■bservations conveyed in these narratives reflect 
great credit on the heart and the judgment of the 
writer. Indeed rood tasrh* and good feeling may be 
said to preside over all the works of our authoress. 
In lS31 she issued a second series of * Sketches of 
Irish Character,' fully equal to the first, and was 
well received. The Kapparee is an excellent story, 
and some of the satirical delineations are hit off with 
:,reat truth and Inclined. In 1^32 she ventured on 
a larger and more <hlU< ult work—a historical ro¬ 
mance in three volumes, entitled The Buccaneer. 

1 he scene of thri talc is laid in England at the time 
of the Protectorate, and Oliver himself is among the 
characters. The plot of ‘The Buccaneer * is well 
managed, and some of the characters (as that of 
Barbara Iverk, the Puritan) are skilfully delineated; 
hut the work is too feminine, and has too little of 
energetic; passion for the stormy times in which it is 
c a" t. In 1834 Mrs II all pu bl i of Woman's 
Trials, short stories of decidedly moral* tendency, 



Mrs Hull's reside nce, Brompton. 

written in the happiest style of the authoress. In larity. The principal tale in the collection. The 
1835 appeared Uncle Horace , a novel, and in 1838 Groves of Blarney, was dramatised at one of the | 
* Lights and Shadows of Irish Life, 1 three volumes, theatres with distinguished success. In 1840 Mrs | 
The latter had been previously published in the 

New Monthly Magazine, and enjoyed great popu- * Dublin University Magazine for urn. 
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Ilall issued wliat has been styled the best of her 
novels, Marian : or a 1 oumj Maid's Fortunes , ill 
which her knowledge of Irish character is again dis¬ 
played. Katcy Macanc, an Irish cook, who adopts 
I Marian, a foundling, and wutches over her with un- 
I tiring affection, is equal to any of the Irish por- 
! traitures since those of Miss Edgeworth. The next 
I work of our authoress was a series of Stories of the 
\ Irish Peasantry contributed to Chambers’s Edin¬ 
burgh Journal, and afterwards published in a col¬ 
lected fornjp, lu 1840, Mrs Hall aided her husband 
in a work chifcily composed by him, and which re¬ 
flects credit upon his talents and industry, Jrebind, 
its Scenery, Character , frc. Topographical and sta¬ 
tistical information is here blended with the poetical 
and romantic features of the country—the legends 
suf the peasantry—scenes and characters of humour 
or pathos—and all that could be gathered in live 
separate tours through Ireland, added to early ac¬ 
quaintance and recollection of the country. The 
work was highly embellished by British artists, and 
extended to three large volumes. In tasteful de¬ 
scription of natural objects, and pictures of every¬ 
day life, Mrs Ilall lias few superiors. Her humour 
is not so broad or racy as that of Lady Morgan, nor 
her observation so pointed and select as Miss Edge¬ 
worth’s : her writings are also unequal, but in gene¬ 
ral they constitute easy delightful reading, and 
possess a simple truth and purity of sentiment that j 
is ultimately more fascinating than the dark* r I 
shades and colourings of imaginative composition. 


[Di]»:ndir<i ( 1 ■ ... . . 

[From 4 Sketches t<f Iri-h I’li.-ir.'irl. r.’J 

* Indejirndeiux /’ it is the word, of nil other-, that 
Irish—men, women, and children- lea^t understand ; 
and the calmness, or rather indifierence, with which 
they submit to dependence, bitter and miserable a* if 

is, must be a source of deep regret to all who Move 
the land,’ or who feel anxiou* lo uphold the dignify 
of human kii^j^ Leg us select a few cases from our 
Irish village, suen "as are abundant in every neigh¬ 
bourhood. Shane Thurlotigh, 4 as dacent a boy,’ami 
Shane’s wife, as ‘ oianc-skinned a girl,’ as any in the 
world. There is Shane, an active handsomc-looking 
fellow, leaning over the half-door of his cottage, kick¬ 
ing a hole in the wall with his brogue, and picking up 
all the large gravel within his reach to pelt the duck 
with—those useful Irish scavengers. Let us “-peak t<> 
him. ‘Hood-morrow, Shane!’ * Och ! the bright 
bames of heaven on ye every day! and kindly wel¬ 
come, my lady ; and wont ye step in and ixm— it's 
powerful hot, and a beautiful summer, suic-—the j 
Lord be praised!’ ‘Thank you, Shane. I thought I 
you were going to cufethc hay-field to-day ; if a heavy j 
shower comes, it will be spoiled; it lias" Ixen fit for j 
the scythe these two days.’ * Sure it’s all owing to that j 
thief o’ the world Tom Parrel, my lady. Didn’t he I 
promise me the loan of his scythe ; and, by the same I 
token, I was to pay him for it; and depindiny on that, • 
I didn’t buy one, which I have been threatening to do ! 
for the last two years.* ‘But why don’t you go to 
Garrick and purchase one V ‘ To Garrick ! Och, ’tis 
a good step to Garrick, and my toes arc on the ground 
(saving your presence), for 1 depimhd on TinUhinis j 
to tell Andy Cappler, the brogue-maker, to do my I 
shoes ; and, bad luck to him, the spalpeen ! he fnrmt 

it. ’ ‘ Where’s your pretty wife, Shane V ‘.She’s^in 
all the ivo o’ the world, ma’ain dear. And site puts 
the blame of it on me, though I’m not in the faut 
this time, anyhow. The child’s taken the small-pox, i 
and she dqnndcd on me to tell the doctor to cut it for 
the cow-pox, and I depinded on Kitty Cackle, the ' 
limrner, to tell the doctor’s own man, and thought j 


she would not forget it, becase the boy’s her bachelor; 
but out o* sight out o’ mind—the never a word she 
tould him about it, and the hubby has got it nataral, 
and the woman’s in heart trouble (to say nothing o’ 
myself); and it the first, and all.’ ‘ 1 ahi very sorry, 
indeed, for you have got a much better wife than most 
men.’ ‘ That’s a true word, my lady, only she’s 
lidgetty like sometimes, and says 1 don't hit the nail 
on the head quick enough ; and she takes a dale 
more trouble than she need about many a thing.’ ‘ I 
do not think 1 cut saw Ellen’s wheel without flax 
before, Shane V 4 Pad cess to the wheel !—1 got it 
this morning about tLat too. 1 d*pt on 

Williams to bring the llax f rom O’Elaharty’s this day 
week, and lie forgot it ; and she says 1 ought to have 
brought it myself, and I close to the spot. Put where’s 
the good ! savs 1 ; sure lie'll bring it next time.’ 4 1 
suppose, Shane, vou will soon move into ^he new cot¬ 
tage at Glum 11 ill ! 1 passed it to-day/and it looked 
so cheerful; and when you get there yourinnsl talm 
Ellen's advice, and lajsitd solely on youj>elt.’ ‘Och, 
ma'am dear, don’t mintion it ; sure it's that make- 
me so down in the mouth this very minit. Sure I 
miw that born blackguard .lack Wuddy,am! he conns 
in here quite innocent like — 44 Shane, you’ve an eye 
to squire’s new lodge,” siivsho. “ Maybe 1 have,” says 
I. ‘ 1 am yer man/’ say* he. 4 ‘ How so*' says E 
“ Sure I’m ns good as married to my lady’s maid,” said 
lie : 4 ' and I'll -puke to the squire for you mv own self.” 
44 The blowing he about y< ‘ m»vs I, quite grateful- 
and v. t took a strong cup the strength of it-- ami, 
<ti jint'Cuf/ on hint, J thought all sale ; ami what d’ye 
think, my lady ! M by, himself stalks into the place 
— talked the squire over, to he muv and without so 
| much as by ycr la himself and hi> new wile 

on the laase in the li• and 1 may go whistle.’ ‘ Jt 
I wa< a great pity,; nut you didn't go yourself 

to Mr Clurn.' 4 Tlmi's a true word for ye, ma’am 
dear; but it’-' liaid if a poor mail <an't haw a frimi 


o t kjwahu i.vnoN nt’Lui n. 

Mi; Enwxnn Lytton Priwj.it is tin: youngest 
son of the late (ienoral Pulwer of J lay dun Hall, 
county of Norfolk, lie is said to have written 
verses when only live or six years old, blit be lias 
certainly never attained to the bight r honours of 
the lyre. HD poetry is in genjjal stiff and artificial. 
At ('utubridge, Mr Bulwf-r (lief baronetey was con¬ 
ferred upon him by the AVhig government, whose 
policy he supported as a member of the House of 
(.’ominous) was the successful competitor for tU 
prize po m. and his first apjx'arance m» an author 
was made in 1*2(5, when he published a volume of 
miscellaneous poems bearing the juvenile title of 
Weeds and Wild PhnraQ. In the following year lie 
issued ft poetical tale, O’AV/7/, * r the Reht /, smne- 
thing of the style of Byron’s Corsair, and echoing 
the tone of feeling and sentiment most characteristic 
of the noble poet. T he follow ing lines will illustrate 
our remark; — 

Eternal air - and thou, my mother earth, 

Hallowed by shade and silence—and the bit Lit 
Of the young moon (now watching o’er the sleep 
Of the dim mountains and the dreaming deep) ; 

And by yon star, heaven’s eldest horn—whose light 
Calls the first smile upon the cheek of Night; 

And beams and bode*, like faith beyond the tomb, 
Eife through the calm, and glory through the gloom ; 
My mother earth--and ye her loftier race, 

Midst whom my soul hath held its dwelling-place ; 
Rivera, and rocks, and valleys, and yc shades 
Which sloop at noonday o’er the haunted glades 
Mode musical by waters and the brme, 

All idly dallying with the glowing trees ; 
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A lid songs of birds which, ever an they f!v, 

Wreathe soul and gladness to tin; summer sky; 

Ye courts of Nature, where aloof and lone 
She sits and reigns with darkness for her throne ; 
Mysterious temples of the breathing flod, 

If mid your might my earliest steps have trod ; 

If in mine inmost spirit still are stored 

The wild deep memories childhood most adored ; 

I If still amid the drought and waste of yean, 
j Ye hold the source of smiles and panglc^a ft ars : 

! Will ye not yet inspire me f— t«»r my heart 
J Heats low and languid - and this idle art, 

. Which I have summoned for an idle end, 
j Forsakes ami Hies me like a faithless friend. 

Are all your voices silent ? I have made 
My home a> ei>t nmid y>nr thickest >had<-: 

And even now your soft air fn>m above 
Wreathes on my temples like a sister's ]uvc. 

Ah! could H bring the freshness of the day 
When first rily young heart lingered o\*r it' lay, 

Fain wouW this wintry soul aml^fro/en striiig 
Recall one wind—one whiqxr from the Spring! 

In the same year (1827) Mr Iiulwer published bis 
first novel. J'nlkluml, a highly-coloured tale of love 
and passion, calculated to cxeit. and inflame, and 
evidently based on admiration of the ]K.*culiar genius 
and HcdWctive errors of Wyron. Taking up the%tyle 
of the f tshionabl*- novels (rendered popular by Theo¬ 
dore Hook, but now- on the wane), Mr Wulwer came 
forward with Pelham,or the Adventures uj a Gentleman 
— a novel full of brilliant and witty writing, sarcastic 
levity, representations of the manners of the great, 
piquant remark, and scone* of deep and romantic 
interest. There was a want of artistic skill in the 
construction of the storv. for the tragic and satirical 
parts were nut harmoniously combined ; but the 
picture < f a man of fashion, so powerfully drawn, 
was irresistibly attractive, and a second edition of 
* lVlhanf was called for in a few months. Towards 
the close of the year ( 1828), Mr Wulwer issued /7e 
Disowned, intended by the author to contain 4 scenes 
of more exciting’ interest and vivid colouring, 
thoughts less sujH'rficially expressed, passions more 
energetically called forth, and a more sensible and 
pervading moral tendency.’ The work was consi¬ 
dered to fulfil the promise of the preface, though it 
did not attain to the popularity of* lYlham.’ J>nr- 
mt.i t (t Xorcf, 182!), was a more finished performance. 
‘The lighter port iodines #>t dispute the fluid with 
the deeper and more sombre, hut follows gracefully 
by its side, relieving and heightening it. We move, 
indeed, among the great, hut it is the great of other 
times - names familiar in our mouths- Wolingbroke, 
Louis, Orleans; amidst manners perhaps as frivolous 
as those of the day, hut which the gentle touch of 
time has already invested lith an antiquarian dig¬ 
nity: the passions of men. the machinery of great 
motives and universal feelings, occupy the front; 
the humours, the nfleetions, tlie* petty badges of 
sects and individuals, retire into the shadow's of the 
back-ground : no under-current of persiflage or epi¬ 
curean indifference ( hecks the flow of that mournful 
enthusiasm which refreshes its pictures of life with 
living waters; its eloquent pages seem consecrated 
to the memory of love, honour, religion, and unde¬ 
viating faith.’* In 1830 Mr Wulwer brought out 
another work of fiction, Paul Clifford, the hero being 
a romantic highwayman, familiar with the haunts 
of low vice and dissipation, but afterwards trans¬ 
formed and elevated by the influence of love. Parts 
are ably written; hut the general effect of the novel 
was undoubtedly injurious to the public taste. Our 
author's love of satire, which had mingled largely 


in all his novels, took a more definite shape, in 1831, 
in The Siamese, Twins, a poem satirical of fashion, of 
travellers, of politicians, London notoriety, and 
various other topics, discussed or glanced at in 
sportive or bitter mood, in verses that flow easily, 
and occasionally express vigorous and lively thoughts, 
but arc wholly destitute of the elixir vita of poeti¬ 
cal immortality. A few months afterwards we 
I had Eugene steam, a Tale, founded on the history 
i of the English murderer of that name. In this 
work Mr Wulwer depicted the manners of the 
middle rank of life, and was highjjfr successful in 
awakening curiosity and interest, and in painting 
scenes of tenderness, pathos, and # distress. The cha¬ 
racter of the sordid but ingenious Eugene Aram is 
idealised by the fancy of the nov list. lie i» made 
an enthusiastic student and amiable visionary. The 
bumbling part of his crime was, be says, ‘its low 
calculations, its poor defence, its paltry trickery, its 
mean hypocrisy : these made his chiefest penance/ 
Unconscious that detection w as close at hand, Aram 
is preparing to wed an interesting and noble-minded 
woman, the generous .Madeline ; and the scenes con¬ 
nected with this ill-fab d passion possess a strong 
and tragical interest. Throughout the work are 
scattered some beautiful moral reflections and de¬ 
scriptions, imbued with poetical feeling and expres¬ 
sion. Mr Wulv r now undertook the management 
of the Ne w Monthly Magazine (which had attained 
a high reputation under the editorship of Campbell), 
and published in that work several essays and cri¬ 
ticisms, subsequently collected and issued under the 
tith of Th< Stu<it i. t. in appeared Ids England 

ami the English, a series of observations on society, 
literatim , tin- aristocracy, travelling, and other cha¬ 
racteristics and peculiarities of the English puqle. 
Some of these arc acute and clc\er. but many are 
tinged with prejudice, and a desire to appear origi¬ 
nal and sarcastic. The Pthjr'uimTthe Ilhno —a fan¬ 
ciful and beautifully illustrated work—was Air Bul- 
wer’s next oflcring, and it was almost immediately 
afterwards succeeded by one of his l>est romances. The 
IaiA Dags (f Pomj>eii. This brilliant and interesting 
classic story was followed by onWfiirftorc vigorous 
and masterly, the tale of llienzi, perhaps the most 
complete, high-toned, and energetic of all the author’s 
works. With industry as remarkable as his genius, 
Mr Wulwer went on preparing new works of Action. 
L'mest Maltrams (1837) illustrates ‘what, though 
rare in novels, is common in human Life—the afflic¬ 
tion of the good, the triumph of the unprincipled/ 
The character of Maltravers is far from pleasing; 
and Alice Darvil is evidently a copy from Byron’s 
Ilaidee. Ferrers, the villain of the tale, is also a 
Wyronie creation ; and, on the whole, the violent 
contrasts and gloomy delineations of this novel render 
it more akin to the spurious offspring of sentimental 
romance, than to the family of the genuine TingUsh 
novel. A continuation of this work was given in 
the following year, under the title of Alice, or the 
Mysteries, with no improvement as to literary power 
or correct moral philosophy, but still containing 
some fresh and exquisite descriptions, and delightful 
portraiture. His next work was Athens , partly his¬ 
torical and partly philosophical—a !>ook impressed 
with fine taste and research. In the same year (183,8) 
we had Leila , or the Siege of Granada / and Calderon 
the Courtier — light and sketchy productions. Pass¬ 
ing over the dramas of Wulwer, we come to Night 
and Morning, Day and Niffht. Lights and Shadows , 
Glimmer and Gloom , an affected title to a picturesque 
and interesting story. Zanoni (1842) is more un¬ 
connected in plot and vicious in style than the pre¬ 
vious fictions of Wulwer, and possesses no strong or 
permanent interest. Eva , the Ill-Omened Marriage, 
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and other Tales and Poems (1842) is another attempt 
of Our author to achieve poetical honours: we can¬ 
not say a highly successful attempt; for, in spite of 
poetical feeling and fancy, the lines of Sir Edward 
Bulwer are cold glittering conceits and personations. 
His acute mental analysis is, however, seen in verses 
like the following:— 

Tala it and Genius. 

( Talent convinces—genius but excites ; 

|j This tasks 4h^reason, that the soul delights. 

| j Talent from sober judgment takes its birth, 

! i And reconciles thermion to the earth ; 

!! Genius unsettles with desires the mind, 

: | Contented not till earth be left behind ; 

, ! Talent, the sunshine on a cultured soil, 

; j liipens the fruit by slow degrees for toil. 

Genius, the sudden Iris of the skies, 

On cloud itself reflects its wondrous dyes : 

And, to the earth, in tears and glory given, 

Clasp*in its airy arch the p<»mp of Heaven ! 

Talent gives all that vulgar critics need — 

From its plain horn-book learn the dull to read ; 
Genius, the Pythian of the beautiful, 

Leaves its large truths a riddle to the dull — 

From eves profane a veil the Isis screen*, 

And fools on fools still ask--* What llamlet meun-f 

Buhver’s own works realise this description < f 
genius : they unfold 4 an Iris of the skies,’ in which 
are displayed the rich colours and forms of the 
imagination, mixed and interfused with dark spots 
and unsightly shadows—with conceit, affectation, 
and egotism. Like his model, Byron, he paints 
vividly and beautifully, but often throws away his 
colours on unworthy objects, and leaves many of his 
pictures unfinished. The clear guiding judgment, 
well-balanced mind, and natural feeling of Scott, are 
wanting; but Bulwer’s language and imagery are 
often exquisite, and his power of delineating cer¬ 
tain classes of character and manners superior to 
that of any of his contemporaries. Few authors have 
displayed nioEMfiprsatility. He seems capable of 
achieving some great work in history as well as in 
fiction; and if be has not succeeded in poetry, lie 
has outstripped mbst'of His contemporaries in popu¬ 
larity as a dramatist. 

CAPTAIN lHEDKlilCK 1*1 A it It V AT. 

This popular naval writer—the best painter of 
sea characters since Smollett—commenced what has 
proved to be a busy and highly successful literary 
career in 1829, by the publication of The Naval 
Officer , a nautical tale, ifi three volumes. This 
work partook too strongly of the free spirit of the 
sailor, but, amidst its occasional violations of taste 
and decorum, there was a rough racy humour and 
dramatic liveliness that atoned for many faults. 
In the following year the captain was ready with 
other three volumes, more carefully finished, and 
presenting a well-compacted story, entitled The 
King's Own. Though occasionally a little awkward 
on land, Captain Marry at was at home on the sea, 
and whether serious or comic—whether delineating 
a captain, midshipman, or common tar, or even a 
carpenter, he evinced a minute practical acquaint¬ 
ance with all on board ship, and with every variety 
of nautical character. His vivid and striking 
powers of description were also displayed to much 
advantage in this novel. Newton Poster, or the 
Merchant Service , 1832, was our author’s next work, 
and is a tale of various and sustained interest. Tt 
was surpassed, however, by its immediate successor, , 
Peter Simple , the most amusing of all the author’s | 
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works. Ills naval commander, Captain Savage, 
Chucks the boatswain, O’Brien the Irish lieutenant, 
and Muddle the carpenter, are excellent individual 
portraits—as distinct and life-like as Tom Bowling, 
Hatchway, or Pipes. The scenes in the West 
Indies display the higher powers of the novelist, 
and the escujve from the French prison interests us 
almost as deeply as the similar efforts of Caleb 
Williams. Continuing his nautical scenes and por¬ 
traits, Captain Murryut has since written about 
thirty volumes—as Jural* Faithful (one of his best 
productions), The Phantom Ship, Mr Midshipman 
Fast;. The Pacha of Many Tales , Japhet in Search of 
a Pother, Poor Jack , Prank Mildmay , Joseph Rush - 
hrooh the Poacher , Masterin'tn Ready, Percival Keene, 
ik c. In the hasty production of so many volumes, 
the quality could not always lx* equal. 'The nautical 
humour and racy dialogue could not nhyivs be pro¬ 
duced at will, of a new and different itfump at each 
successive effort. Such, however, in Jjio fertile 
fancy and active observation of the author, and his 
lively powers of amusing and describing, that lit* 
has fewer repetitions and less tediousness than 
almost any other writer equally voluminous. His 
last work, ‘Percival Keene’ (1S42), Ik.* trays no 
lalling-off, but, on the contrary, is one of the most 
vigtAous and interesting of his ‘ sea chabgi > &' 4 Cap- | 
to in Marrvat,’ says a writer in the Quarterly Ke- 
view, ‘stands second to no living novelist but Miss 
Edgeworth, llis happy delineations ami contrasts 
of character, and easy play of native fun, redeem a 
thousand faults of verbosity, clumsiness, and coarse¬ 
ness. Ilis strong sense and utter sujwriority to 
affectation of all sorts, command respect; and in his 
quiet effectiveness of circumstantial narrative, he 
sometimes approaches old Defoe. There is less of 
caricature about his pictures than those of any con¬ 
temporary humorist---unless, perhaps, Moricr ; and 
ho shows far larger and niuturcr knowledge of the 
j real workings of human nature than any of the 
' hand, except the exquisite writer we have just 
named, and Mr ’Theodore Hook, of whom praise is 
equally superfluous.* This was written in 1839, 
before Charles Dickens had ‘gathered all hit fame;' 
and with all <>ur admiration of Marrvat. wc should j 
! be disposed at present to claim fur the younger ; 
novelist an equal, if not superior—as clear, and a 
more genial—knowledge of human nature-—at least j 
on land. % 

To vary or relieve his incessant toils at original 
conqiosition, ('upturn Marrvat made a trip to Ame¬ 
rica in 1837, tile result of w hich he gave to the 
world in IK!9 in three volumes, entitled A Diary 
in America, with Remarks on its Institutions. This 
w as flying at higher game than any lie had pre¬ 
viously brought down; shut the real value of these 
volumes consists in their resemblance to parts of 
liis novels—in humorous caricature and anecdote, 
shrewd observation, and lively or striking descrip¬ 
tion. His account of the American navy is valuable; 
and so practical and sagacious an observer could not 
visit the schools, prisons, and other public institu¬ 
tions of the New World, without, throwing out 
valuable reflections, and noting what is superior or 
defective. He is no admirer of the democratic 
government of America: indeed his Diary is ns 
unfavourable to the national character as the pre¬ 
vious sketches of Mrs Trollope or Captain Hall. 
But it is in relating traits of manners, peculiarities 
of speech, and other singular or ludicrous charac¬ 
teristics of the Americans, that Captain Msrryot 
excels. ’These are as rich as his fictitious delinea¬ 
tions, and, like them, probably owe a good deal to 
the suggestive fancy and love of drollery proper to 
the novelist The success of this Diary induced the 
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author to add three additional volume* to it in the 
following year, but the continuation is greatly in¬ 
ferior. 


IA Prudent Sea Captain — AIjum of Ship jftorcs.] 
[From * Tho King’* Own.'] 

4 Weil, Mr Checks, what arc the carpenters about V 
‘Weston and Smallbridge are going on with the 
chairs—the whole of them will be finished to-morrow.’ 
‘Weiir 

' Smith is about the chest of drawers, to match the 
one in my Lady Cappcrbar’s bed-room.* 

4 Very good. And what is Hilton about ?’ 

4 lie has finished the spare-leaf of the dining-table, 
sir; he is now about u little job for the second-lieu¬ 
tenant.* 

‘ A job f*r % ^ic second lieutenant, sir! How often 
have I tol^ you, Mr Checks, that the carpenters are 
not to be employed, except on sliijAi duty, without my 
special permiAion.’ 

‘ His standing bed-place is broke, sir; he is only 
getting out a chock eg two/ 

* Mr Checks, you have disobeyed my most positive 

orders, lly the by, sir, I understand you were not 
sober lu*t#igfl! {* • 

4 Please your honour,’ replied the carpenter, * 1 
wasn’t drunk--I was only a little fresh.* 

‘Take you can. 1 , Mr Cheeks. Well, now, what arc 
the rest of vour crew about ?’ 

4 Why, Thomson and Waters are cutting out the 
pales for the garden out of the jibb"<.*m ; I’ve saved 
the heel to return.’ 

4 Very well ; but there wont be enough, will there?’ 
4 No, sir; it will take a hand-mast to finish the 
whole.’ 

4 Then we must expend one when we go out again. 
W e can carry away a top-mast, and make a new one 
out of the hand-mast at sea. In the meantime, if the 
sawyers have nothing to do, they may well cut the 
palings at once. And now, let me see—oh, the pain- 
tern must go on shore to finish the attics.’ 

4 Yes, sir; but my Lady Capperbar wishes the jai- 
lowsas to he painted vermilion ; she says it will look 
more rural.’ 

* Mrs Capperbar ought to know enough about .ship’s 
stores by this time to be aware that we arc only allowed 
three colours, irdie mayj-hoo^ or mix them as she 
pleases ; but as for going to the expense of buying 
paint, I can’t afford it. What are the rest of the nu n 
itbTmt !* 

‘Repairing the second cutter, and making a new 
most for the pinnace.’ 

4 Ry the by—that puts me in mind of it—have you 
expended any boat’s masts?* 

4 Only the one carried away, sir.* 

4 Then you must expend two more. Mrs C-has 

just sent me off a list of a few things that she wishes 
made while we are at anchor, and I see two poles for 
clothes-lines. Saw off the sheave-holes, and put two 
pegs through at right angles—you know how I mean V 
4 Yes, sir. What am 1 to do, sir, about the cucum¬ 
ber framo? My Lady Capperbar says that she must 
have it, and I haven’t glass enough. They grumbled at 
the yard last time.* 

‘ Mrs C- must wait a little. What are the 

armourers about!* 

* They have been so busy with your work, sir, that the 
arms are in a very bod condition. The first-lieutenant 
said yesterday that they were a disgrace to the ship.* 

4 Who dares say that !* 

4 The first-lieutenant, sir.* 

‘ Well, then, let them rub up the arms, and let me 
know when they are done, and weTl get the forge up.’ 
‘The armourer has made six rakes and six hoes, 


and the two little hoes for the children ; but he says 
that he can’t make a spade.’ 

* Then 1*11 take his warrant away, by heavens, since 
ho does not know hie duty. That will do, Mr Cheeks. 
I shall overlook your being in liquor this time \ but 
take care. Send the boatswain to me.* 

A few' other authors have, like Captain Marry at, 
presented us with good pictures or maritime life 
and adventures. The Naval Sketch - Booh, 1828; 
Sailors and Saints , 1829 ; Tales of a Tar , 1830; Land 
Sharks and Sea Gulls , 1838 ; and otj^s^vorks, by 
Captain Glasscock, 11.N., are all genuine tales c 
the sea, and display a hearty cignic humour and 
rich phraseology, with as cordial a contempt for 
regularity of plot! liattlin the Ihefcr, and Outward 
Bound, or a Merchants Adventures, by Mr How ard, 
are better managed as to fable ( particularly 4 Out¬ 
ward Round,’ which is a well-constructed tale), but 
have not the same breadth of humour as Captain 
Glasscock’3 novels. The Life of a Sailor , and Ben 
Unite, by O ptain Cuamier. ;’.rc* excellent works 
of the same class, replete with Mure, observation, 
and humour. Tom ('r ingle's L<«j, by Michael Scott, 
a 1 .1 The Cruise of the Midge (both originally pub- 
i!fb *d in Riackvood’s Magazine), are also veritable 
productions of the sea—a little coarse, but spirited, 
and showing us ‘things as they are.’ Mr Scott, who 
was a native of Glasgow, spent a considerable part 
of his life in a mercantile situation at Kingston in 
.Jamaica, lie died in his native city, in 1835, aged 
about forty-six. 

Miis conn. 

This lady is a clever and prolific writer of tales 
and fashionable novels. Her first work (published 
anonymously) was, we believe, a small volume con¬ 
taining two tales. The Lettre de Cachet, and The 
Urhjn of Terror , 1827. One of these relates to the 
times of Louis XIV., and the other to the French 
Revolution. They are both interesting graceful 
tales—superior, we think, to some of the more 
elaborate and extensive fictions W''the*authd! , ess. 
In 1830 appeared lloi/ien as they Are, or the Man¬ 
ners of the Dag, three volumes-j-aiv easy sparkling 
narrative, with correct pictures of modern society— 
much lady-like writing on dross and fashion, and 
some rather misplaced derision or contempt for 
4 excellent wives’ and ‘good sort of men.’ This 
novel soon went through a second edition, and Mrs 
Gore continued the same style of fashionable por¬ 
traiture. In 1831 she issu end. Mothers and Daughters, 
a Talc of the Year 1830. Here the manners of gay 
life—balls, dinners, and fetes—with clever sketches 
of character, and amusing dialogues, make up the 
customary three volumes. The »me year we find 
Mrs Gore compiling a series of narratives for ycSth, 
entitled The Historical Traveller. In 1S32 she came 
forward with The Fair of Mag Fair , a series of 
fashionable tales, that were not so well received. 
The critics hinted that Mrs Gore had exhausted her 
stock of observation, and we believe she went to 
reside in France, where she continued some years. 
Her next tale was entitled Mrs Army luge. In 1838 
she published The Booh of Roses, or Post-Fancier's 
Manual , a delightful little work on the history of the 
rose, its propagation and culture. France is cele¬ 
brated for its rich varieties of the queen of flowers, 
and Mrs Gore availed herself of the taste and expe¬ 
rience of the French floriculturists. A few months 
afterwards came out The, Heir of Selwood, or Three 
Epochs of a Life , a novel in which were exhibited 
sketches of Parisian as well as English society, and 
an interesting though somewhat confused q>lot. The 

year 1839 witnessed three more works of fiction 
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from this indefatigable lady. The Cabinet Minister, 
the scene of which is laid daring the regency of 
George IV., mid includes among its characters the 
| great name of Sheridan; Preferment, or My Uncle 
1 the Uarb containing some good sketches of drawing¬ 
room society, but no plot; and The Courtier of the 
I Days of Charles II., anil other Tales. Next year we 
! have The Dowager, or the JYctc School for Scandal; 

and in 1841 GreviUe , ora Season in Paris ; Dacre 
[ of the South, or the Olden Time (a drama); and The 
hover and her Husband, See. the latter a free transla- 
: tion of M.'Bertrand’s Gerfaut. In 1842 Mrs Gore 
• published The Banker s Wife, or Court and City, in 
; which the effort/of a family in the middle rank to 
; outshine a nobleman, and the consequences result¬ 
ing from this silly vanity and ambition, are truly 
and powerfully painted. The value of Mrs Core’s 
novels consists in their lively caustic pictures of 
! fashionable and high society. 1 The more respect¬ 
able of her personages are aflbeters of an excessive 
prudery concerning the decencies of life -nay, ocon- ] 
i sionallv of an exalted and mystical religious feeling. 1 
The business of their existence is to avoid the 
slightest breach of conventional decorum. What¬ 
ever, therefore, they do, is a fair and absolute 
measure of the prevailing opinions of the class, and 
may be regarded as not derogatory to their position j 
in the eyes of their equals. But the low average 
standard of morality thus depicted, ^ifli its con¬ 
ventional distinctions, cannot be invented, l! forms 
the atmosphere in which the parties live ; and were 
it a compound, fabricated at the author’s pleasure, 
the beings who breathe it could not but be univer¬ 
sally acknowledged a3 fantastical and as mere 
monstrosities ; they would indeed be incapable of 
acting in harmony and consistence with the known 
laws and usages of civil life. Such as a series of 
parliamentary reports, county meetings, race-horse 
transactions, See. they will be found, with a reason¬ 
able allowance of artistic colouring, to reflect accu¬ 
rately enough the notions current among the upper 
classes respecting religion, politics, domestic morals, 
the social *»uwr»fciis. and that coarse aggregate of 
dealing with our neighbours which is embraced by 
the term common honesty.'* Besides the works we 
have mentioned, !\frs Gore lias published 'The I)<- 
sennuy^e, The Peeress, The Woman of the World, 'The 
Woman of Jhisiruss, The Ambassador s Wife, and 
other novels. She contributes tales to the periodi¬ 
cals, and is perhaps unparalleled for fertility. Her 
works are all of the same class —all pictures <.f ex¬ 
isting life and manners; but the want of genuine 
feeling, of passion, and simplicity, in her living 
models, and the endless frivolities of their occu¬ 
pations and pursuits, make us sometimes take leave 
of Mrs Gore’s fashionable triflers in the temper with 
which Goldsmith parted from Beau Tibbs—* The 
company of fools may at first make us smile, hut at 
last never fails of rendering us melancholy.’ 

[Chararter of a Pendent Worldly Lady.] 

[From ‘ Women as they Arc.*) | 

Lady Li l he Id was a thoroughly worldly woman—a j 
worthy scion of the Monlaunt stock. She had pm- - 
fessedly accepted the hand of Sir Robert because a J 
connexion with him was the best that happened to j 
present itself in the first year of her debut - the 4 best 
match’ to be had at a season’s warning! She knew that 
she had been brought out with the viejr to dancing 
at a certain number of balls, refusing a certain num¬ 
ber of good offers, and accepting a better one, some¬ 
where between the months of January and June; 


and she regarded it as a propitious dispensation of 
Providence to her parents ami to herself, that tho 
comparative proved a superlative—oven a high sheriff 
of the county, a baronet of respectable date, with ten 
thousand a-year! She folfc that her duty towards 
herself necessitated an immed iate acceptance of tho 
dullest ‘good sort of man’ extant throughout tho 
three kingdoms ; and the whole routine of her after¬ 
life was regulated by the same rigid code of moral 
selfishness, She was penetrated with a most exact 
sense of what was due to her position in the world; 
but she was equally precise in her appreciation of 
all that, in her turn, she owed to society; nor, from 
her youth upwards— 

Content to dwell in deeem ies for ever— 

had she been detected in the slightest infraction of 
these minor social duties. She knew with the utmost 
accuracy of domestic arithmetic--to the'f action of a 
course or an - the number of‘’dinners which 

Beech Park was indebted to its neighbc irhood - the 
complement of laundry-maids indispensable to the 
maintenance of its county dignity- the aggregate of 
pines by which it must retain its horticultural pre¬ 
cedence. She had never retailed by a day or an 
hour the arrival of the family-roach in (irosvenor 
S<gynre at the exact moment creditable *o Sir Robert’s 
senatorial punctuality ; mu* procrastinated by half a 
second the simultaneous L>bs < f her ostentatious 
Sunday school, as she sailed iimjiMioallv along the 
ai-dc towards her tall, stately, pharisaieal, squire* 
archical pew. True to the execution of her tasks— 
and her whole life wu* hut one laborious ta-T—true 
and exact as the great ta il of the Ih’cch Park turret* 
elock, she was enchanted with the monotonous made 
of her own cold iron tongue; proclaiming herself the 
best of wivr> and mothers, hceau-e Sir Robert’s rent- 
roll could afford to command the «-rrriocs of a fust- 
rate steward, and hutler, and housekeeper, and thus 
insure a well-ordered household ; and because her 
seven substantial children were duly drilled through 
a daily portion of rice-pudding and spelling-book, and 
an annual distribution of mumps and measles! All 
went well at Beech Park ; for Lady Liltkdd was 4 the 
excellent wife’ of * a good sort of man !’ 

So bright an example of domestic merit- and what 
country neighbourhood cannot boast of its duplicate ! 
— was naturally superior to seeking its pleasures in 
the wipid and varying novelties of modem fashion. 
The habits of llecrh } irk wM affected the dignified 
and primeval purity of the departed century. Lady 
hilfiehl remained true to her annual eight rural 
months of the county of Durham ; against whose 
claims Kemp town pleaded, and Spa and Baden 
bubbled in vain. During her pastoral seclusion, by 
a careful distribution of her stores of gossiping, she 
contrived to prow*, ii* undetected tautology, to suc¬ 
cessive detachments of an extensive neighbourhood, 
concerning her London importance- her court dress 
—her dinner parties—and her refusal to visit the 

Duchess of -; while, during the reign of her 

London importance, she made it equally her duty to 
bore her select visiting list with the history of the 
new Beech Bark school-house— of the Beech Park 
double dahliaa—and of the Beech Park privilege of 
uniting, in an aristocratic dinner party, the abhorrent 
heads of the rival political factions-the Bmnchi e 
Acri - the house* of Montague and Capulct of the 
county palatine of Durham. By much minute sections 
of the wide chapter of colloquial boredom, Lady 
Lilfield acquired the character of being a very charm¬ 
ing woman throughout her rosjvectable elan of dinner¬ 
giving barontts and their wives; but the reputation 
of a very miracle of prosiuess among those 

Men of the world, who know the world like men. 

She was but a weed in the nobler field of society. 
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MISS HARRIET MARTINEAU. 


Among the other female novelists may be men¬ 
tioned Miss L an don (Mrs Maclean), authoress of 
Francesca Carrara, arid Ethel Churchill —the hitter 
a powerful and varied English story; Miss Ki.i.en 
Pickering, w hose* novels —Who shall be Heir, The 
Secret Foe , and Sir Michael Panic t, 1841-42-yevinet* 
great spirit and liveliness in sketching scenes und 
characters. 

In humorous delineation of town and country 
manners and follies, the sketches entitled Little 
,Ped ling ton and the Pedling/onians , by Mil John 
{ Poole, two volumes, 1839, are a fund of lively 
; satire and amusement. The Jngoldsby Legnuls, or 
; Mirth and Morals, by Mr Thomas Incolpsby, 

I 1840 ; und Mjei'ousin Nicholas, by the same author, 
1841, are marked by a similar comic breadth of 
\ humour. Mu Douglas Jkiirold, author of Men 
of Character , three volumes, 18*18, has written several 
; amusing p-ifidhi in the same style as the above, hut 
; lias been more successful in writing light pieces for 
lb** stage, .tlr derrold now edits *i periodical—the 
Illuminated Magazine. TVTu W. M. Tiia* klkay has 
published (under the (ockney name of ‘Michael 
Angelo Tit?mirsh’) various graphic and entertaining 
works - The Paris Shrtch -Ilttnh, 1 840 Comic Idles and 
Sketches, 1S4I ; and The Irish Sketch-fiooh, 1842. The 
latter is th%mAM valuable; for Titniarsh is a quiak 
observer, and original in style and description. 

MISS HAHRIirr MARTINKA!’. 

Miss Harriet Martinlu*. an extensive miscel¬ 
laneous writer, published in 1832 and 1 ^a series 
of Illustrations of Political Fnaanny* in the shape of 
tales or novels. One story represents the advantages 
of tHe division and economy of labour, another the 
utility of capital and machinery, and others relate to 
rent, population, He. These* tales contain many 
clever ami striking descriptions, and evince much 
knowledge of human character. In 1837 Miss 
Martineau published the results of a visit to Ame¬ 
rica, and a careful inspection <4* its institutions 
and national manners, under the title of Society in 
America. This she subsequentiy followed up by 
a Hit/'aspect of Western Tractl. Iler-first regular 
novel appeared in 1839, and w as entitled Deerbiooh. 
Though improbable in many of its incidents, this 
, w'ork abounds in eloquent and striking passages. 
The* democratic opinionj^of thj^authorcss (for in all 
hut her anti-Malthusian doctrines Miss Martineau is 
a sort of female Godwin) are strikingly brought for¬ 
ward, and the characters are well drawn. ‘Deer- 
brook’ is n story of English domestic life. The next 
effort of Miss Martineau was in the historical ro- 
■ tnauce. The Hour and the Man , 1840 . is a novel or 
romance founded on the history of the brave Tous- 
saiut L’Ouverture, ami with tins man as hero, Miss 
Martineau exhibits as the hour of action the period 
when the slaves of St Domingo threw off the yoke 
! of slavery. There is much passionate as well as 
j graceful writing in this tale; its greatest defect is, 

| that there is too much disquisition, aud too little 
j connected or regular fable. Among the other works 
j of Mias Martineau are several for children, os 7he 
| Pcamnt and the Prince , The Settlers at Home, How to 
Observe, Ac. Her latest work. Life in the Sick-Hoorn, 
or Essays by an Invalid, 1844, contains many in¬ 
teresting and pleasing sketches, full of acute and 
delicate thought and elegant description. 

The following notice of our authoress appears in a 
recent publication, 4 A New Spirit of the Age— 
‘Harriet Martineau was born in the year 1802, one 
of the youngest among a family of eight children. 
Her father was a proprietor of one of the manufac¬ 
tories in Norwich, in which place his family, origi¬ 


nally of French origin, had resided since the revoca¬ 
tion of the edict of Nantes. She has herself ascribed 
her taste for literary pursuits to the extreme delicacy 
of her health in childhood ; to the infirmity (deaf¬ 
ness) with which she has been afflicted ever since, 
which, without being bo complete as to deprive her 
absolutely of all intercourse with the world, yet ob¬ 
liged her to seek occupations and pleasures within 
herself; and to the affection winch subsisted between 
her and the brother nearest her own age, the Rev. 
.James Martineau, whose fine mind and talents are 
well known. The occupation of writin p s fi t f t begun 
to gratify her own taste and inclination, became 
afterwards to her a source of honourable indepen¬ 
dence, when, by one of the disasters so common in 
trade, her family became involved in misfortunes. 
She w as then enabled to reverse the common lot of 
unmarried daughters in such circumstances, and 
cease to be in any respect a burden. She realised 
an income sufficient for her simple habits, but still 
so small as to enhance the integrity of the sacrifice 
which she made to principle in refusing the pension 
offered toiler bv government in 1840. Her motive 
for refusing it w as that she considered herself in the 
light of a political writer, and that the offer did not 
pru ned from the people, but from the government, 
which did not represent the people.’ 

[ EjTt.rfs of Love and Jfapphoss on the Mind.} 
[From ‘ Pevrbroftk/J 

There needs no other proof that happiness is the 
most wholesome moral atmosphere, and that in which 
the immortality of man is destined ultimately to 
thrive, than the elevation of soul, the religious aspira¬ 
tion, which attends the first assurance, the first sober 
certainty of true love. There is much of this re¬ 
ligious aspiration amidst all warmth of virtuous affec¬ 
tions. There is a vivid fine of God in the child that 
lays its cheek against the cheek of its mother, and 
clasps its arms about her neck. God is thanked (per¬ 
haps unconsciously) for the brightness of his earth, on 
summer evenings, when a brother and sister, who have 
long been parted, pour out their heatfr .HuAs to each 
other, and feel their course of thought brightening as 
it runs. When the aged parent hears of the honours 
ids children have won, or looks r^iml upon their in¬ 
nocent faces as the glory of his decline, his mind 
reverts to Him who in them prescribed the purpose 
of his life, and bestowed its grace. Uut religious as 
is the mood of every good affection, none is ho devo¬ 
tional as that of love, especially so called. The soul 
i> then the very temple of adoration, of faith, of holy 
purity, of heroism, of charity. At such a moment the 
human creature shoots up into the angel; there is 
nothing on earth too defiled for its charity—nothing 
in hell too appalling for its heroism—nothing in 
heaven too glorious for its sympathy. Strengthened, 
sustained, vivified by that most mysterious power, 
union with another spirit, it feels itself set well forth 
on the way of victory over evil, sent out conquering 
and to conquer. There is no other such crisis in 
human life. The philosopher may experience uncon¬ 
trollable agitation in verifying his principle of balanc¬ 
ing systems of worlds, feeling, perhaps, as if he 
actually saw’ the creative hand in the act of sending 
the planets forth on their everlasting way ; but this 
philosopher, solitary seraph as he may he regarded 
amidst a myriad of men, knows at such a moment no 
emotions bo divine as those of the spirit becoming 
conscious that it is beloved—lie it the peasant girl in 
the meadow, ot the daughter of the sage reposing in 
her father's confidence, or the artisan beside nis loom, 
or the man of letters musing by his fireside. The 
warrior about to strike the decisive blow for thp 
liberties of a nation, however impressed with the 
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solftiQuity of the hour, is not in ft stfttc of such lofty j fortune* Some of the incidents in this^ work lire 
resolution as those who, by joining hearts, are laying exaggerated, yet the live* of Gerald Griffin, l)r 
their joint hands on the whole wide realm of futurity Muginn, and other literary adventurers, contained 
for their own. The statesman who, in the moment of almost as strange and sad varieties, and the author's 
success feels that an entire class of social sins and own ex|K'rieuce doubtless prompted some of his de¬ 
woes is annihilated by his hand, is not conscious of lineatiops. About the same time Mr Miller pub- 
so holy and so intimate a thankfulness as they Vho j lished a volume of poems—a collection of pieces 
are aware that their redemption is corue in the pro- contributed to different periodicals, and, like hit 
sence of a new and sovereign affection. And these \ prose works, simple and natural in feeling and de- 
are many—they are in all corners of every land. The scription. One of these really beautiful effusions we 
statesman is the leader of a nation, the warrior is the subjoin :— 
grace otV”i,u^age, the philosopher is the birth of a j 

thousand yeai-s; but the lover, where is he not ? 1 The Happy Valley, 

Wherever parents look round upon their children, 

there he has been—wherever children are at plav ^ WftS a valley filled with sweetest sounds, 
together, there he will soon be—wherever there are A languid music haunted everywhere, 
roofs under which men dwell, wherever there is an Like those with which a summer eve abounds, 
atmosphere vibrating with human voices, there is the from rustling corn and song-birds calling clear, 
lover, and there is his lofty worship going on, un- Ihnvn sloping-uplands, which some wood surrounds, 
speakable, but revealed in the brightness of the eye, ^ tinkling rills just heard, but At>t too near; 
the majesty of the presence, and the high temper of Or lowing cuttle on the distant plain, 
the discourse. And swing ot far-oil bells, now caught, j-hen lost again. 


THOMAS MILl.EK. 

Thomas Miller is one of the humble, happy, 
industrious self-taught sons of genius. He was 
brought up to the trade of a basketmaker, and 
while thus obscurely labouring * to consort with the 
muse and support a family,’ he attracted attention, 
first by his poetical effusions, and subsequently by a 
series of prose narratives and fictions remarkable 
for the freshness of their descriptions of rural life 
and English scenery. Through the kindness of Mr 
Rogers, our author w as placed in the more congenial 
I situation of a bookseller, and has had the gratifica- 
I tion of publishing and selling his own works. Mr 
Miller’s first prose composition was, we believe, A 
Day in the Woods, which was followed (183y) by 
Rural Sketches, both being somewhat in the style of 
Bloomfield’s poetry—simple, picturesque, and cheer¬ 
ful in tone and spirit. His first novel was Roystnn 
Gower , 1838, which experienced such a reception 
as t8 Induce fhe' author to continue novel-writing. 
His second attempt was hazardous, from the asso¬ 
ciations it awakenqd, and the difficulty of painting 
historical characters of a distant age; it was entitled 
Fair Rosamond , or the Days of Kiruj llenry 11. 
There was an evident improvement in the author’s 
style, but the work, as a whole, was unsatisfactory 
and tedious. In 1840 he plunged again into a remote 
era of English history, requiring minute knowledge 
and practised skill to delineate with effect: his Lady 
Jane Grey , a Historical Romance , is defective in 
plot, but contains some interesting scenes and cha¬ 
racters. ‘ There is,’ says one of Miller’s critics, 4 a 
pieturesqueness i» the arrangement and colouring 
of Ms scenes—an occasional glimpse, now of pathos, 
now of humour, quaint and popular, but never vul¬ 
gar—an ease in the use and combination of such few 
historical materials as suffice for his purpose, which 
put to shame the efforts of many who have been 
crammed in schools and lectured in colleges—and af¬ 
ford another evidence that creative power is like the 
air and the sunshine—visiting alike the cottage and 
the mansion, the basketmaker’s shop and the literary 
gentleman’s sanctum Miller’s next appearance, in 
1841, evinced still more decided improvement: 
Gideon Giles, the Roper , is a tale of English life, 
generally of humble characters, but rendered inte¬ 
resting by truthful and vigorous delineation. In 
1842 Mr Miller came forward with another novel— 
Godfrey Malverin, or the Life of an Author , detailing 
the adventures and vicissitudes of a couutry youth | 
who repairs to London in quest of literary fame and 1 


It seemed like Eden’s angel-peopled vale. 

So bright the sky, so soft the^treams did flow; 
Such tones came riding on the musk-winged gale, 

The very air seemed sleepily to Mow, 

Avd choicest flowers enameled every 

Flushed with the richest sunlight’s rosy glow; 

It was a valley drowsy with delight. 

Such fragrance floated round, such beauty dimmed the 
oi-ht. 

The golden-heltcd bees hummed in the air, 

The tall mIU grasses bent and waved along; 

| The trees slept in the steeping sunbeam’s glare, 

The dreamy river chimed its under-song, 

And took its own free course without a rare: 

Amid the houghs did lute-tongued songsters throng, 
Until the valley throbbed beneath their lays, 

Ami echo echo chased through many a leafy mam 

And shapes were there, like spirits of the flowers, 

Sent down to see the summer-beauties dress, 

And feed their fragrant mouths with silver showers; 

Their eyes peeped out from many a green recess, 
And their fair forms made light the thick-set bowers; 

The very flowers seemed eager to caress 
Such living sifters, and the boughs, long-leaved, 
Clustered to catch the sighs their pearl-flushed bosoms 
heaved. 

«.* % 

One through her long loose hair was backward peeping, 
Or throwing, with raised arm, the locks aside; 
Another high a pile of flowers was heaping, 

Or looking love askance, and when descried, 

Her coy glance on the bedded-greensward keeping; 

She pulled the flowers to pieces as she sighed. 

Then blushed like tin^d daybreak when the dawn 
Looks crimson on the night, and then again’« with¬ 
drawn. 

One, with her warm and milk-white arms outspread, 
On tip-toe tripped along a sunlit glade; 

Half turned the matchless sculpture of her head, 

And half shook down her silken circling braid; 

Her back-blown scarf an arched rainbow made; 

She seemed to float on air, so light she sped; 
Skimming the wavy flowers, as she passed by, 

With fair and printless feet, like clouds along the sky. 

One sat alone within a shady nook, 

With wild-wood songs the lazy hours beguiling; 

Or looking at her shadow in the brook. 

Trying to frown, then at the effort smiling. 

Her laughing eyes mocked every serious loo*; 

’Twas as if Love stood at himself reviling: 

She threw in flowers, and watched them float away, 
Then at her beauty looked, then sang a sweeter lay. 
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Other* on beds of roses lay reclined, 

The regal flower* athwart their full lips thrown, 

And in one fragrance both their sweets combined, 

A« if they on the self-same stem had grown, 

So close were rose and lip together twined— 

A double flower .that from one bud had blojvn, 

Till none could tell, so closely were they blended, 
Where swelled the curving lip, or where the rose-bloom 
ended. 

One, half asleep, crushing the twined flowers, 

Upon a velvet slope like Dian lay ; 

Still as a lark that mid the daisies cowers : 

Her looped-up tunic tossed in disarray, 

Showed rounded limbs, too fair for earthly bowers ; 

They looked like roses on a cloudy day; 

The warm white dulled amid the colder green 

The flowers too rough a couch tout lovely shape to 

screen. 

• •» 

Some lay like Thetis’ nvmphs along the shore, 

With oeeaffi-pearl combing their golden locks, 

And singing to*the waves for evermore ; 

Sinking like flowers at eve beside the rocks, 

If hut a. sound above the muflled roar 

Of the low waves \viheard. In li.de flocks 
Others Went trooping through the wooded alleys. 

Their kirtles g^ineiug white, like streams in sun$y 
vnllfts. 

They were such forms as, imaged in the night, 

Sail in our dreams across the heaven’s steep blue ; 
When the closed lid sees vision'* streaming bright. 

Too beautiful to meet the nak* d view ; 

Like face* formed in cloud* of silver light. 

Women they were ! such as the angels knew— 

Such as the mammoth looked on, ere he fled, 

Scared by the lovers’ wings, that streamed in sunset 
rod. 

Mil J. 1.. ril-l^OCK. 

Tins gentleman has written some livulv, natural, 
and humorous novels —II rad Jon o Hall, IS l fi; Night¬ 
mare Abbey, 1818; Maid Marian, 1822; and Crotchet 
Castle, 1831. These were republished in 1837 in one 
volume of Bentley’s Standard Library, and no single 
volume of fiction of modern production contains 
more witty or sarcastic dialogue, or more admirable 
sketches of eccentric and ludicrous characters. His 
dramatis persona' are finely arranged and diversified, 
and are full of life. argut.STnt, add observation. From 
the 4 higher mood’ of the author we extract one short 
sketch — a graphic account, in the talc of ‘Maid 
Marian,’ of f reebooter life in the forest. 

* I am in fine company/ said the baron. 

• In the very best of company/ said the friar ; * in 
the high court of Nature, and iinfhe midst of her own 
nobility. Is it not so! This goodly grove is our 
palace ; the oak and the beech arc its colonnade and 
its canopy ; the sun, and the moon, and the stars, are 
its everlasting lamps; tint,grass, and the daisy, and 

pt&he primrose, and the violet, are its many-coloured 
floor of green, white, yellow, and blue ; the Mayflower, 
and the woodbine, and the eglantine, and the ivy, are 
its decorations, its curtains, and its tapestry ; the lark, 
and the thrush, and the linnet, and the nightingale, 
are its unhired minstrels and musicians. Robin 
Hood is king of the forest both by dignity of birth and 
by virtue of his standing army, to say nothing of the 
free choice of his people, which he has indeed ; but 1 
ass it by as on nlegitiraate basis of power. He holds 
is dominion over the forest, and its horned multitude 
of citteen-deer, and its swinish multitude or peasantry 
of wild boars, by right of conquest and force of arms. 
He levies contributions among them by the free con¬ 
sent of his archers, their virtual representatives. If 


they should find a voice to complain that we aTe 
“ tyrants and usurpers, to kill and cook them up in 
their assigned and native dwelling-place,” we should 
most convincingly admonish them, with point of 
arrow, that they have nothing to do with our laws but 
to obey them, is it not written that the fat ribs of 
the herd shull be fed upon by the mighty in the land! 
And have not they, withal, my blessing?—my ortho¬ 
dox, canonical, ami archiepiscopal blessing? Ho I not 
give thanks for them when they are well roasted and 
smoking under my nose? W hat title had William 
of Normandy to England that Robin of •^PfWtfksley has 
not to merry Sherwood ? William fought for his 
claim. So does Robin. With wlnm both! With 
any that would or will dispute it. William raised 
contributions. So do^s Robin. From whom both? 
From all that they could or can make pay them. 
Why did any pay them to William? W hy do any 
pay them to Robin? For the same reason to both— 
because they could not or cannot help it. They differ, 
indeed, in this, that William took from the poor and 
gave to the rich, and Robin takes from the rich and 
gives to the poor; and therein is Robin illegitimate, 
though in all else he is true prince. Scarlet and 
John, are they not peers of the forest?—lords tempo¬ 
ral of Sherwood? And am not 1 lord spiritual? Am 
I not archbishop? Am I not Pope? Ho I not con¬ 
secrate their banner and absolve their sins ? Arc not 
they State, and am not I Church ? Are not they 
State monarchical, and am not I Church militant ? 
Do I not excommunicate our enemies from venison 
and brawn, and, by’r Lady ! when need calls, beat 
them down under my feet l The State levies tax, 
and the Church levies tithe. Even so do we. Mass’. 
—v;e take all at once. What then ? It is tax by 
redemption, and tithe by commutation. Your Wil- 
lium and Richard can cut ami come again, but our 
Robin deals with slippery subjects that conic not 
twice to his exchequer. What need we, then, to con¬ 
stitute a court, except a foul and a laureate? For 
the fool, his only use is to make false knaves merry 
by art, and we are true men, and are merry by nature. 
For the laureate, his only ofliee is to find virtues in 
those who have none, and to drink for his ptstns. 
We have quite virtue enough to need him not, and 
can drink our sack lbr ourselves/ 

» •> 

non ACC smith. 

Mr Horace. Smith, one of the accomplished authors 
of the Rejected Addresses , was one of the first imita¬ 
tors of Sir Walter Scott in his historical romances. 
His Bramhletyc House , a tale of the civil wars, pub¬ 
lished in 182ft. was received with distinguished fa¬ 
vour by the public, tliougli some of its descriptions 
of the plague in London were copied too literally 
from Defoe, and there was a want of spirit and truth 
in the embodiment of some of the Historical charac¬ 
ters. The success of this effort inspired the author 
to venture into various fields of fiction. He has sub¬ 
sequently w ritten Tor Hill; Zillah, a Tale of the Holy 
City ; The Midsummer Medley; Walter Colyton; The 
Involuntary Prophet ; Jane Lomax; The Moneyed Man; 
Adam Broun; The Merchant , &c. 4 The Moneyed 

Man’ is the most natural and able of Mr Smith’s 
novels, and contains some line pictures of London 
city life. The author himself is fortunately a 
moneyed roan. * Mr Shelley said once, 44 1 know 
not what Horace Smith must take me for some¬ 
times: I am afraid he must think me a strange 
fellow; but is it not odd, that the only truly gene¬ 
rous person I ever knew, who had money to be 
generous with, should be a stockbroker! And he 
writes poetry too,” continued Mr Shelley, his voice 
rising in a fervour of astonishment— 44 he writes 
poetry and pastoral dramas, and yet knows how to 
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make money, and does make it, and is still gene¬ 
rous.”** The poet also publicly expressed his re¬ 
gard for Mr Smith. 

Wit and sense, 

Virtue and human knowledge, all that might 
Make this dull world a business of delight, 

Are all combined in II. S. 

GEORGE P. R. JAMES. 

Mr G^qRGE P. 11. James is another of Scott’s 
historical imitators, and perhaps the best of the 
numerous band.. If he had not written so much— 



George P. It. Jauicm. 

if, instead of employing an amanuensis, to whom 
lie dictates his ‘ thick-coming fancies/ he had con¬ 
centrated* liis powers on a few congenial 

subjects or periods of history, and resorted to the 
manual labour of penmanship as a drag-chain on 
the machine, he might have attained to the highest 
honours of this department of composition. As it 
is, he has furnished many light, agreeable, and 
picturesque books—none of questionable tendency 
—and all superior to the general run of novels 
of the season. Mr James's first appearance as 
an author was made, we lielieve, in 1822, when 
he published a History of the Life of Edward the 
Black Prince. In 1829 lie struck into that path in 
which he lias been so indefatigable, and produced 
his historical ropiance of Richelieu , a very attrac¬ 
tive fiction. In 1830 he issued two romances, 
Damley, or the Field of the (doth of Gold, arid Be 
L'Orme. Next year he produced Philip Augustus; 
in 1832 a History of Charlemagne , and a tale, Henry 
Master ton; in 1833 Mary of Burgundy, or the 
Revolt of Ghent; in 1834 The Life and Adventures 
of John Marston Hall; in 183.5 One in a Thousand, 
or the Days of Henri Quatre , and The Gipsy , a Tale ; 
in 1837 Atfila, a romance, and The Life and Times 
of Louis XIV.; in 1838 The Huguenot, a Tale of the 
French Protestants, and The Robber; in 1839 Henry 
of Guise , and A Gentleman of the Old School; in 
1840 The King's Highway , and The Man at Arms; 
in 1841 Corse de Leon , Jacquerie , or the Lady and 
Page; The Ancient Regime, and A History of the Life 
of Richard Cmur de Lion j in 1842 Morfey Ernstein; 

* Lord Byron and Some of hla Contemporaries, by Lcijb 
Hunt 


in 1843 Forest Days, Em St Clair , The False Heir , 
and Arabella Stuart. We have in this catalogue 
some seventy or eighty volumes. ‘There seems/ 
says a lively writer, ‘ to be no limit to his ingenuity, 
his faculty of getting up scenes and incidents, dilem¬ 
mas, aijjtifices, contretemps, battles, skirmishes, dis¬ 
guises, escapes, trials, combats, adventures, lie 
accumulates names, dresses, implements of war and 
peace, official retinues, and the whole paraphernalia 
of customs and costumes, with astounding alacrity. 
He appears to have exhausted every imaginable 
situation, and to have described every available 
article of attire on record. What lie must have 
passed through—what triumphs lie must have en¬ 
joyed—what exigencies he must have experienced— 
wiiat love he must have sutl'cred—what a grand 
wardrobe his brain must be! lie has made some 
poetical and dramatic efforts, but this irresistible 
tendency to pile up circumstantial 'particulars is 
fatal p/those forms of art which demand intensity 
of passion. In stately narratives of chivalry and 
feudal grandeur, precision and reiteration are desir¬ 
able rather than injurious—as we would have the 
most perfect accuracy and finish in a picture of 
ceremonials; and here Mr Janus is supreme. One 
of his court romances is a book of brave sights and 
heraldic magnificence—it is the nexf ’tlwug to mov¬ 
ing at our leisure through some superb and august 
procession.’ 


The Key. (\. U. (Jleig, chaplain of Oielsea Hos¬ 
pital. in the early part of his life served in the army, 
and in 1825 he published his military reminiscences 
in an interesting narrative entitled 77a Subaltern. 
In 1829 lie issued a work also partly fictitious. The 
Chelsea Pensioners, which was followed next year bv 
7 'he Country C urate ; in 1837 by The. Hussar, and 
Traditions of ( hefseu Hospital ; and in 1843 by The 
Light lira goon. Besides many anonymous and other 
productions. Mr <»k*ig is author of Memoirs of War¬ 
ren Hastings , a work which certainly has not added 
to his reputation. 

W. II. MAXWEI.L—<\ LEVER—8. LOVER. 

Various military narratives, in which imaginary 
scenes and characters arc mixed up with real events 
and graphic descrip ions yif continental scenery, 
have Ikmmi published in consequence of the suc¬ 
cess of the Subaltern. Amongst the writers of this 
class is Mu W. II. Maxwell, author of Stories of 
Waterloo, 1829; Wild Sports of the West; Adven¬ 
tures of Captain Blake; The Bivouac, or Stories <f the 
Peninsular War; The Fortunes if Hector (YHuHorun, 
&c. Mr C. Levei» is stilt more populur; for, in 
addition to liis battle scenes and romantic exploits, 
he has a rich racy national humour, and a truly 
Irish love of frolic*. His first work was The Confes¬ 
sions of Harry Lorrequtr, which wo* followed by 
Charles O'Malley, the Irish Dragoon; Jack Hinttmf* 
the Guardsman; Tom Burke of ‘Ours/ and Arthur 
O'Leary, his Wanderings and Ponderings in many 
Lands. Mr Lever’s heroes have all a strong love* of 
adventure, a national pronenese to blundering, and 
a tendency to get into scrapes and questionable 
situations. The author’s chief fault is his often 
mistaking farce lbr comedy—mere animal spirits for 
wit or humour. Mh Samuel Lover, author of 
Legends and Stories of Ireland, Rory O'More, Handy 
Andy, L. S. 1). &c. is also a genuine Irish writer, a 
strong lover of his country, and, like Moore, a poet 
mid musician, as well ns novelist The scene* of 
war. rebellion, and adventure in Mr Lover's tales 
are related with much spirit 
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JOHN FEN IMOHE COOPER. 

John Fenimork Cooper, the American novelist, 
lias obtained great celebrity in England, and over 
all Europe, for his pictures of the sea, sea-Jifc, and 
wild Indian scenery and manners, llis imagination 



John t cniinnre C»x ;« r. 

is essentially poetical. He invests the ship with all 
the interest of a living being, and makes his readers 
follow’ its progress, and trace the operations of those 
on hoard, with intense and never-flagging anxiety. 
Of humour he has scarcely any iH-rception; and in 
delineating character and familiar incidents, he often 
betrays a gn at want of taste and knowledge of the 
world. ‘When he attempts to catch the ease of 
fashion/ it has been truly said, * he is singularly un¬ 
successful.’ Ik* belongs, like Mrs Radeliflc, to the 
romantic school of novelists—especially to the sea, 
the heath, and the primeval forest. Mr Coojht, ac¬ 
cording to a notice of him some years since in the 
New Monthly Magazine-was V.Urn at Burlington on 
the Delaware, in 17118, and was removed at an early 
age to ('oopor’s Town, a place of whic h he has given 
an interesting account in The Pioneers. At thirteen 
he was admitted to Vale college, New Haven, and 
three years afh rwarda lie went to sea—an event that 
gave a character and colour to his after-life, and pro¬ 
duced impressions of which the#orld has reaped the 
rich result On his marriage to a lady in the state 
of New York, he quitted the navy, and devoted him¬ 
self to composition. His flnit work w*as published 
in 1821, and since that period he must have written 
iilmve seventy volumes. Among them are The Pilot; 
The Pioneers; The Spy; The Prairie; The Last of the 
Mohicans; The lied Hover; The Hardeners ; The Bravo; 
The Veer Slayer; Eve Effingham; The Headsman; 
Heidcnmauer; Homeward Hound; Jack o' Lantern; 
Mercedes of Castile; The Pathfinder; The Two Admi¬ 
rals; The Water Witch; Wyandotte; Ned Myers, or 
Life before the Mash &c. Besides his numerous works 
of Action, Mr Cooper has written Excursions in Italy , 
1838 ; a History of the American Navy , 1839, & c. 
In these he does not appear to advantage. He seems 
to cherish some of the worst prejudices of the Ame¬ 
ricans, and, in his zeal for republican institutions, to 
forget the candour and temper becoming an enlight¬ 
ened citizen of the world* 


IIA LI BURTON. 

Mr IIaljucrton, a judge in Nova Scotia, is the 
reputed author of a series of highly-amusing works 
illustrative of American and Canadian manners, 
abounding in shrewd sarcastic remarks on political 
questions, the colonics, slavery, domestic institutions 
and customs, and almost every familiar topic of the 
day. The first of these appeared in 1837, under the 
title of The Clock maker , or the Sayings and Voings of 
Samuel Slick of Slickvillc. A second pub¬ 

lished in the following year, and a third in 1840. ‘Sam 
Slick* was a universal favourite; and in 1843 the 
author conceived the idea of bringing him to Eng¬ 
land. The Attache , or Sam Slick in England , gives 
an account of the savings and doings of the clock- 
maker when elevated to the dignity of the ‘Honour¬ 
able Mr Slick, Attache of the American Legation 
to the court of St James’s/ There is the same 
quaint humour, acute observation, and laughable 
exaggeration in these volumes ns in the former, but, 
on the w hole, Sam is most amusing on the other side 
of the Atlant a*. * 

V.. HARRISON AINSWORTH. 

Mr W. Harrison Ainsworth has written several 
picturesque romances, partly founded on English 
history and manners. His Iu»>hroo<l, 1834, is a very 
animated narrative, in which tlu* adventures of Tur¬ 
pin the highwayman are graphically related, and 
some of the vulgar superstitions of the last century 
coloured with the lights of genius. In the interest 
and rapidity of his scenes and adventures, Mr Ains¬ 
worth evinced a dramatic power and art, but no ori¬ 
ginality or felicity of humour or character. His 
second romance, Crichton , 1835, is founded on the 
marvellous history of the Scottish cavalier, but is 
scarcely equal to the first. He has since* written 
Jack Sheppard, a sort of Newgate romance, The 
Tower of London , Huy Patch* .v, Old St Pauls, and 
Windsor Cattle. There are rich, copious, and bril¬ 
liant descriptions in some of these vorks, but ^lieir 
tendency is at least doubtful. To portray scenes of 
low successful villaiiy, and to paint ghastly and 
hideous details of human suffering* call be no elevat¬ 
ing task for a man of genius, nor one likely to pro¬ 
mote among novel readers a healthy tone of moral 
feeling or sentiment. 

SAMUEL WARREN — MRS BRAY — ALBERT SMITH— 
HON. C. A. Mg KRAY. 

In vivid painting of the passions, and depicting 
scenes of modern life, the tales of Mr Samuel War¬ 
ren. F.R.S. have enjoyed a high and deserved de¬ 
gree of popularity. His Passages from the Diary of 
a Late Physician , two volumes, 1837, contain many 
touching and beautiful stories; and his Ten Thou* 
sand a Year , though in some parts ridiculously ex¬ 
aggerated, and too liable to the suspicion of being 
a satire upon the middle classes, is also an amus¬ 
ing and able novel. Mrs Bray, a Devonshire 
lady, and authoress of an excellent tour among the 
mountains and lakes of Switzerland, has written 
a number of historical and other novels— De Foix , 
or Sketches of Manners and Customs of the Four¬ 
teenth Century , 1826; Henry de Pomeroy; The Pro¬ 
testant , a Tale of the Feign of Queen Mary; Talba , 
or the Moor of Portugal; Trchiwney of Trtlawney , 
&c. Au English novel, Caleb Stuheley , published 
anonymously in 1842, is a vigorous and interest¬ 
ing work, though in some parts coarse and vehe¬ 
ment in style. The Adventures of Mr Ledbury , 
by Albert Smith, and The Prairie Bird » by tne 
Honourable C. A. Murray, may be mentioned as 

629 

* • 


FROM 1780 


CYCLOPEDIA OP 


TILL T1IK PRESENT TIME. 


among the superior class of recent novels. The 
whole of these it would be impossible to enumerate; 
for not only does ‘ every year and month send out a 
new one/ but every magazine contains tales and 
parts of romances well written, and possessing many 
of the requisites for successful works of this descrip¬ 
tion. The high and crowning glory of originality, 
wit, or inventive genius, must always be rare; but 
in no previous period of our literature was there so 
much respectable talent, knowledge, and imagination 
embarke* 1 ^ fictitious composition. One great name, 
however, yet remains to be mentioned. 

« 

CHARLES DICKENS. 

Few authors have succeeded in achieving so bril¬ 
liant a reputation as that secured by Mr Charles 
Dickens in the course of a few years. The sale of 
his works has been unexampled, and they have been 
translated into various languages, including even 
the Dutch and Russian. Writings so universally 
popular must be founded on truth and nature—must 
appeal to those passions and tastes common to man¬ 
kind in every country ; and at the same time must 
possess originality and force of delineation. The 
first publication of Dickens was a series of sketches 
and illustrations, chiefly of ordinary English and 
metropolitan life, known as Sketches hy Bo:. The 
earlier numbers of these were written for a news¬ 
paper, the Evening Chronicle, and the remainder for 
a magazine. They were afterwards collected and 
published in two volumes, bearing respectively the 
dates of 1836 and 18^7. The author was then a 
young man of about twenty-six. In 1837 he began 
another series of a similar character. The Pidnvick 
Papers, of which .30,000 copies are said to have 
been sold. Though defective in plan and arrange¬ 
ment, as Mr Dickens himself admits, the characters 
: in this new series of sketches, and the spirit with 
which the incidents are described, amply atone for 
the want of any interesting or well-cons true ted plot. 
The hero, Pickwick, is almost as genial, unsophisti- 
eatt^’anfi origffilil as My Uncle Toby, and his man, 
Sam Weller, is an epitome of liondon low life in its 
most agreeable apd entertaining form. The dia¬ 
logue overflowed with kindly humour, and felicities 
of phrase and expression ; the description was so 
graphic and copious, and the comic scenes so finely 
blended with tenderness and benevolence, that the 
effect of the whole was irresistible. The satire and 
ridicule of the author were always well directed, 
and though coloured if little too highly, bore the 
clear impress of actual life and observation. To aid 
in these effects, Mr Dickens called in the artist and 
engraver. What Boz conceived and described. Phiz 
represented with^o much truth, and spirit, and indi¬ 
viduality—seizing upon every trait and feature, and 
preserving the same distinguishing characteristics 
throughout—that the characters appeared to stand 
bodily forth to the world as veritable personages of 
the day, destined to live for all time coming. The 
intimate acquaintance evinced in ‘Pickwick’ with 
the middle and low life of London, and of the tricks 
and knavery of legal and medical pretenders, the 
arts of bookmakers, and generally of particular 
classes and usages common to large cities, was a 
novelty in our literature. It was a restoration of 
the spirit of Hogarth, with equal humour and prac¬ 
tical wit and knowledge, but informed with a better 
tone of humanity, and a more select and refined 
taste, ‘ There is no misanthropy in his satire,’ said 
one of his critics, ‘ and no coarseness in his descrip¬ 
tions— a merit enhanced by the nature of his sub¬ 
jects. His works ore chiefly pictures of humble life 
—frequently of the humblest. The reader is led 


through scenes of poverty and crime, and all the 
characters are made to discourse in the appropriate 
language of their* respective classes; and yet we 
recollect no passage which ought to cause pain to 
the most sensitive delicacy, if read aloud in female 
society/ 

The next work of our author was Nicholas Nickleby , 
a tale which was also issued in monthly numbers, 
ami soon attained to extensive popularity. The 
plan of this work is more regular and connected 
than that of 4 Pickwick,’ the characters generally' 
not overdrawn, and the progressive interest of the 
narrative well sustained. The character of Mrs 
Nickleby is a fine portraiture of the ordinary Eng¬ 
lish wife, scarcely inferior in its kind to Fielding’s 
Amelia; and Ralph Nickleby is also ably portrayed. 
The pedagogue Squeers, and his seminary of Do- 
theboys Hall, is one of the most Amvsjng and gra¬ 
phic of English satirical delineations# and the picture 
it presents of inywsture, ignorance, arul brutal cu¬ 
pidity, is known to have been little^ if at all, cari¬ 
catured. The exposure was a public benefit The 
ludicrous account of Mr Crummies and his thea¬ 
trical company will occur to the reader as another of 
Dickens’s happiest conceptions, though it is pushed 
ii^to the region of farce. In severa^of our author’s 
works there appears a minute knowledge of dra¬ 
matic rules ami stage atlairs. He has himself, it is 
said, written an opera and a farce, and evidently 
takes pleasure in the business of the drama* May 
not some of bis more startling contrasts in situa¬ 
tion and description lie traced to this predilection? 
Oliver Twist, the next work of Mr Dickens, is also 
a tale of English low life, of vice, wretchedness, and 
misery, drawn with the truth and vigour of Crabbe. 
The hero is an orphan brought up by tlve parish, 
and thrown among various scenes and characters ' 
of the lowest and worst description. The plot of J 
this novel is well managed, and wrought up with , 
(consummate art and power. The interest of the 
dark and tragical portions of the story is over- 
I whelming, though there is no unnatural exaggera- 
j tion to produce effect, and no unnecessary gloom. 
Take, for example, the following account of a scene 
of death witnessed bv Oliver while acting in the 
capacity of attendant to an undertaker. , 

[heath and Funeral of a Pauper .] < 

There was ncithcr\nocker nor bell-handle at the i 
open door where Oliver and his master stopped ; so, j 
I groping his way cautiously through the dark passage, i 
and bidding Oliver keep close to him, and not be j 
afraid, the undertaker mounted to the top of the first 
flight of stairs, and, stumbling against a door on the 
landing, rapjied at it with his kuuckles. 

It was opened by ft young girl of thirteen or four¬ 
teen. The undertaker at once saw enough of what 
the room contained, to krjow it was the apartment to 
which he had been directed. He stepped in, and 
Oliver followed him. 

There was no fire in the room; but a man was 
crouching mechanically over the empty stove. An 
old woman, too, had drawn a low stool to the cold 
hearth, and was sitting beside him. There were some 
ragged children in another comer; and in a small 
recess, opposite the door, there lay upon the ground 
something covered with an old blanket. Oliver shud¬ 
dered as he cast his eyes towards the place, and crept 
involuntarily closer to his master; for, though it was 
covered up, the boy fcU that it was a corpse. 

The man's face was thiu and very pale; his hair 
and beard were grizzly, and his eye# were bloodshot 
The old woman’s face was wrinkled, her two remain¬ 
ing teeth protruded over her under lip, and her eyes 
were bright and piercing. Oliver wae afraid to look 

630 



NOVELISTS. 


ENGLISH LITERATURE. 


CHARLES DICKENS. 


at either her or the man ; they seemed so like the rats 
he had seen outside. 

4 Nobody shall go near her/ said the man, starting 
fiercely up as the undertaker approached the recess. 

1 Keep back ! d-«~n you, keep back, if you’ve a life to 
lose.’ <» 

‘ Nonsense, my good man/ said the undertaker, 
who was pretty well used to misery in all its shapes— 

4 nonsense!’ 

* I tell you/ said the man, clenching his hands and 
stamping furiously on the floor— 4 I tell you I wont 
have her put into the ground. She couldn’t rest 
there. The worms would worry—not eat her—she is 
so worn away.* 

The undertaker offered no reply to this raving, hut 
producing a tape from his pocket, knelt down lor a 
moment by the side of the body. 

‘Ah!’ said # the man, bursting into tears, and sink¬ 
ing on his knqes at the feet of the dead woman ; 

* kneel down # kneel down ; kneel round her every one 
of you, and mark mv words. I *»y she starved to 
death. I never knew how bad she was till the fever 
came upon her, and then her hones were starting 
through the skin. Ttyre was neither fire nor candle ; 
she died in the dark—in the dark. She couldn’t even 
see her children's faces, though we heard her gasping 

, out their name*. I begged for her in the streets, Aid 
they sent rne to prison. When I came back she was 
dying; and all the blood in my heart has dried up, 
for they starved her to death. I swear it before the 
God that saw it—they starved her!* He twined his 
hands in his hair, and with a loud scream rolled 
grovelling ujam the floor, his eyes fixed, and the foam 
gushing from his lips. 

The terrified children cried bitterly ; but the old 
woman, who had hitherto remained as «juiet us if she 
; had been wholly deaf to all that passed, menaced 
. them into silence; and having unloosened the man’s 
cravat, who still remained extended on the ground, 
tottered towards the undertaker. 

‘She was my daughter/ said the old woman, nodding 
her head in the direction of the corpse, and speaking 
with an idiotic leer more ghastly than even the pre¬ 
sence of death itself. * Lord, Lord ! well, it is strange 
that I who gave birth to her, and was a woman then, 
should be alive and merry now, and she lying there 
ho cold and stiff! Lord, Lord! to think of it; it’s 
as good as a play, as good as a piny!’ 

As the wretched creature ’gambled nml chuckled 
in her hideous merriment, the undertaker turned to 
go away. 

* Stop, stop!’ said the old woman in a loud whisper. 

! ‘ Will she be buried to-morrow, or next day, or fco- 
, night 1 1 laid her out, and I must walk, you know. 

Send me a large cloak ; a good warm one, for it is 
j bitter cold. We should have cake and wine, too, 

1 before we go! Never mind : fend some bread ; only 
a*ioaf of bread and a cup of water. Shall we have 
some bread, dear!’ she said eagerly, catching at the 
undertaker’s coat as he once more moved towards the 
door. 

♦Yes, yes/ said the undertaker; ‘of course; any¬ 
thing, everything.* Ife disengaged himself from the 
old woman’s grasp, and, dragging Oliver after him, 

| hurried away. 

1 The next day (the family having been meanwhile 
relieved with a half-quartern loaf and a piece of 
; cheese, left with them by Mr Bumble himself) Oliver 
and his master returned to the miserable abode, where 

* Mr Bumble had already arrived, accompanied by four 
men from the workhouse, who were to act as bearers. 
An old black cloak had been thrown over the rags of 
the old woman and the man ; the bare coffin having 
been screwed down, was then hoisted on the shoul¬ 
ders of the bearers, and carried down stairs into the 
street. . 


4 Now, you must put your best leg foremost, old 
lady/ whispered Sowerbcrry in th$ old woman’s ear; 

‘ we are rather late, and it wont do to keep the 
clergyman waiting. Move on, iny men— as quick as 
you like.* 

Thus directed, the bearers trotted on under their 
light burden, and the two mourners kept as near them 
as they could. Mr Bumble and Sowerbcrry walked 
at a good smart pace in front; and Oliver, whose legs 
were not so long as his master’s, ran by the side. 

There was not so great a necessity for hurrying as 
Mr Sowerbcrry had anticipated, howJWf* for when 
they reached the obscure corner of the churchyard, in 
which the nettles grew, and the purish grave* were 
made, the clergyman had not arrived and the clerk, 
who was sitting by the vestry-room fire, seemed to 
think it by no means improbable that it might be an 
hour or so before he came. So they set the bier down 
on the brink of the grave; and the two mourners 
waited patiently in the damp clay, with a cold rain 
drizzling town, while the ragged hoys, whom the 
spectacle had attracted into the churchyard, played a 
noisy game at hide-and-seeh among the tombstones, 
or varied their amusements bv jumping backwards 
am! forwards over the coffin. Mr Sowerbcrry and 
Bumble, being personal friends of the clerk, sat by 
the fire with him, anti read the paper. 

At length, after the lapse of something more than 
an hour, Mr Bumble, and Sowerberry, and the clerk 
were seen running towards the grave ; and imme¬ 
diately afterwards the clergyman appeared, putting 
on liis surplice as he came along. Mr Bumble then 
thrashed a lay or two to keep up appearances; and 
the reverend gentleman, having read as much of the 
burial-son ice as could Ik* compressed into four minutes, 
gave his surplice to the clerk, and ran away again. 

‘ Now, Bill/ said Sowerberrv to the grave-digger, 
‘fillup.* 

It was no very difficult task, for the grave wa.s so 
full that the uppermost coffin was within a few feet 
of the surface. The grave-digger shovelled in the 
earth, stamped it loosely down with his feet, shoul¬ 
dered his spade, and walked off, followed J>y the boys, 
who murmured very loud complaints at the fitJfPbeing 
over so soon. 

‘ Come, mv good fellow/ said Jlu table, tapping the 
man on the back, ‘ they want to shut up the yard.’ 

The limn, who had never once moved since he had 
taken his station bv the grave side, started, raised his 
head, stared at the person who had addressed him, 
walked fonvard for a few paces, and then fell down in 
a fit. The crazy old woman was too much occupied 
in bewailing the loss of her cloak (which the under¬ 
taker had taken off) to pay him any attention ; so 
they threw a can of cold water over him, and when he 
came to, saw him safely out of the churchyard, locked 
the gate, and departed on their different ways. 

* Well, Oliver/ said Sowerberty, aa they waiked 
home, ‘ how’ do you like it V 

4 Pretty well, thank you, sir/ replied Oliver, with 
considerable hesitation. 4 Not very much, sir.* 

‘Ah, you’ll get used to it in time, Oliver/ said 
Sowerbcrry. 4 Nothing when you art used to it, my 
boy.* 

Oliver wandered in his own mind whether it had 
taken a very long time to get Mr Sowerbcrry used to 
it; but he thought it better not to ask the question, 
and walked back to the shop, thinking over all he 
had seen and heard. 

The atrocities of Sykes in the same tale, particu- \ 
larly his murder of the girl Nancy, are depicted 
with extraordinary power. 

In 1840 Mr Dickens commenced a new species of 
fiction, entitled Master Humphrey's Clock, designed, 
like the Tales of My Landlord, to comprise different 
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tales under one general title, and joined by one con¬ 
necting narrative. The outline was by no means 
prepossessing or natural, but as soon as the reader 
had got through this exterior scaffolding, and entered 
on the first story, the genius of the author was found 
to be undiminished in vivid delineation of character 
and description. The effects of gambling are de¬ 
picted with great force. There is something very 
striking in the conception of the helpless old game¬ 
ster, tottering upon the verge of the grave, and at 
that period when most of our other passions are as 
much wojBMs^ut as the frame which sustains them, 
still maddened with that terrible infatuation which 
seems to shoot jip stronger and stronger as every 
other desire and energy dies away. Little Nell, the 
grandchild, is a beautiful creation of pure-minded- 
ness and innocence, yet with those habits of pensive 
reflection, and that firmness and energy of mind 
which misfortune will often engraft on the other¬ 
wise buoyant and unthinking spirit of childhood ; 
and the contrast between her and her grandfather, 
now dwindled in every respect but the one into a 
second childhood, and comforted, directed, and sus¬ 
tained by her unshrinking firmness and love, is very 
finely managed. The death of Nell is the most 
pathetic and touching of the author’s serious pas¬ 
sages—it is also instructive in its pathos, for we | 
feel with the author, that ‘ when death strikes down 
the innocent and young, for every fragile form from 
which he lets the panting spirit free, a hundred 
virtues rise, in shapes of mercy, charity, and love, 
to walk the world and bless it. Of every tear that 
sorrowing mortals shed on such green graves, some ! 
good is born, some gentler nature comes. In the 
destroyer’s steps there spring up bright creations , 
that defy bis power, and his dark path becomes a j 
way of light to heaven.’ In the course of this tale ; 
there are many interesting and whimsical incidents j 
and adventures, with fine glimpses of rural scenes, J 
old churches, and churchyards. The horrors of the i 
almost hopeless want which too often prevails in 
the great manufacturing towns, and the wild and 
reckless despair which it engenders, are also de- 
scrim**!' wifti equal mastery of colouring and effect. 
The sketch of the wretch whose whole life had been 
spent in watchiwg, «day and night, a furnace, until 
he imagined it to be a living being, and its roaring 
the voice of the only friend he had ever known, 
although perhaps grotesque, has something in it 
very terrible: we may smile at the wildness, yet 
shudder at the horror of the fancy. A second story, 
Bcmiaby ltuthjc, is included in ‘ Master Humphrey’s 
Clock,’ and this also contains some excellent minute 
painting, a variety of broad humour and laughable 
caricature, with some masterly scenes of passion 
and description. The account of the excesses com¬ 
mitted during Lor<* George Gordon’s riots in 1780 
may vie with Scott’s narrative of the Porteous mob; 
and poor Barnaby Rudge with his raven may be 
considered as no unworthy companion to Davie 
Gellatley. There is also a picture of an old English 
inn, the Maypole, near Epping Forest, and an old 
innkeeper, John Willet, which is perfect in its kind 
—such, perhaps, as only Dickens could have painted, 
though Washington Jrving might have made the 
first etching. After completing these tales Mr 
Dickens made a trip to America, of which he pub¬ 
lished an account in 1842, under the somewhat 
quaint title'of American Notes for General Circu¬ 
lation. This work disappointed the author’s ad¬ 
mirers, which may be considered as including nearly 
the whole of the reading public. The field had 
already been well gleaned, the American character 
and institutions frequently described and generally 


to our knowledge on any of the great topics con¬ 
nected with the condition or future destinies of the 
new world. On one national point only did the 
novelist dissertate at length—the state of the news¬ 
paper press, which he describes as corrupt and 
debased ( beyond any experience or conception in this 
country. He also joins with Cuptain Basil Hall, 
Mrs Trollope, and Captain Marry at, in representing 
the social state and morality of the people as low 
and dangerous, destitute of high principle or gene¬ 
rosity. So acute and practised an observer as 
Dickens could not. travel without noting many oddi¬ 
ties of character, and viewing familiar objects in a 
•new light; and we are tempted to extract two 
short passages from his ‘American Notes,’ which 
show the masterly hand of tin* novelist. The first 
is a sketch of an original met with by our author 
on board a Pittsburg canal boat:— 

• ♦* 

A thin-faced, spare-figured man of rfmbllc age and 
stature, dressed iy a dusty drubb ink-coloured suit, 
such as I never saw he fore. lie was (perfectly quiet 
| during the first part of the journey ; indeed I don’t 
j remember having so much as seen him until lie was 
| brought out by circumstances, ifs great men often are. 

| The canal extends to the foot of the mountain, and 
j th^re of course it stop-*, the passengers being conveyed 
across it l»v land-carriage, and taken on afterwards bv 
another canal boat, tin- counterpart of the first, which 
awaits them on the other side. There are two canal 
lines of parage-boat. ; one is called the Express, and 
one (a cheaper one) the Pioneer. The Pioneer gets 
I first to the mountain, and waits for the Express people 
to come up, both sets of passengers being conveyed 
across it at the same time. We were the Express 
I company, but when we had crossed the mountain, and 
| had come to the second boat, the proprietor* took it 
into their heads to draft all the Pioneers into it like¬ 
wise, so that wo were live and-foity at least, and the 
I accession of passengers was not all of that kind 
which improved the prospect of sleeping at night. 
Our people grumbled at this, as people do in such 
cases, but suffered the boat to be towed off with the 
whole freight aboard nevertheless; and away we 
went down the canal. At home 1 should have pro¬ 
tested lustily, but, being a foreigner here, I held my 
peace. Not so this passenger. He cleft a path among 
the people on deck (we were nearly all on deck), and, 
without addressing anybody whomsoever, soliloquised 
as follows: — 4 This mafl nit this may, but it don’t 
suit me. This may be all very well with dow n-caster* 
and men of Poston raising, but it wont suit my 
figure nohow; and no two ways about that ; and go I 
tell you. Now, I’m from the brown forests of the 
Mississippi, / am, and when the sun shines on me, it 
does shine—a little. It don’t glimmer where / live, 
the sun don’t. No. t T ’m a brown forester, 1 am. I 
an’t a Johnny Cake. There are no smooth skins 
where I live. We’re rough men there. Rather. If 
down-casters and men of Boston raising like this, 1 
am glad of it, but I'm none of that raising, nor of j 
that breed. No. This company wants a little fixing, ( 
if does. I’m the wrong sort of man for ’em, / am. 
They wont like me, they wont. This is piling of it 
up, a little too mountalnofis, this is.’ At the end of 
every one of these short sentences he turned upon his 
heel, and walked the other way; checking himself 
abruptly when he had finished another short sentence, 
and turning back again. It is impossible for mo to 
say what terrific meaning was hidden in the words of 
this brown forester, but I know that the other pas¬ 
sengers looked on in a sort of admiring horror, and 
that presently the boat was put back to tbe wharf, 
and as many of the Pioneers as could be coaxed or 
bullied into going away, were got rid of. 


understood, and Mr'Dickens could not hope to add uta’ricd ag'ain,Tfm«"o7'thVbofdwt'spirit*boaH 
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made bold to Wff to the obvious occasion of this im¬ 
provement in our prospects, 4 Much obliged to you, 
sir:* whereunto the brown forester (waving his hand, 
and still walking up and down as before) replied, 4 No 
you an’t. You’re none o’my raising. You may act 
for yourselves, you may. 1 have pinted out # the way. 
Down*eastern and Johnny Cakes can follow if they 
please. I an’t a Johnny Cake, I an’t. 1 am from the 
brown forests of the Mississippi, I arn and so on, as 
before. lie was unanimously voted one of the tables 
for his bed at night—there is a great contest for the 
tables—in consideration of his public services, and he 
had the warmest comer by the stove throughout the 
rest of the journey. Hut 1 never could find out that 
he did anything except sit there; nor did I hear him 
speak again until, in the midst of the bustle and fcur- 
moil of getting the luggage ashore in the dark at 
Pittsburg, I stumbled over him as he sat smoking a 
cigar on the cabin steps, and heard him muttering to 
himself, witji a short laugh of defiance, ‘ I an’t a 
Johnny Cake, / an’t. Pm from the brown forests of 
the Mississippi. / am, damme !* I am inclined to 
argue from this that he had never left off saying so. 

The following is completely in the s-.vle of Dickens 
— a finished miniature, yet full of heart:— 

There w;g» little woman on hoard with a li&lc 
baby ; and both little woman and little child were 
cheerful, good-looking, bright-oyd, and fair to see. 
The little woman hud been passing a long time with 
her sick mother in New York, and had left h<*r home 
in St hotiin, in that condition in which ladies who 
truly love their lords desire to \n\ The baby was bom 
in her mother's house, and *h«* had not seen her hus¬ 
band (to whom she was now returning) for twelve 
months. Inning left him a month or two after their 
marriage. Well, to be sure, there never was a little 
woman so full of hope, and tenderness, and love, and 
anxiety, as this little woman was; and all daylong 
she wondered whether 4 he’ would be at the wharf: 
and whether ‘he’ had got her letter; and whether, if 
she sent the baby Ashore by somebody else, ‘he* would 
know it meeting it in the street; which, seeing that 
be bad never set eyes upon it in his life, was not very 
likely in the abstract, but was probable enough to the 
young mother. She was such an artless little crea¬ 
ture, and was in such a sunny, lawning, hopeful state, 
and let out all this mutter clinging close about her 
heart ho freely, that all the otk^r lady passengers en¬ 
tered into the spirit of it as much as she; and the 
captain (who heard all about it from his wife) was 
wondrous slv, I promise you, inquiring every time we 
met at table, as in forgetfulness, whether she ex¬ 
pected anybody to meet lo r at St Louis, and whether 
j she would want to go ashore the night we reached it 
! (but he supposed she wouldn’t), and cutting many 
j other dry jokes of that naMiro.* There was one little 
; weazen-dried, apple-faced old woman, who took oe- 
j c&nion to doubt the constancy of husbands in such 
S circumstances of bereavement; and there was another 
! lady (with a lap dog), old enough to moralise on the 
lightness of human affections, and yet not so old that 
she could help nursing the babv now and then, or 
laughing with the rest when the little woman called 
it by its father’s name, and asked it all manner of 
fantastic questions concerning him in the joy of her 
heart It was something of a blow' to the little woman, 
that when we were within twenty miles of our desti¬ 
nation, it became clearly necessary to put this baby to 
bed. But she got over it with the same good humour, 
tied a handkerchief round her head, and cainc out 
into the little gallery w’ith the rest. Then, such an 
oracle as she became in reference to the localities ! 
and such facetiousness as was displayed by the mar¬ 
ried Indies, and such sympathy as was shown by the 
single ones, and such peals of laughter as the little 


woman herself (who would just as soon have cried) ! 
greeted every jest with! At last there were the lights 
of Bfc Louis, and here was the wharf, and those were 
the steps; and the little woman, covering her face 
with her hands, and laughing (or seeming to laugh) 
more than ever, ran into her own cabin and shut her¬ 
self up. I have no doubt that in the charming ineon- ; 
sistency of such excitement, she stopped her ears, lest 
she should hear * him’ asking for her—but I did not ] 
see her do it. Then a great crowd of people rushed j 
on board, though the boat was not yet made fast, but j 
was wandering about among the other to find & 

landing-place ; and everybody looked for the husband, ! 
and nobody saw’ him, when, in the Imidst of us &H— 
Heaven knows how she ever got there—there wa* the 
little woman clinging with both arms tight round the 
neck of a fine, good-looking, sturdy young fellow ; and 
in a moment afterwards there she was again, actually 
clapping her little hands for joy, as she dragged him 
through the small door of her small cabin to look at 
the baby A he lay asleep ! 

In the course of the year 184-1 Mr Dickens entered 
upon a new tale, Martin Cnuzzh'irit , in which many 
of his American reminiscences are embodied, and 
which evinces no diminution of his powers. Indeed, , 
in freshness and vigour of thought and style, and ; 
versatility of charavicr and invention, this story bids 
fair to rank among the inostjhiished of the author’s 
performances. About Christmas of the same year 
the fertile author threw off a light production in hi# j 
happiest manner—a Christmas Cara! in Prose —which 
enjoyed vast (Kipularity, and was dramatised at the 
London theatres. Thus crowned with unrivalled suc¬ 
cess, buoyant in genius and spirit, and replete with 
generous and manly feeling, we may anticipate for 
Mr I)it kens a long ami honourable career. ‘ The diffi¬ 
culties to which he is exposed in his present periodical 
mode of writing are, in some resjiects, greater than if 
he allowed himself a wider field, and gave his whole 
work to the public at once. Hut he would be sub¬ 
jected to a severer criticism if his fiction could be 
read eontimiedly—if his power of maintaining a 
sustained interest could lx* tested—if his %oidneould 
lie viewed as a connected whole, and its object, ■ 
plan, consistency, and arrangenumt. brought to the 
notice of the render at once. This ordeal cannot be 
passed triumphantly without the aid of other quali¬ 
ties than necessarily belong to the most brilliant 
sketeher of detached scenes. We do not, however, 
mean to express a doubt that Mr Dickens can write 
with judgment as well as with spirit. His powers 
of observation and description are qualities rarer, 
and less capable of being acquired, than those which j 
would enable him to combine the scattered portions 
of a tale into one consistent and harmonious whole. 
If he will endeavour to supply.whatever may be 
effected by care and study—avoid imitation of ofcher 
writers—keep nature steadily before his eyes—and 
check all disposition to exaggerate—we know no 
writer who seems likely to attain higher success in 
that rich and useful department of fiction which is 
founded on faithful representations of human cha¬ 
racter, as exemplified in the aspects of English life.’ * 

HISTORIANS. 

In depth of research and intrinsic value, the histo¬ 
rical works of this period far exceed those of any of 
our former sections. Access has been more readily 
obtained to all public documents, and private collec- i 
tions have been thrown open with a spirit of en¬ 
lightened liberality. Certain departments of history 
the Anglo-Saxon period, and the progress 

* Edinburgh Review for I#3& 
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generally of the English constitution—have also 
been cultivated with superior learning and diligence. 
The great works of Hume, Robertson, and Gibbon, 
still maintain their pre-eminence with the general 
reader, but the value of the two first has been mate¬ 
rially diminished by subsequent investigations and 
new information. 

\flLLIAM MITFORD. 

The most elaborate and comprehensive work we 
have herfflfiR^otice, i8 The llisto>y of Greece from the 
Earliest Period , by Wllliam Mitford, Esq. The 
first volume of'‘Mr M it ford’s history came before 
the public in 1784, a second was published in 1790, 
and a third in 1797. It was not, however, till the 
year 1810 that the work was completed. Mr 
Mitford, descended of an ancient family in North¬ 
umberland, was born in London on the 10th of 
February 1744, and was educated first at Choam 
school, Surrey, and afterwards at Queen’s college, 
Oxford. He "studied the law, but abandoned it on 
obtaining a commission in the South Hampshire 
Militia, of which regiment he was afterwards lieu¬ 
tenant-colonel. In 1761 he succeeded to the family 
estate in Hampshire, and was thus enabled to pursue 
those classical and historical studies to w hich he was 
ardently devoted. His first publication was an 
Essay on the Harmonff of Language, intended princi¬ 
pally to illustrate that of the English Language , 1774, 
which afterwards reached a second edition. While 
in the militia, he published a Treatise on the Military 
Force , and particularly of the Militia of the Kingdom. 
This subject seems to have engrossed much of his 
attention, for at a subsequent period of his life, when 
a member of the House of Commons, Mr Mitford 
advocated the cause of the militia with much fervour, 
and recommended a salutary jealousy relative to a 
standing army in this country. He was neverthe¬ 
less a general supporter of ministers, and held the 
government appointment of Verdurer of the New 
Forest. Mr Mitford was twice elected meml>er of 
par^meiy- for thr borough of Beeralston, in Devon¬ 
shire, and afterwards for New Romney, in Kent. 
He died in 1827. The * History of Greece’ 1ms 
passed through 'several editions. Byron of Mr 
Mitford as a historian—‘ Jlis great pleasure consists 
».praising tyrants^jjmw^ 

and writing qtllfinUj ’i and what is strange, after all*. 
kis is the best modern history' of Greece in any 
language, and he is perhaps the best of all modern 
historians whatsoever. Having named his sins 
(adds the noble poet), it is hut fair to state his vir¬ 
tues—learning, labour, research^ par- 

tiah‘t£.T<CflTl thff IttTOFvirtues in a writer, because 
thSf make him write in earnest.’ The earnestness 
of Mr Mitford is too often directed against what he 
terms 4 thg Jnherent weakness and the indelihk 
barbarisfh of ^emocraticaT governmentT'^Hewusa 
warm tut ion and of the 

monarchical form of government, and this bias led 
him to be unjust to the Athenian people, whom he 
on one occasion terms * the sovereign beggars of 
Athens;’ His fidelity as a reporter of facts has also 
been questioned. 4 He contracts the strongest indi¬ 
vidual partialities, and according as these lead, lie 
is credulous or mistrustful—he exaggerates or he 
qualifies—he expands or he cuts down the docu¬ 
ments on which he has to proceed. With regard to 
the bright side of almost every king whom he has 
to describe, Mr Mitford is m ore tha n credulous; for 
a creduto sLjnan bdie,YPfll 

WHET"ftgSnf 

to the oarlf side of the same individuals, his habits 
of estimating evidence are precisely in the opposite 


extreme. In treating of the democracies or of the 
democratical leaders, his statements are not less 
partial and exaggerated.’ * It is undeniable that Mr 
Mitford has over-coloured the evils of popular 
government, but there is so much acuteness and 
spirit iif his political disquisitions, and his narrative 
of events is so animated, full, and distinct, that he 
is always read with pleasure. His qualifications were 
great, and his very defects constitute a sort of in¬ 
dividuality that is not without its attraction in so 
long a history. 

[Condemnation and Death of Swratcs .J 

We are not informed when Socrates first became 
distinguished ns a sophist; for in that description of 
men he was in his own day reckoned. When the wit 
of Aristophanes was directed against .him in the 
theatre, lie was already among the mr»t eminent, but 
his eminence seems to have been then rerent. It was 
about the tenth or*eleventh year of thq Peloponnesian 
war, when he was six or seven and-forty years of age, 
that, after the manner of the old comedy, he was offered 
to public derision upon the stn*.j by his own name, as 
one of the persons of the drama, in the comedy of 
Aristophanes called The Clouds, widely is yet extant, 
Stfmc antipathy, it appears, existed betwefh the comic 
poets collectively and the sophists or philosophers. 
The licentiousness of the former could indeed scarcely 
escape the animadversion of the latter, who, on the 
contrary, favoured the tragic poets, competitors with 
the comedians for public favour. Euripides and 
Aristophanes were particularly enemies; and Socrates 
not only lived in intimacy with Euripides, but is said 
to have assisted him in some of his tragedies. We 
arc informed of no otlur cause for the injurious re¬ 
presentation which the comic poet has given of 
.Socrates, whom he exhibits in The Clouds ns a fiagi- 
tious yet ridiculous pretender to the occult sciences, 
conversing with the clouds as divinities, and teaching 
the principal youths of Athens to despise the received 
gods and to awn men. The audience, Accustomed 
to look on defamation with carelessness, and to hold 
as lawful and proper whatever might amuse the mul¬ 
titude, applauded the wit, and even gave general 
approbation to the piece ; but the high estimation of 
the character of Socrates sufficed to prevent that com¬ 
plete success which the poet had promised himself. 
The crown which regarded him whose drama most 
earned the public favour, and which Aristophanes 
had so often won, was on thin occasion refused him. 

Two or three-and-twenty years had elapsed since 
the first representation of The Clouds; tho storms of 
conquest suffered from a foreign enemy, and of four 
revolutions in the civil government of the country, 
had passed ; nearly three years had followed of that 
quiet wdiich the revolution under Thrasybulus pro¬ 
duced, and the act of amnesty should have confirmed, 
when a young man named Melitus went to the king- 
archon, and in the usual form delivered an informa¬ 
tion against Socrates, and bound himself to prosecute. 
The information ran thus 4 Melitus, son of Melitus, 
of the borough of Fitthos, declares these upon oath 
against Socrates, son of Sophroniscus, of the borough 
of Alopece: Socrates is guilty of reviling tho gods 
whom the city acknowledges, and of preaching other 
new gods: moreover, he is guilty of corrupting the 
youth. Penalty, death/ 

Xenophon begins his memorials of his revered master* 
with declaring his wonder how the Athenian# could 
have been persuaded to condemn to death a man of 
-such uncommonly clear innocence and exalted worth. 
/Elian, though for authority he can bear no comparison 
with Xenophon, has nevertheless, I think, given the 
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solution. * Socrates/ he says, ‘ disliked the Athenian 
constitution; for he saw that democracy is tyran¬ 
nical, and abounds with all the evils of absolute 
monarchy.’ But though the political circumstances 
of the times made it necessary for cotemporary writers 
, to speak with caution, yet both Xenophon yid Plato 
j have declared enough to show that the assertion of 
I /Elian was well-founded; and farther proof, were it 
| wanted, may be derived from another early writer, 

| nearly coteinporary, and deeply versed in the politics 
of his a^c, the orator /Machines. Indeed, though not 
stated in the indictment, yet it was urged against 
Socrates by his prosecutors before the court, that he 
was disaffected to the democracy; and in proof, they 
affirmed it to be notorious that he had ridiculed what 
the Athenian constitution prescribed, the appoint¬ 
ment to magistracy by lot. ‘Thus/ they said, ‘lie 
taught his numerous followers, youths of the principal 
families of*th*c city, to despise the established govern¬ 
ment, uud to 9 he turbulent and seditious; and his 
success had been scon in the conduct of two of the 
most eminent,* Alcibiadcs and (Titian. Kven the best 
things he converted to these ill purposes: from the 
most esteemed poets, and particularly fr«»m Homer, 
lie selected passages to enforce his unti-deinocratical 
principles.’ 

Socrutef> tl.apjtoars, indeed, was not inclinctb to 
deny his disapprobation of the Athenian constitution. 
His defence itself, as it is reported by Plato, contain" 
matter on which to found an accusation against him 
of disaffection to the sovereignty of the people, such 
as, under the jealous tyranny of the Athenian demo¬ 
cracy, would sometimes subject a man to the penalties 
of high treason. ‘ You well know,’ he says, 4 Athenians, 
that had I engaged in public business, l should long 
ago have perished without procuring any advantage 
either to you or to myself. Let not the truth offend 
you: it is no peculiarity of your democracy, or of your 
national character; hut wherever the people is sove¬ 
reign, no man who shall dare honestly to oppose in¬ 
justice--frequent and extravagant injustice—can 
avoid destruction.’ 

Without this proof, indeed, we might reasonably 
believe, that though Socrates was a good and faithful 
subject of the Athenian government, and would pro¬ 
mote no sedition, no political violence, yet he could 
not like the Athenian constitution. He wished for 
wholesome changes by gentle means ; and it seems even 
to have been a principal objec^of the labours to w hich 
he dedicated himself, to infuse principles into the 
rising generation that might bring about the desirable 
change insettsibly. His scholars were chiefly sons of 
the wealthiest citizens, whose easy circumstances 
afforded leisure to attend him ; and some of these 
zealously adopting his tenets, others merely pleased 
with the ingenuity of his arguments and the live¬ 
liness of his manner, and 3b»irous to emulate his 
triumphs over his opponents, were forward, after his 
example, to engage in disputation upon all the sub 
jects on which he was accustomed to discourse. Thus 
employed, and thus followed, though himself avoiding 
office and public business, those who governed or de¬ 
filed to govern the commonwealth through their 
influence among the many, might perhaps not un 
reasonably consider him as one \\jio was or might 
become a formidable adversary, nor might it be diffi¬ 
cult to excite popular jealousy against him. 

Melitus, who stood forward as his principal accuser, 
was, as Plato informs us, no way a man of any great 
consideration. His legal description gives some pro¬ 
bability to the conjecture, that his father was one of 
the commissioners sent to Lacedaemon fqmithe mo¬ 
derate party, who opposed the ten successMl of the 
thirty tyrants, while Thrasybulus held Piraeus, and 
Pausattias was encamped before Athens. He was a 
poet, and stood forward as in a common cause of the 


poets, who esteemed the doctrine of Socrates injurious 
to their interest. Unsupported, his accusation would 
have been little formidable; but he seems to have 
been a mere instrument in the business. He was soon 
joined by Lycon, one of the most powerful speakers of 
his time. Lycon was the avowed patron of the rheto¬ 
ricians, who, as well as the poets, thought their interest 
injured by the moral philosopher’s doctrine. I know 
not that on any other occasion in Grecian history we 
have any account of this kind of party-in teres t ope¬ 
rating; but from circumstances nearly analogous in 
our own country—if we substitute for pjrvtwthe clergy, 
and for rhetoricians the lawyers—we may gather what 
might be the party-spirit, and wha^the weight of hi- 
fluence of the rhetoricians and poets in Athena. W ith 
Lycon, Auytus a man scarcely second to a n T in the 
commonwealth in rank and general estimation, who 
lmd held high command with reputation in the Pelo¬ 
ponnesian war, and had been the principal associate 
>f Thrasybulus in the war against the thirty and the 
restoration of the democracy, declared himself a sup¬ 
porter of the prosecution. Nothing in the accusation 
could, by any known law of Athens, affect the life of 
he accused. In England, no man would be put upon 
rial on m vague a charge—no grand jury would listen 
to it. But in Athens, if the party was strong enough, 
t signified little what was the law. When Lycon 
and Anytus came forward, Socrates saw that bis con¬ 
demnation was already decided. 

By the course of his life, however, and by the turn 
of his thoughts for many years, he had so prepared 
himself for all events, that, far from alarmed at the 
probability of his condemnation, lie rather rejoiced at 
it, a- at his age a fortunate occurrence. He was per¬ 
suaded of the soul's immortality, and of the superin¬ 
tending providence of an all-good Heity, whose favour 
he had always been assiduously endeavouring to de¬ 
serve. Men fear death, he said, as if unquestionably 
the greatest evil, and yet no man knows that it may 
not be the greatest good. If, indeed, great joys were 
in pro-pect, he might, and his friends for him, with 
somewhat more reason regret the event; but at his 
\ear.s, and with hi* scanty fortune—though he was 
happy enough at seventy still to •preserve body 

nd mind in vigour—yet even his present gratifica¬ 
tions must necessarily soon dccaj. To avoid, therefore, 
the evils of age, pain, sickness, decay of sight, decay 
of hearing, perhaps decay of understanding, by the 
easiest of deaths (for such the Athenian mode of exe¬ 
cution—bv a draught of hemlock—was reputed), 
cheered with the company of surrounding friends, 
could not be otherwise than a blessing. 

Xenophon savs that, by condescending to a little 
supplication, Socrates might easily have obtained his 
acquittal. No admonition or intreaty of his friends, 
however, could persuade him to such an un worthiness. 
On the contrary, when put upon bis defence, be told 
the people that he did not plead Tor his own sake, but 
lor theirs, wishing them to avoid the guilt of an un¬ 
just condemnation. It was usual for accused persons 
to bewail their apprehended lot, with tears to suppli¬ 
cate favour, and, by exhibiting their children upon the 
twin a, to endeavour to excite pity. He thought it, he 
said, more respectful to the court, as well as more 
liecoming himself, to omit all this; however aware 
that their sentiments were likely so far to differ from 
his, that judgment would be given in anger for it 

Condemnation pronounced wrought no change upon 
him. He again addressed the court, declared hi# 
innocence of the matters laid against him, and ob¬ 
served that, even if every charge had been completely 
proved, still, all together did not, according to any 
known law. amount to a capital crime. ‘But/ in 
conclusion he said, * it is time to depart I to die* you 
to live; but which for the greater good, God only 
knows.’ 
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It was usual at Athens for execution very soon to 
follow condemnation—commonly on the morrow ; but 
it happened that the condemnation of Socrates took 
place on the eve of the day appointed for the sacred 
ceremony of crowning the galley which carried the 
annual offerings to the gods worshipped at Delos, and 
immemorial tradition forbade all executions till the 
sacred vessel’s return. Thus, the death of Socrates was 
respited thirty days, while his friends had free access 
to him in the prison. During all that time he admir¬ 
ably supported his constancy. Moans were concerted 
for his escape the jailer was bribed, a vessel prepared, 
and a secure retreat in Thessaly provided. No argu¬ 
ments, no prayers, could persuade him to use the op¬ 
portunity. He had always taught the duty of 
obedience to the laws, and he would not furnish an 
example of the breach of it. To no purpose it was 
urged that he had been unjustly condemned—he had 
always held that wrong did not justify wrong. He 
waited with perfect composure the return of the sacred 
vessel, reasoned on the immortality of the soul, the 
advantage of virtue, the happiness derived from having 
made it through life his pursuit, and, with his friends 
about him, took the fatal cup and died. 

Writers who, after Xenophon and Plato, have re¬ 
lated the death of Socrates, seem to have held them¬ 
selves bound to vie with those who preceded them in 
giving pathos to the story. The purpose here has been 
rather to render it intelligible—to show its connexion 
with the political history of Athens—to derive from it 
illustration of the political history. The magnanimity 
of Socrates, the principal efficient of the pathos, 
surely deserves admiration ; yet it is not that in 
which he has most outshone other men. The circum¬ 
stances of Lord Russel’s fate were far more trying. 
Socrates, we may reasonably suppose, would have 
borne Lord Russel’s trial; but with BNhop Burnet for 
his eulogist, instead of Plato and Xenophon, he would 
not have had his present splendid fume. The singular 
merit of Socrates lay in the purity and the usefulness 
of his manners and conversation ; the clearness with 
which he saw, and the steadiness with which lie prac¬ 
tised, in a blind and corrupt age, all moral duties ; 
the difi**?*etr,stedncr.s and the zeal with which he de¬ 
voted himself to the benefit of others; and the en¬ 
larged and warm benevolence, whence his supreme 
and almost only pleasure seems to have consisted in 
doing good. The purity of Christian morality, little 
eij ou tf h , ind e ed, seen ill practice, nevertheless is become 
so familiar intEeory, that it passes almost for obvious, 

| and even congenial to the human mind. Those only 
will justly estimate the merit of that near approach 
to it which Socrates made, who will take the pains to 
gather—as they may from the writings of his contem¬ 
poraries and predecessors—how little conception was 
entertained of it before his time; how dull to a just 
moral sense the human mind has really been ; how 
slow^the progress in the investigation of moral duties, 
even where not only great pains have been taken, but 
the greatest abilities zealously employed; and when 
discovered, how difficult it has been to establish them 
by proofs beyond controversy, or proofs even that 
should be generally admitted by the reason of men. 
It is through the light which Socrates diffused by his 
doctrine, enforced by his practice, with the advantage 
of having both the doctrine and the practice exhibited 
to highest advantage in the incomparable writings of 
disciples such as Xenophon and Plato, that his life 
forms an era in the history of Athens and of man. 

DR JOHN GILLIES—MR SHARON Turner— 

WILLIAM COXE—GEORGE CHALMERS. 

■ 4 

While the first volume of Mitford’s history was 
before the public, and experiencing that degree of 
favour which induced the author to continue his 


work, Dr John Gillies, historiographer to bis 
majesty for Scotland, published The History of 
Ancient Greece , its Colonies and Conquests, two 
volumes, quarto, 1786. The monarchical spirit of the 
new historian was scarcely leas decided than that of 
Mr Mitjord, though exjgress^^ ami 

idio matic plainngaa. ‘The lusfory of GreectJ^ntJ^ 
Dr"~ Gillies, ” T ex poses the dangerous turbulence of 
democracy, and arraigns the despotism of tyrants. 

By describing the incurable evils inherent in every 
republican |K>licy, it evinces the inestimable lienefits 
resulting to liberty itself from the lawful dominion 
of hereditary kings, and the steady operation of well- 
regulated monarchy.’ The history of Dr Gillies was 
executed with considerable ability and care ; a sixth 
edition of the work (London, 1820, four volumes, 8vo.) 
hi\s been called for, and it may still l>e consulted with 
advantage. , 

In 1 7D9 Mr Siiaron Turner, a,solieitor, com¬ 
menced the publication of a series of w’orks on 
English history, M which he has obtained a highly 
respectable reputation. The first was a History of 
the Anglo-Saxons, the second a History of England 
during the Middle Ayes: in subsequent publications 
he lias continued the series to the end of the reign 
of Elizabeth ; the whole being comprised in twelve 
volumes, and containing much new and interesting 
information on the government, laws, literature, and 
manners, as well as on the civil and ecclesiastical 
history of the country. From an ambitious attempt j 
to rival Gibbon in loftiness of stylc-ounl-Jkdionr Mr I 
Turner has disfigured'LT^TitSlpry by.j\ pomp of 4 
expression and inv^yed Intricacy of style, tha t often, j 
border on The" ludicrous, YCnTli i aTT^ eTTect of bis ■ 
narrative;;; This deTedf Is'more conspieuolH Th trhr |j 
latter volumes. The early part of bis history, devoted 
to the Anglo-Saxons, and the labour, as he informs 
us, of sixteen years, is by far the most valuable. Mr 
Turner has aiso published a Sacred /History of the 
World, in two volumes: this book is intended to 
afford to young persons a selected and concentrated 
view of the chief facts and reasonings on the crea¬ 
tion, intellectual design, and divine economy of the 
world, conceived and expressed in such a manner ns 
to suit the modern style of thought and argument in 
which philosophical subjects are presented. 

William Coxe (1748-1828), archdeacon of Wills, 
was the author of various historical works of a very 
elaborate character, flis Memoirs of the Life and 
Administration of Sir Hubert Walpole , published in 
1798, in three quarto volumes, was the flfest tolerable 
account of any part of our history subsequent to the 
accession of the house of Hanover. It was followed 
by Memoirs of Horatio Lord Walpole , in which there 
was a view of the times between 1678 and 1757. 
These works derive a treat value from the mass of 
original papers published in connexion with them, 
though the author’s style is heavy and inelegant. 

His History of the House of Austria , 1807, and his 
Memoirs of the Kings of Spain of the House of Hour- 
hon y 1813, were almost the first English works in 
which an acquaintance was displayed with the 
materials of European history extant in other lan¬ 
guages than the French and Latin. Archdeacon I 
Coxe also published the Life and Select Works of 
Benjamin Stillinqfleet, and the Life and Papers of the | 
Dune of Marlborough. | 

.Resembling Turner and Coxe in the vastness of 
his undertakings, but inferior as a writer, was 
George Chalmers (1744-1825), a native of Scot¬ 
land, and yiginally a barrister in one of the Ame¬ 
rican c<flbnes before their disjunction from Britain. 

His first composition, A History of the United Colo - 
nice, from their Settlement till the Peace of 1763, ap¬ 
peared in 1780, and from time to time he gave to the 
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world many works connected witli history, politics, 
and literature. in 1807 he commenced the pub- 
lication of his Caledonia, of which three large 
volumes had appeared, when his death precluded 
the hope of its being completed. It contains a 
laborious antiquarian detail of the earlier jicriods of 
Scottish history, with minute topographical and 
historical accounts of the various provinces of the 
country. 


WILLIAM UOHCOK. 

William Rorcof, (17T>3-1B31), ns the author of 
the Life of Lorenzo de Medici , and the Life, and Pon¬ 
tificate of Leo X ., may l>e more properly classed 
with our historians than biographers. The two works 
contain an account of the revival of letters, and fill 
up the blank .bet ween Gibbon's Decline and Fall and 
Robertson's Clytrlcs V. Mr Roscoe w?is a native of 
Liverpool, She non of humble parents, and while 
engaged as cjprk to an attorney, he devoted his 
leisure hours to the cultivation of his taste for 
poetry and elegant literature. He acquired a com- 
jjetent knowledge of ♦lie Latin, From h, and Italian 
languages. After the completion of his clerkship, 
Mr Roscoe entered into business in Liverpool, and 
tiw'k an arrive part in every scheme of improve¬ 
ment, local and national. He wrote a poem cm the 
Wrongs of Africa, to illustrate the evils of slavery, 
and aiso a pamphlet on the same subject, which was 
translated into French bv Madame Neeker. Tlie 
stirring times in winch he lived called forth several 
short political dissertations from his pen ; but alxmt 
the year 1781 ), he applied himself to the great task 
he had long meditated, a biographical account of 
Lorenzo de Medici. He procured much new and 
valuable information, and in 1700 published the 
result of his labours in two quarto volumes, entitled 
The Life of Lorenzo de Medici, railed tfee Magnijicent. 
The work was highly successful, and at once ele¬ 
vated Mr Itoseoe into the proud situation of one of 
the most popular authors of the day. A second 
edition was soon called for, ami Messrs Cadcll and j 
l)avit»« purchased the copyright for 1*1200. Alxmt j 
the same time be relinquished the practice of an j 
attorney, and studied for the bar, but ultimately j 
settled as a banker in Liverpool. His next literary j 
appearance was as the translator of The Aurse, a 
poem, from the Italian of Lflfgi Tansillo. In 1805 
was published his second great w'ork, ‘The Life and > 
Pontificate of I<eo X.,’ four volumes quarto, which, j 
though carefully prepared, and also enriched with i 
new information, did not experience the same success 
us his life of Direnzo. ‘ The history of the refor¬ 
mation of religion,’ it lias been justly .remarked, 
‘involved many questions of^subtle disputation, as 
well as many topics of character and conduct; and, 
for a writer of great candour and discernment, it was 
scarcely possible to satisfy either the Papists or the 
Protestants.' The liberal sentiments and accom¬ 
plishments of Mr Roscoe recommended him to his 
townsmen as a fit person to represent them in par¬ 
liament, and he was accordingly elected in 1806. 
He spoke in favour of the abolition of the slave trade, 
and of the civil disabilities of the Catholics, which 
excited against him a powerful and violent oppo¬ 
sition. Inclined himself to quiet and retirement, 
and disgusted with the conduct of his opponents, he 
withdrew from parliament at the next dissolution, 
and resolutely dedinod offering himself as a can¬ 
didate. He still, however, took a warm interest in 
passing events, and published several pamphlets on 
the topics of the day. He projected a history of art 
and literature, a task well suited to his talents and 


attainments, but did not proceed with the work. 
Pecuniary embarrassments also came to cloud his 
latter days. The banking establishment of which 
he was a partner was forced in 1816 to suspend pay¬ 
ment, and Mr Roscoe had to sell his library, pic¬ 
tures, and other works of art. His love of literature 
continued undiminished. He gave valuable assist¬ 
ance in the establishment of the Royal Institution of 
Liverpool, and on its opening, delivered an inaugural 
address on the origin and vicissitudes of literature, 
science, and art, and their influence on the pre&nt 
state of society. In 1827 he received thg^great gold 
medal of the Royal Society of Liteftlure for his 
merits as a historian. lie had previously edited an 
edition of Pope, in ten volumes, which led to sor e 
controversy w ith Mr Bowles, as Mr Roscoe bad 
formed a more favourable, and, we think, just esti¬ 
mate of the poet than his previous editors. 


MALCOLM LAI NO. # 

Malcolm Laing, a zealous Scottish historian, was 
born in the year 1762 at Strynzia, his paternal 
estate, in Orkney. lie was educated for the Scottish 
bar, and passed advocate in 1785. He appeared as 
an author in 170/1, having completed Dr Henry’s 
History of Great lhiiain after that author’s death. 
The sturdy Whig opinions of Laing formed a con¬ 
trast to tiie tame modyr^tism of Henry; but his 
attainments and research were far superior to those 
of his predecessor. In 1800 he published The History 
of Scotland from the Union of the Crowns on the Acces¬ 
sion of King Janas 17. to the throne of England, to 
the Union (f the Kingdoms in the reign of Queen 
Anne ; with tiro dissertations, historical amt critical , 
on the (iowrie Conspiracy, and on the supposed authen¬ 
ticity of Ossians Poems. This is an able work, 
marked by strong prejudices and predilections, but 
valuabkUo Jhe historical student for its acute reason¬ 
ing and analysis. ‘ Laing attacked The translator of 
Ossian with unmerciful and almost ludicrous seve¬ 
rity, in revenge for w hich, the Highland admirers of 
the Celtic muse attributed his sentiments^o^^pre- 
jinlice natural to an Orkney man, caused by the 
severe clun ks given by tlie ancient Caledonians to 
their predatory Scandinavian pfedceessors ! Laing 
replied by another publication— The. Poems of Ossian, 
\c. containing the Poetical IForAs of James Macpher- 
son. Esq. in Prase and Rhyme, with Azotes and Illus¬ 
trations, In 1804 be published another edition of his 
History of Scotland, to which he prefixed a Pre¬ 
liminary Dissertation on the Participation of Mary 
Queen of Scots in the Murder of Darnley . The latter 
is a very ingenious historical argument, the ablest 
of Mr Laing's productions, uni ting t he pr actises! skill 
and oc.unigU.pf.the Soottishjbnyver WTflTthe krlwr^ 
ledge of tlie aiiHquary kiia. hisuOrfarr: 
portion of Mr Laing’s life was spent'on Ids paternal 
estate in Orkney, where he entered upon a course of 
local and agricultural improvement with the same 
ardour that he devoted to his literary pursuits. He 
died in the year 1818. 4 Mr Laing's merit,' says a 
writer in the Edinburgh Review, * as a critical in¬ 
quirer into history, an enlightened collector of mate¬ 
rials, and a sagacious judge of evidence, has never 
been surpassed. In spite of his ardent love of 
liberty, no man has yet presumed to charge him 
with the slightest sacrifice of historical integrity to 
his zeal. That he never perfectly attained the art 
of full, clear, and easy narrative, was owing to the 
peculiar style of those writers w ho were popular in 
his youth, and may be mentioned as a remarkable 
instance of the disproportion of particular talents to 
a general vigour of mind.' 
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JOHN PINKERTON. 

John Pinkerton (1758-1825) distinguished him¬ 
self by the fierce controversial tone of his historical 
writings, and by the violence of his prejudices, yet 
was a learned and industrious collector of forgotten 
fragments of ancient history and of national anti¬ 
quities. He was a native of Edinburgh, and bred to 
the law. The latter, however, he soon forsook for 
literary pursuits. He commenced by writing inv 


diting an Essay yn Medals , 1784. Under the name 
of Heron, he published some Letters on Literature, und 
was recommended by Gibbon to the booksellers as a 
fit person to translate the Monkish Historians. He 
afterwards (1786) published Ancient Scottish Poems, 
being the writings of Sir Richard Maitland and 
others, extracted from a manuscript in the Pep vs 
Library Cambridge, nis first historical work was 
A Dissertation on the Origin and Progross of the Scy¬ 
thians, or Goths, in which he laid down that theory 
which he maintained through life, that the Celts of 
Ireland, Wales, and Scotland, are savages, ami have 
been savages since the world began! ills next im¬ 
portant work was an Inquiry into the History o f Scot¬ 
land Preceding the Reign of Malcolm ML , or 1056, in 
which he debates at great length, and, as Sir Walter 
Scott remarks, with,much display of learning, on the 
history of the Goths, and the conquests which In¬ 
states them to have obtained over the Celts in tlu-ir 
progress through all Europe. In 1796 In* published 
a History of Scotland During the Reign of the Shunts . 
the most laborious and valuable of bis works, lit 
also compiled a Modern Geography , edited a Collection 
of Voyages and Travels , was some time editor of the 
Critical Review, wrote a Treatise on Rocks, and was 
engaged on various other literary tasks. Pinkerton 
died in want and obscurity in Paris. 

CHARLES JAMES FOX. 

CxETu-ueS’ James*Fox (1749-180G), the celebrated 
statesman and orator, during his intervals of relaxa¬ 
tion from public li(b, among other literary studies 
and occupations commenced a history of the reign 
of King James II., intending to continue it to the 
settlement at the revolution of 1688. An introduc¬ 
tory chapter, giving a rapid view of our constitu¬ 
tional history from the time of Henry VII., he 
completed. He wro# also some chapters of his 
history, but at the time of his death lie had made 
but little progress in his work. Public affairs, and 
a strong partiality and attachment to the study of 
the classics, and to works of imagination and poetry, 
were continually dra wing him off from his historical 
researches, added to whicli he ivas fastidiously scru¬ 
pulous as to all the niceties of language, and wished 
to form his plan exclusively on the model of ancient 
writers, without note, digression, or dissertation. 

* He once assured me,’ says Lord Holland, ‘ that he 
would admit no word into his book for which he 
had not the authority of Dryden.’ We need not 
wonder, therefore, that Mr Fox died before complet¬ 
ing his historical work. Such minute attention to 
style, joined to equal regard for facts and circum¬ 
stances, must have weighed down any writer even 
of uninterrupted and active application. In 1808 
the unfinished composition was given to the world 
by Lord Holland, under the title of A History of the 
Early Part of the Reign of James the Second, 'with an 
Introductory Chapter . An appendix of original 
papers was also added. The history is plainly 
written, without the slightest approach to pedantry 


or pretence; but the style of the great statesman, 
with all the care bestowed upon it, is far from being 
perfect. It wants force and vivacity, as if, in the 
process of elalwration, the graphic clearness of 
narrative and distinct perception of events and 
characters necessary to the historian had evaporated. 
The sentiments and principles of the author are, 
however, worthy of his liberal and capacious mind. 


SIR JAMES MACKINTOSH. 


As a philosophical historian, critic, and politician, 
Sir James Mackintosh deserves honourable 4 wen« 
tion. lie was also one of the last of the Scottish 



.Sr r:to>h. 


metaphysicians, and one of the most brilliant con¬ 
verses of his times—qualifications apparently very 
dissimilar. II is candour, benevolence, and libera¬ 
lity, gave a grrua* and dignity to has literary specu¬ 
lations and to his daily life. Mackintosh was a 
native of Inverness-shire, and was born at Aldourie- 
house, on the banks o£fLoch Ness, October 24, 1765. 
Ilis father was a brave Highland officer, who pos¬ 
sessed a small estate, called Kylachy, in his native 
county, which James afterwards sold for £9000. 
From liis earliest days .lames Mackintosh bad a 
passion for books; and though all his relatives wefe 
Jacobites, be was a stanch Whig. After studying 
at Aberdeen (where he bad as a college companion 
and friend the pious f hml eloquent Robert Hall), 
Mackintosh went to Edinburgh, and studied medi¬ 
cine. In 1788 he repaired to IjOtxlon, wrote for the 
press, and afterwards applied himself to the study 
of law. In 1791 he published his Virnl icier Gallicer, 
a defence of the French Revolution, in reply to 
Burke, which, for cogency of argument, historical 
knowledge, and logical prccisitm^Is^a' remiuitat^ 
work to be written by a careless and irregular young 
man of twenty*six. Though his bearing to his 
great antagonist w as chivalrous and polite, Mackin¬ 
tosh attacked his opinions with the ardour and 
impetuosity of youth, and his work was received 
with great applause. Four years afterwards he 
acknowledged to Burke that he had been the dupe 
of his own enthusiasm, and that a ‘ melancholy 
experience’ had undeceived him. The excesses of 
the French Revolution had no doubt contributed to 
this change, which, though it afterwards was made 
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the cause of obloquy nnd derision to Mackintosh, 
seems to have been adopted with perfect sincerity 
and singleness of purpose, He afterward* adirered 
and published a series of lectures on the law of 
nature and nations, which greatly extended his 
reputation. In 1795 he was called to the bar, and 
in his capacity of barrister, in 1803, he made a 
brilliant defence of M. J’elticr, an emigrant royalist 
of France, who had been indicted for a libel on 
Napoleon, then first consul. The forensic display 
, of Mackintosh is too much like an elaborate essay 
or dissertation, but it marked him out for legal pro¬ 
motion, and he received the appointment (to which 
his poverty, not bis will, consented) of Recorder of 
Bombay. He was knighted, sailed from England in 
the beginning of 1804, and after discharging faith¬ 
fully his high official duties, returned at the end of 
seven years, the earliest period that entitled him to 
his retiring •pension of £1200 per annum. Mackin¬ 
tosh now obtained a seat in parliament, and stuck 
faithfully by'his old friends the Whigs, without one 
glimpse of favour, till in 1827 his friend Mr Can¬ 
ning on the formation of his administration, made 
him a privy councillor. On the am * don of the 
Whig ministry in 18.fi), he was appointed a com¬ 
missioner for the affairs of India. On questions of 
criminal Inland national policy Mackintosh spoke 
forcibly, but he cannot Ihj said to have been a suc¬ 
cessful parliamentary orator. Amid the bustle of 
public business he did not neglect literature, though 
lie wanted resolution for continuous and severe study. 
The charms of society, the interruptions of public 
business' and the debilitating effects of his residence 
in India, also co-operated with his constitutional 
indolence in preventing the realisation of the ambi¬ 
tious dreams of his youth. He contributed, how¬ 
ever, various articles to the Edinburgh Review, and 
wrote a masterly Dissertation on the Proyrtss of 
Ethical Philosophy for the Kncvclopivdia Britannica. 
He wrote three volume* of a compendious and 
popular History of Plafond for Eardner’s Cabinet 
Cyclopedia, which, though deficient in the graces 
of narrative and style, contains some admirable 
views of constitutional history and antiquarian re¬ 
search. His learning was abundant; he wanted 
only method and elegance. He also contributed a 
short but valuable life of Sir Thomas More (which 
sprung out of his researches into the reign of 
Henry VII1., and was otherwi^ a subject congenial 
to his taste) to the same miscellany; and he was 
engaged on a History of the Revolution of 1688. 
when his life was somewhat suddenly terminated 
ou the 30th of May 1832. The portion of his his¬ 
tory of the Revolution which he had written and 
corrected (amounting to about 350 pages) was pub¬ 
lished in 1831, with a continuation by some writer 
who was opposed to Sir JaniA in many essential 
points. In the works of Mackintosh we have only 
the fragments of a capacious mind; but in all of 
them his learning, his candour, his strong love of 
truth, his justness of thinking and clearness in per¬ 
ceiving, and his genuine philanthropy, are conspi¬ 
cuous. It is to be regretted that he had no Boswell 
to record hii conversation. 

[Chivalry and Modern Manner:'.'] 

[From th« Vindlcto Galileo*.] 

The collision of armed multitudes [in Paris] ter¬ 
minated in unforeseen excesses and execrable crimes. 
In the eye of Mr Burke, however, these crimes and 
excesses assume an aspect far more important than 
can be communicated to them by their own insulated 
guilt.. They form, in his opinion, the crisis of a 
revolution mr more .important than any change of 


government—a revolution in which the sentiments 
and opinions that have formed the manners of the 
European nations are to perish. * The a^e of chivalry 
is gone, and the glory of Eurojje extinguished for 
ever.’ He follows this exclamation by an eloquent 
eulogium on chivalry, and by gloomy predictions of 
the future state of Europe, when the nation that has 
been so long accustomed to give her the tone in arts 
anil manners in thus debased and corrupted. A ca¬ 
viller might remark, that ages much more near the 
meridian fervour of chivalry than outs have wit¬ 
nessed a treatment of queens as littlfr gallant and 
generous as that of the Parisian mob. lie might re¬ 
mind Mr Burke that, in the age and country of Sir 
Philip Sidney, a queen of France, whom no blindness 
to accomplishment, no malignity of detraction, could 
reduce to the level of Maria Antoinetta, was, by 4 a 
nation of men of honour and cavaliers,* permitted to 
languish in captivity, and expire on a scaffold ; and 
he might add, that the manners of a country are 
more surely indicated by the systematic cruelty of 
a sovereign, than by the licentious fr* nzy of a mob. 
He might remark, that the mild system of modem 
manners which survived the massacres with which 
fanaticism had f<»r a century desolated and almost 
barbarized Europe, might perhaps resist the shock of 
one day's excesses committed by a delirious popu¬ 
lace. 

But the subject itself is, to an enlarged thinker, 
fertile in reflections of a different nature. That sys¬ 
tem of manners which arose among the Gothic nations 
of Europe, of which chivalry was more properly the 
effusion than the source, is, without doubt, one of the 
most peculiar and interesting appearances in human 
affairs. The moral causes which formed its character 
have not perhaps been hitherto investigated with the 
happiest success. But to confine ourselves to the sub¬ 
ject liefore us, chivalry was certainly one of the most 
prominent features and remarkable effects of this 
system of manners. Candour must confess that this 
singular institution is not alone admirable as a cor¬ 
rector of the ferocious ages in which it flourished. It 
contributed to polish and soften Europe. It paved 
the way for that diffusion of knowledge and 
of commerce which afterwards in some measure sup¬ 
planted it, and gave a new character to manners. 
Society is inevitably progressive? In government, 
commerce lias overthrown that ‘feudal and chival¬ 
rous’ system under whose shade it first grew. In 
religion, learning has subverted that superstition 
whose opulent endowments had first fostered it. Pecu¬ 
liar circumstances softened the barbarism of the 
middle ages to a degree which favoured the admission 
of commerce and the growth of knowledge. These 
circumstances were connected with the manners of 
chivalry; but the sentiments peculiar to that insti¬ 
tution could only be preserved by the situation which 
gave them birth. They were themSblves enfeebled in 
the progress from ferocity and turbulence, and almost 
obliterated by tranquillity and refinement. But the 
auxiliaries which the manners of chivalry had in 
rude ages reared, gathered strength from its weakness, 
and flourished in its decay. Commerce and diffused 
knowledge have, in fact, so completely assumed the 
ascendant in polished nations, that it will be difficult 
to discover any relics of Gothic manners but in a fan¬ 
tastic exterior, which has survived the generous illu¬ 
sions that made these manners splendid and seduc¬ 
tive. Their direct influence has long ceased in Europe; 
but their indirect influence, through the medium of 
those causes, which would not perhaps have existed 
but for the mildness which chivalry created in the 
midst of a barbarous age, still operates with increas¬ 
ing vigour. The manners of the middle age wens, in 
the most singular sense, compulsory. Enterprising 
benevolence was produced by general fierceness, gal- 
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lant courtesy by ferocious rudeness, and artificial 
gentleness resisted the torrent of natural barbarism. 
But a less incongruous system has succeeded, in which 
commerce, which unites men’s interests, and know¬ 
ledge, which excludes those prejudices that tend to 
embroil them, present a broader basis for the stability 
I of civilised and beneficent manners. 

! Mr Burke, indeed, forebodes the most fatal conse- 
! quences to literature, from events which he supposes 
to have given a v mortal blow to the spirit of chivalry. 
I have ever been protected from such apprehensions 
1 by my beflfUftdn a very simple truth— that diffused 
knowledge immortalises itself. A literature which is 
confined to a few; may be destroyed by the massacre 
of scholars and the conflagrationof 1 ibraric^T> uT'TTie 
I diffused feR'OiWledge oT 'the present day could only be 
annihilated by the extirpation of the civilised part 
of mankind. " “ .— 

[Extract from Speech in Defence of Mr Peltier , for a 
Libel m Napoleon Hmaparte , February UUh't.J 

Gentlemen—There is one point of view in which 
this case seems to merit your most serious attention. 
The real prosecutor is the*master of the greatest em¬ 
pire the civilised world ever saw—the defendant is a 
defenceless proscribed exile. I consider this case, 
therefore, as the first of a long scries of conflicts be¬ 
tween the greatest power in the world, and the only 
free press remaining in Europe. Gentlemen, this 
distinction of the English press is new—it is a proud 
and a melancholy distinction. Before the great earth¬ 
quake of the French Revolution had swallowed up all 
the asylums of free discussion on the continent, we 
enjoyed that privilege, indeed, more fully than others, 

' but we did not enjoy it exclusively. In Holland, in 
Switzerland, ill the imperial towns of Germany, the 
press was either legally or practically free. Holland 
and Switzerland are no more; and, since the com¬ 
mencement of this prosecution, fifty imperial towns 
have been erased from the list of independent states 
by one dash of the pen. Three or four still preserve a 
precarious and trembling existence. I will not say 
by wBSfcompliaiices they must purchase its continu¬ 
ance. I will not insult the feebleness of states whose 
unmerited fall I dosuost bitterly deplore. 

These governments were, in many respects, one of 
the most interesting parts of the ancient system of 
Europe. The perfect security of Hindi inconsiderable 
and feeble states, their undisturbed tranquillity 
amidst the wars and conquests that surrounded them, 
attested, beyond any other part of the European sys¬ 
tem, the moderation, the justice, the civilisation, to 
which Christian Europe had reached in modern times. 
Their weakness was protected only by the habitual 
reverence for justice which, during a long series of 
ages, had grown up in Christendom. This was the 
on)*/ fortification which defended them against those 
mighty monarchs to whom they offered so easy a prey. 
And, till the French Revolution, this was sufficient. 
Consider, for instance, the republic of Geneva; think 
of her defenceless position in the very jaws of France ; 
but think also of her undisturbed security, of her pro¬ 
found quiet, of the brilliant success with which she 
applied to industry and literature while Louis XIV. 
was pouring his myriads into Italy before her gates; 
call to mind, if ages crowded into years have not 
effaced them from your memory, that happy period 
when we scarcely dreamed more of the subjugation of 
the feeblest republic in Europe than of the conquest 
of her mightiest empire, and tell me if you can ima¬ 
gine a spectacle more beautiful to the moral eye, or 
a more striking proof of progress in the noblest prin¬ 
ciples of civilisation. These feeble states, these mo¬ 
numents of the justice of Europe, the asylum of peace, 
of industry, and of literature: the organs of public 


reason, the refuge of oppressed innocence and perse¬ 
cuted truth, have perished with those ancient prin¬ 
ciples which were their sole guardians and | actors. 
'They have been swallowed up by that fearful convul¬ 
sion which has shaken the uttermost comers of the 
earth. Jflioy are destroyed, and goue for ever ! One 
asylum of free discussion is still inviolate. There is 
still one spot in Europe where man can freely exercise 
his reason on the most important concerns of society, 
where he can boldly publish his judgment on the acts 
of the proudest and most powerful tyrants. The press 
of England is still free. It is guarded by the free 
constitution of our forefathers. It is guarded by the 
hearts and arms of Englishmen, and 1 trust 1 may j 
venture to say, that if it be to fall, it will fall only 
under the ruins of the British empire. It is an awful 
consideration, gentlemen. Every other monument of 
European liberty has perished. That ancient fabric 
which has been gradually reared by tile V. isdonr and 
virtue of our fathers, still stands. j£ .-druids, thanks 
be to God! solid aftnl entire—but it stands alone, and 
it stands in ruins ! Relieving, then, a f s 1 do, that we 
are on the eve of a great struggle, that this is only the 
first battle between reason and^power- that you have 
now in your hands, committed to your trust, the only 
remains of free discussion in Europe*, now confined to 
this kingdom ; addressing you, thercfo&jri* the guar¬ 
dians of the most important interests of mankind ; 
convinced that the unfettered exercise of reason de¬ 
pends more on your present verdict than on any other 
that was ever delivered by a jury, I trust I may rely 
with confidence on tin* bsue—1 trust that y«»u will 
consider yourselves as the* advanced guard of liberty— 
as having this day to fight the first battle of free dis¬ 
cussion against the most formidable enemy that it 
ever encountered l 


DU JOHN I.INC A HD, Xe. 

Dr John Einhard, a Homan Catholic priest, pub¬ 
lished in 1819 three volumes of a History of England 
from the Invasion by the Homans. He subsequently 
continued his work in five more volumes, bringing 
down bis narrative to the abdication of James II. 
To talents of a high order, both as respects acute* 
less of analysis and powers of deseription ami nur- 
ratiy tu Dr Ungard added unconquerable industry 
aTia access to sources of information new and im¬ 
portant, He is goncdBly more, impartial than Hume, 
>r even Roliertson ; but It is undeniable that his re¬ 
ligious opinions have in some cases perverted tin* 
fidelity of Tils history, leadingTrim to 'palliate the 
atrocities of the Bartholomew massacre, and to 
darken the shades in the characters of (>uecn Eliza¬ 
beth, Cranmcr, Anne Holeyn, ami others connected 
with the reformation#]n the church. His work was 
subject ed to a rigid scrutiny by Dr John Allen, in two 
(dabflfafe articles in the Edinburgh Review, by the 
Rev. Mr Todd (who published a defence of the cha¬ 
racter of Oanmer), and by other zealous Protestant 
writers. To these antagonists J)r Ungard replied 
in 1820 by a vindication of his fidelity as a histo¬ 
rian, which affords m of a calm 

controversial writing. His work nos now taken Its 
place among the most valuable of our national his¬ 
tories. It has gone through three editions, and has 
been received with equal favour on the continent 
The most able of his critics (though condemning his 
account of the English Reformation, and other pas¬ 
sages evincing a peculiar bias) admits that Dr Lin- 
gard possesses, what he claims, the rare merit of 
having collected his materials from original histo¬ 
rians and records, by which Ins narrative receives* 
freshness of chajaxder y 4uid-a^Atani p of ori gin a lity, 
nof to be tbuuil in any general history of England 
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in common use. We give one specimen of the nar- 
r *ye style of the author:— 

[An Account of Cromwell's Expulsion of the Parlia¬ 
ment in 1653.] > 

At length Cromwell fixed on his plan to procure 
the dissolution of the parliament, and to vest for a 
time the sovereign authority in a council of forty 
persons, with himself at their head. It was his wish to 
effect this quietly by the* votes of the parliament— his 
resolution to effect it by open force, if such votes were 
refused. Several meetings were held by the officers 
and members at the lodgings of the lord-general in 
Whitehall. St John and a few others gave their 
assent ; the rest, under the guidance of Whitelock 
and Widrington, declared that the dissolution would 
be dangerous,iftiid the establishment of the proposed 
council unwarrantable. In the meantime tne house 
resumed the consideration of the pew representative 
body ; and several qualifications were voted, to all of 
which the officers raised objections, but chiefly to the 
‘admission of members,* a project to strengthen the 
government by the introduction of the presbyterian 
interest. 1 Never/ said Cromwell, ‘ shall any of that 
judgment wIiq, have deserted the g'<*»d cau>e be ad¬ 
mitted to pchVcr/ On the la«<t meeting, held on the 
U>th of April, all these points were long and warmly 
debated. Some of the officers declared that the par¬ 
liament must he dissolved ‘one way or other / but 
the general checked their indiscretion nnd precipi¬ 
tancy, and the assembly broke up at midnight, with 
an understanding that the leading men on each side 
should resume the subject in the morning. 

•At an early hour the conference was recommenced, 
and, after a short time, interrupted, in consequence of 
the receipt of a notice by the general, that it was the 
intention of the house to comply w ith the desires of 
the army. This was a mistake ; the opposite party 
had indeed resolved to pass a bill of dissolution ; not, 
however, the bill proponed by the officers, but their 
own bill, containing all the obnoxious provisions, end 
to pass it that very morning, that it might obtain the 
force of law before their adversaries could have time 
to appeal to the power of the sword. \V bile Harrison 
‘most strictly and humbly’ conjured them to pause 
before they took so important a step, Ingoldsby has¬ 
tened to inform the lord-general at Whitehall. His 
resolution wok immediately forfcted, and a company 
of musketeers received orders to .accompany him to 
the house. At this eventful moment, big with the 
most important consequences both to himself and his 
country, whatever were the workings of Cromwell’s 
mind, he had the art to conceal them from the eyes 
of the beholders. Leaving the military in the lobby, 
he entered the house and conitypsedly seated himself 
on one of the outer benches. Tils dress was a plain 
suit of black cloth, with gray worsted stockings. For 
a while he seemed to listen w ith interest to the debate; 
but when the speaker was going to put the question, 
ho whispered to Harrison, * This is the time ; 1 must 
do it / and rising, put off his hat to address the house. 
At first his language was decorous, and even laudatory. 
Ora&UiOly i^ WAiniated^at j 

be assumed all the vehemence of passion, and | 
indulg^JlCS^^^^ charged flttf 

members with fielT-seeking ancTprfcfanoness, with the 
frequent denial of justice, and numerous acts of op¬ 
pression ; with idolising the lawyers, the constant ad¬ 
vocates of tyranny ; with neglecting the men who had 
bled for them in the field, that they might gain the 
Presbyterians who had apostatised from the cause; 
and with doing all this in order to perpetuate their 
own power and to replenish their own purees. But 
their time was come; the Lord had disowned them; 
he had chosen more worthy instruments to perform 


his work. Here the orator was interrupted by Sir 
Peter Wentworth, who declared that he hod never 
heard language so unparliamentary—-language, too, 
the more offensive, because it was addressed to thorn 
by their own servant, whom they had too fondly 
cherished, and whom, by their unprecedented bounty, 
they had mode what he was. At these words Crom¬ 
well put on his hat, and, springing from his place, 
exclaimed, ‘Come, come, $ir, 1 will put an end to 
your prating.’ For a few seconds, apparently in the 
most violent agitation, ho paced forwjyd and back¬ 
ward, and then, stamping on the floor, added, ‘ You 
are no parliament; I say you arft no parliament; 
bring them in, bring them in.* Instantly the door 
opened, and Colonel Woreley entered, followed by 
more than twenty musketeers. . ‘Ba\ cried $jr 
Henry Vane, * is not honest; it i# JQOprality 

and common hrmCsTvd' ^IrTTenry Vane/ replied 
tTromwclT; 5ur~Henry Vane! The Lord deliver 
me from Sir Henry Vane ! He might have prevented 
this. But he is a juggler, and has not common honesty 
himself!’ From Vane he directed his discourse to 
Whitelock, on whom he poured a torrent of abuse; 
then pointing to Clmloner, ‘There/ he cried, ‘ sits a 
drunkard / next to Marten and Wentworth, ‘There 
are two whorem asters / and afterwards selecting 
different members in succession, described them as 
dishonest and corrupt liven, a shame and scandal to 
the profession of the gospel. Suddenly, however, 
checking himself, he turned to the guard and ordered 
them to clear the house. At these words Colonel 
Harrison took the speaker by the hand and led him 
from the chair; Algernon Sidney was next compelled 
to quit Lis scat; and tin* other members, eighty in 
number, on the approach of the military, rose and 
moved towards the door. Cromwell now resumed his 
discourse. ‘It is you/ he exclaimed, ‘that have 
forced me to do this. I have sought the Lord both 
day and night that he would rather slay me than 
put me on the doing of this work.’ Alderman Allan 
took advantage of these words to observe, that it was 
not yet too late to undo what had been done; but 
Cromwell instantly charged him wivfli pecubtt.Vvijyaiid 
gave him into custody. When all were gone, fixing 
his eye on the mace, * What/ said he, ‘shall wc do 
with this fool’s bauble ? Here, cafry it away.’ Then, 
taking the net of dissolution from the clerk, he or¬ 
dered the doors to be locked, and, accompanied by 
the military, returned to Whitehall. 

That afternoon the members of the council assem¬ 
bled in their usual place of meeting. Bradshaw had 
just taken the chair, when the lord-general entered, 
and told them that if they were there as private in¬ 
dividuals, they were welcome; but if as the Council 
of State, they inu>t know that the parliament was 
dissolved, and with it also the council. * Sir/ replied 
Bradshaw, with the spirit of an ancient Homan, ‘jve 
have heard what you did at the house this morning, 
and before many hours all England will know it. 
But, sir, you are mistaken to think that the parlia¬ 
ment is dissolved. No power under heaven can dis¬ 
solve them but themselves; therefore, take you notice 
of that/ After this protest they withdrew, ^hus, 
by the parricidal hands of its owrn children, perished" 
thR Laftfijarl lam^pt^y^lch. unto a variety of form*/ 
had, lbrnfoTT^nTan twelve years, defended and in¬ 
vaded the liberties of the nation. It fell ^without 
struggle or a groan , unpitied andjm regrette X ^he 
TfiembPcs sTunk away foTO vvLere Ififcy sought 

by submission to purchase the forbearance of their 
new master; and their partisans, if partisans they 
had, reserved themselves m silence for a day of retri¬ 
bution, which came not before Cromwell slept in Ilia 
grave. The royalists congratulated each other on an 
event which the)' deemed a preparatory step to the 
restoration of the king; the army and navy, in nu- 
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merous addresses, declared that they would live and 
die, Btand and fall, with the lord-general; and in 
every part of the country the congregations of the 
saints magnified the arm of the Lord, which had 
broken the mighty, that in lieu of the sway of mortal 
men, the fifth monarchy, the reign of Christ might be 
established on earth. 

It would, however, be unjust to the memory of those 
who exercised the supreme power after the death of 
the king, not to acknowledge that there existed among 
them menTto|Jhble of wielding with energy the desti¬ 
nies of a great empire. They governed only four 
years; yet, under their auspices, the conquests of 
Ireland and Scotland were achieved, and a navy was 
created, the rival "of that of Ilollaud and the terror 
of the rest of Europe. But there existed an essential 
error in their form of government. Deliberative as¬ 
semblies are always slow in their proceedings; yet 
the pleasure of parliament, as the supreme power, was 
to be taken on every subject connected with the foreign 
relations or the internal administration of the country; 
and hence it happened, that among the immense va¬ 
riety of questions which came before it, those com¬ 
manded immediate attention which were deemed of 
immediate necessity; while the others, though often 
of the highest importance to the national welfare, 
were first postponed, then neglected, and ultimately 
forgotten. To this habit of procrastination was per¬ 
haps owing the extinction of its authority. It dis¬ 
appointed the hopes of the country, and supplied 
Cromwell with the most plausible arguments in de¬ 
fence of his conduct. 

Besides his elaborate ‘ History of England/ I)r Lin- 
gard is author of a 'work evincing great erudition 
and research, on the Antiquities of the Anglo-Saxon 
Church , published in 1809. 

The great epoch of the English Commonwealth, 
and the struggle by which it was preceded, has been 
illustrated by Mr George Buddie's History of the 
British Empire from the Accession of Charles I. to the 
Hestoration, four volumes, 1822, and by' Mr Godwin’s 
llititity! of the Commonwealth of England, four volumes, 
1824-27. The former w'ork is chiefly devoted to an 
exposure of the errors and misrepresentations of 
j Hume; while Mr Godwin writes too much in the 
spirit of a partisan, without the Valv“ 
oT theliistojian. Both works, Tio we ver, aflbranew 
and important facts and illustrations of the momen¬ 
tous period of wdiich they treat. 

The Histon/ of the Anglo-Saxons , by Sir Francis 
Palcrave, 1831, and the same author's elaborate 
account of the Hue and Progress of the English Com¬ 
monwealth — Anglo-Saxon Period, are curious and valu¬ 
able works. The history and literature of the An¬ 
glo-Saxons had long been neglected; but some ac¬ 
complished scholars, following Mr Sharon Turner, 

| have recently mastered the difficulties attendant on 
such a study, and introduced us more nearly to those 
founders of the English character and language. Mr 
Con t be are’ s Illustrations of Anglo-Saxon Poetry, the 
j valuable translation of the Saxon Chronicle by Mr 
Ingram, the Kev. Mr Bos worth’s Anglo-Saxon 
Grammar , and various works by Sir Francis Pal- 
grave and Mr Thomas Wright, have materially 
aided in this resuscitation. 

Mr Southey's History of Brazil, three volumes 
quarto, 1810, and his History of the Peninsular War, 
two volumes quarto, 1823-28, are proofs of the 
laureate’s untiring industry, and of the easy and 
admirable English style of which he was so consum¬ 
mate a master. The first is a valuable work, though 
too diffuse and mjmhply rirriTnastagtial. The Jtfs- 
fa fieigng 0 f Philip IV\ and 
Charles II. , by Mr John Dunlop, 1834; the History 
of India, by Mr James Mill, six volumes, 1819; and 


histories of Chivalry and of the Crusades, by Charles 
Mills, Esq. (1789-1827), may be numbered among 
the useful histories of the period. Mr James Mill’s 
4 History of India’ is, indeed, of a higher character, 
being clpjax, wpll-fijfrpstfid.^andnf ft philosophical tone 
and spirit. — 


HENRY HAI.LAM. 

The greatest historical name in this period, and 
our greatest living historian, is Henry IIallam, 
author of several elaborate works. His first was a 
View of the State, of Europe during the Middle Ages, 
two volumes quarto, 1818, being an account of tbe 
progress of Europe from the middle of the fifth to 
the end of the fifteenth century. In 1827 he pub¬ 
lished The Constitutional History of England from the 
Accession of Henry VII. to the Death of George. II., 
also in two volumes; and in 1837 -38 an Introduction 
to the Literature <f Europe in the Eiftcnhh, Sixteenth, 
and Seventeenth Centuries . in four Volumes. With 
vast stores of knowledge, and indefatigable uppity-' 
fion, Mr If rdtrrrrr TlFar bTitt'tnrtcjyfidci j t 

judgment, aud a style, grav? 'yd/'lrnffe^sivc'ry&f 
enriched with ocvRsioind 1 magery^i]SjX""rEoTprinaf 
£**<**». Hts introduction ttYThr^TXffr*>pire of Eu¬ 
rope 1 is a great monument of his erudition. Ilis 
knowledge of the language and literature of each 
nation is critical and profound, and his opinions are 
conveyed in qjtvk? remark afor its succinctness 
andjpcrs p ic uous 1>e:uitv. In his two first works, Mr 
flail kfffs'views of political questions are those gene¬ 
rally adopted by the Whig party, but are stated with 
calmness and moderation. He is peculiarly a sup¬ 
porter of principles , not of men. and he judges of cha¬ 
racters without party prejudice or passion. 

[ Ffleet.t of the Feudal System.] 

[From the ‘ View of the Middle Ages/J 

It is the previous state of society, under the grand¬ 
children of Charlemagne, which we must always keep 
in mind, if we would appreciate the effects of the 
feudal system upon the welfare of mankind. The 
institutions of the eleventh century must he compared 
with those of the ninth, not with the advanced civi¬ 
lisation of modem times. The state of anarchy which 
we usually term fVifltnl, was the natural result of a 
vast ami barbarous empire feebly administered, and 
the cause, rather than the effect, of the general esta¬ 
blishment of feudal tenures. These, by preserving 
the mutual relations of the whole, kept alive the feel¬ 
ing of a common country and common duties; and 
settled, after the lapse of ages, into the free constitu¬ 
tion of England, th#i firm monarchy of France, and 
the federal union of Germany. 

The utility of any form of policy may 1*5 estimated 
by its effects upon national greatness ami security, 
upon civil liberty and private rights, upon the tran¬ 
quillity and order of society, upon the increase and 
diffusion of wealth, or upon the general tone of moral 
sentiment and energy. The feudal constitution was 
little adapted for tht? defence of a mighty kingdom, 
far less for schemes of conquest. But as it prevailed 
alike in several adjacent countries, none had anything 
to fear from the military superiority ot its neighbours. 
It was this inefficiency of the feudal militia, perhaps, 
that saved Europe, during the middle ages, from the 
danger of universalIjmfiwchv. In times when princes 
had little notions of confederacies for mutual protec¬ 
tion, it is hard to say what might not have been the 
successes of an Otho, a Frederic, or a Philip Augustus, 
if they could have wielded the whole force of their 
subjects whenever their ambition required. If an 
empire equally extensive with that of Charlemagne, 
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and supported by military despotism, had been formed 
about the twelfth or thirteenth centuries, the seeds of 
commerce and liberty, just then beginning to shoot, 
would have perished; and Europe, reduced to a bar¬ 
barous servitude, might have fallen before the free 
barbarians of Tartary. * 

If we look at the feudal polity as a scheme of civil 
freedom, it bears a noble countenance. To the feudal 
law it is owing that the very names of right and 
privilege were not swept away, os in Asia, by the 
desolating hand of power. The tyranny which, on 
every favourable moment, was lireaking through all 
barriers, would have rioted without control, if, when 
the people were poor and disunited, the nobility had 
not been brave and free. So far as the sphere of 
feudality extended, it diffused the spirit of liberty 
and the notions of private right. Every one will 
acknowletlgu this who considers the limitations of the 
| services of ve#salago, so cautiously marked in those 
| law-books which arc the records qf customs; the reci- 
| procity of obligation between the lord and his tenant; 

! the consent required in every measure of a legislative 
j or general nature ; the security, above all, which every 
| vassal found in themdministration of justice by his 
icers, and even (we may in this sense h ay) in the trial 
>y combat. #The bulk of the people, it is true, jvere 
; degraded fly servitude; but thih had no connexion 
with the feudal tenures. 

The peace and good order of society were not pro- 
i mated by this system. Though private wars did not 
originate in ihv feudal customs, it is impossible to 
doubt that they were perpetuated by so convenient an 
institution, which indeed owed its universal establish¬ 
ment to no other cause. And as predominant habits 
wf warfare are totally irreconcilable with those of 
industry, not merely by the immediate works of de¬ 
struction which render its efforts unavailing, but 
through that contempt of peaceful occupations which 
they produce, the feudal system must have been in¬ 
trinsically adverse to the accumulation of wealth, 
and the improvement of those arts which mitigate the 
' evils or abridge the labours of mankind. 

But, as a school of moral discipline, the feudal 
institutions were perhaps most to be valued. Society 
had sunk, for several centuries after the dissolution 
of the Roman empire, into a condition of utter de¬ 
pravity; where, if any vices could be selected as more 
eminently characteristic than others, they were false¬ 
hood, treachery, JUidixigratitiMe, In slowly purging 
oTTrtrc Tees or this extreme corruption, the feudal 
spirit exerted its ameliorating influence. Violation 
of faith stood first in the catalogue of crimes, most 
repugnant to the very essence of a feudal tenure, 
most severely anil promptly avenged, ihost branded 
by general infamy. 'Hie feudal law-books breathe 
, throughout a spirit of honorable obligation. The 
. feudal course of jurisdiction promoted, what trial by 
; peers is peculiarly calculated to promote, a keener 
feeling, as well as readier perception, of moral as well 
■ as of legal distinctions. In the reciprocal services of 
j lord and vassal, there was ample scope for every 
! magnanimous and disinterested energy. The heart 
of man, when placed in circumstances that have a 
tendency to excite them, will seldom be deficient in 
such sentiments. No occasions could bo more favour¬ 
able than the protection of a faithful supporter, or 
the defence of a beneficent sovereign, against such 
powerful aggression as left little prospect except of 
sharing in his ruin. 

P. F. TtTUER—COLONEL NAPIER, &C. 

The History of Sootland, by Patrick Fraser Tyt- 
ler, Esq. is an attempt to * build the history of that 
country upon unquestionable muniments.* The 
author professes to have anxiously endeavoured to 


examine the most authentic sources of information, 
and to convey a true picture of the times, without 
prepossession or partiality. He commences with the 
accession of Alexander III., because it is at that 
period that our national annals become particularly 
interesting to the general reader. The first volume 
of Mr Tytier’s history was published in 1828, and a 
continuation has since appeared at intervals, con¬ 
ducting the narrative to the year 1603, when James 
VI. ascended the throne of England. The style of 
the history i9 plain and perspicuous with sufficient 
animation to keep alive the attention of the reader. 
Mr Tytler has added considerably to the amount 
aiul correctness of our knowledge of Scottish history. 
He has taken up a few doubtful opinions on ques¬ 
tions fact; hut the industry and talent he has 
evinced entitle him to the lasting gratitude of bin 
countrymen. A second edition of this work, up 
to the period already mentioned, extends to nine 
volumes. 

The History of the War in the Peninsula , anrl in the 
South 'f France , from the year 1807 to the year 

1814, in six volumes, 1828-40, by Colonel W. F. P. 
Napier, is acknowledged to be the most valuable 
record of that war which England waged against the 
power of Napoleon. Mr Southey had previously 
written a history of this period, but it w as heavy and 
uninteresting, rmd is now rarely met with. Colonel 
Napier was an actor in the great struggle he records, 
and peculiarly conversant with the art of w ar. The 
most ample testimony has been borne to the accu¬ 
racy of the historian’s statements, and to the dili¬ 
gence and acuteness with which he has collected his 
materials. Further light has been thrown on the 
Spanish w ar, as well as on the whole of our other 
military operations from 1799 to 1818, by the pub¬ 
lication of The Despatches of Field-Marshal the Duke 
of Wellington, by Lieutenant-Colonel Gcrwood, 
twelve volumes, 1836-8. The skill, moderation, and 
energy of the Duke of Wellington are strikingly 
illustrated by this compilation. *No man ever be¬ 
fore/ says a critic in the Edinburgh l^;vkw <4 ‘ had 
the gratification of himself witnessing the formation 
of such a monument to his glory. Ilis despatches 
will continue to furnish, through every age, lessons 
of practical wisdom which cannot be too highly 
prized by public men of every station ; whilst they 
will supply to military commanders, in particular, 
examples for their guidance which they cannot too 
carefully study, nor too anxiously endeavour to 
emulate/ 

Ample materials for a comprehensive and complete 
history of the revolutionary war had been furnished, 
or existed in national repositories, and a work of 
this kind wR| Undertaken by A, Alison, Esq., a 
gentleman of the Scottish bar. *Mr Alison’s History 
of Europe from the Commencement <f the French revo¬ 
lution in 1789 to the Restoration of the Bourbons in 

1815, was completed in 1842 in ten volumes. Excep¬ 
tions tUfty be taken to parts of tills work as prolix in 
style and par tial in statement. His, Recount of the 
btrttirtffwiitetKo, lof ^tttffibTe/lias been questioned 
by the highest living authority on that subject; but, 
taken as a whole, Mr Alison’* history Is honourable 
to his talents, tto tost Until nil industry* His style 
is generally cieUrlha animated, and his arrangement 
of his vast materials orderly, and well adapted for 
effect. 

The following are also recent contributions to this 
valuable department of our literature ;—A History of 
England from the Peace of Utrecht to the Peace of Aix- 
la-Chapelle , and a History of the War of the Succes¬ 
sion in Spain , both by Lord Mahon ; a History of 
China , by the Rev. Charles Gutzlaff ; a History 
of t/te Manners and Customs of Ancient Greece, by 
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•Jambs St John a History qf Christianity from the 
Birth of Christ to the Abolition of Paganism in the Ro¬ 
man Umpire, by the Rev. H. II. Milman ; a History 
qf India (the Hindoo and Mohammedan periods), by 
the IIon. Mountstuart Elchin stone ; a History 
of Modern Greece , by Jambs Emerson ; a History of 
the Reign of Ferdinand and Isabella of Spain , by W. 
H. Trescot (a very interesting ami valuable work), 
and a History of the Conquest of Mexico, by tiie same 
author; a History of the Christian Church , by I)a K. 
Burton. Th^ various works written to simplify 
history, and adapt its details to young and imin- 
structed readers, jar exceed enumeration. 

n i o c ii a v ii i: ii a 

• 

The French have cultivated biography with more 
diligence than the English; but much has l>een done 
of late years to remedy this defect in our national 
literature. Individual specimens of great value we 
have long possessed. The lives of Donne, Wotton, 
Hooker, and Herbert, by izaak Walton, are entitled 
to the highest praise for the fulness of their domestic 
details, no less than for the fine simplicity and origi¬ 
nality of their style. The lives of the poets by John¬ 
son, and the occasional memoirs by Goldsmith, 
Mallet, and other authors, are either too general or 
too critical to satisfy the reader ns representations 
of the daily life, habits, and opinions of those whom 
we venerate or admire. Mason’s life of Gray was a 
vast improvement on former biographies, as the in¬ 
teresting and characteristic correspondence of the 
| poet and his literary diary and journals, bring him 
personally before us pursuing the silent course of 
his studies, or mingling occasionally as a retired 
scholar in the busy world around him. The success 
of Mason's bold and wise experiment prompted an¬ 
other and more complete work—the life of Dr John¬ 
son by Boswell. James Boswell (1740- was 

by birth and education a gentleman of rank and 
station—the son of a Scottish judge, and heir to an 
anoint Jjgiipily an<4 estate. He had studied for the 



James Boswell. 


bar, but being strongly impressed with admiration | 
of the writings and character of Dr Johnson, he j 
attached himself to the rugged moralist, soothed j 
and flattened his irritability, submitted to his literary | 


despotism and caprice; and, sedulously cultivating 
his acquaintance and society whenever his engage¬ 
ments permitted, he took faithful and copious notes 
of his conversation. In 1773 he accompanied John¬ 
son to the Hebrides, and after the death of the latter, 
he published, in 1785, bis journal of the tour, being 
a record of each day’s occurrences, and of the more 
striking parts of Johnson’s conversation. The work 
was eminently successful; and in 17111 Boswell gave 
to the world his full-length portrait of his friend, 
The Life of Samuel Johnson, LL.JJ., in two volumes 
quarto. A second edition was published in 1794, 
and the author was engaged in preparing a third 
when he died. A great number of editions has 
since been printed, the latest of which was edited 
by Mr J. W. Croker. Anecdotes and recollections 
of Johnson were also published by Mrs Piozzi, Sir 
John Hawkins, Malone, Miss Reynolds,. &c. Bos¬ 
well had awakened public curiosity, jvuI shown how 
much wit, wisdom, ami sagacity, joined t-r real worth 
and benevolence, were concealed under the ]>ersonal 
oddities and ungainly exterior of Johnson. Never 
was there so complete a portraiture of any single 
individual. The whole time --pent by Boswell in 
the society of his illustrious friend did not amount 
to more than nine months, yet so diligent was he in 
writing and inquiring- so thoroughly did lie devote 
himself to his subject, that, notw ithstanding his 
limited opportunities, and his mediocre abilities, he 
was able to produce what all mankind have agreed 
in considering the }>est biography in existence. 
Though vain, {.hallow, and conceited, Boswell had 
taste enough to discern the racy vigour and richness 
of Johnson’s conversation, and he was observant 
enough to trace the peculiarities of his character 
and temperament. He forced himself into society, 
and neglected his family and his profession, to meet 
bis friend: and he was content to In* ridiculed and 
slighted, so that he could thereby add one page to 
his journal, or one scrap of writing to his collection. 
He sometimes sat up three nights in a week to fulfil 
his task, and hence there is a freshness and truth 
in his notes and impressions which attest their 
fidelity. Ilia work introduces us to a great variety 
of living characters, who speak, w alk, and think, as 
it w ere, in our presence ; and besides furnishing us 
with useful, affecting, and ennobling lessons of 
morality, live over again the past for the delight 
and entertainment of countless generations of 
readers. 

With a pardonable and engaging egotism, which 
i forms an interesting feature in his character, the 
historian Gibbon had made several sketches of his 
own life and studies. From these materials, and 
embodying verbatim the most valuable portions, 
1a>rd Sheffield compiled a memoir, which was pul>- 
lishcd, with the miscellaneous works of Gibbon, in 
1795. A number of the historian’s letters were also 
included in this collection ; but the most important 
and interesting part of the work is his journal and 
diary, giving an account of his literary occupations, 
The cairn unshrinking perseverance and untiring 
energy of Gibbon form a noble example to all lite¬ 
rary students; and where he writes of his own 
personal history and opinions, his lofty philosophical 
style nevcT forsakes him. Thus he opens his slight 
memoir in the following strain:— 

‘ A lively desire of knowing and of recording our 
ancestors so generally prevails, that it must depend 
on the influence of some common principle in the 
minds of men. We seem to have lived in the per¬ 
sons of our forefathers; it is the labour and reward 
of vanity to extend the term of this ideal longevity. 
Our imagination is always active to enlarge the 
narrow circle in which nature has confined us. 

644 


BIOGRAPHERS* 


ENGLISH LITERATUItE. 


BIOGRAPHERS. 


Fifty or a hundred years may be allotted to an in¬ 
dividual, but we step forwards beyond death with 
such hofies as religion and philosophy will suggest; 
and we fill up the silent vacancy that precedes our 
birth, by associating ourselves to the authors of our 
existence. Our calmer judgment will r.fther tend 
to moderate than to suppress the pride of an ancient 
and worthy race. The satirist may laugh, the phi¬ 
losopher may preach, hut reason herself will respect 
the prejudices and habits which have been conse¬ 
crated by the experience of mankind.’ 

Gibbon states, that before entering upon the 
perusal of a book, he wrote down or considered what 
lie knew of the subject, and afterwards examined 
how much the author bad added to bis stock of 
knowledge. A severe test for some authors I From 
habits like this sprung the Decline and Fall. 

}\\ IftOU Hr .James Currie (1750-1805) published 
his edition ofsthc works of Hums for the benefit of 
the poet's family, and enriched ^ with an excellent 
memoir, that has served for the groundwork of 
many subsequent lives of Hums. The candour and 
ability displayed by Currie have scarcely been suffi¬ 
ciently appreciated*. • Such a task was new to him, 
and was beset with difficulties, lie believed that 
Hums’# misfortune* arose chief!) from his errors— 
he lived at a time when this impression was strongly 
prevalent -yet he touched on the subject of the 
poet's frailties with delicacy and tenderness. He 
estimated his genius highly :ir a great poet, without 
reference to his personal position, and thus in some 
measure anticipated the more unequivocal award of 
posterity. His remarks on Scottish poetry, ami on 
the condition of the Scottish peasantry, appear now 
Somewhat prolix and affected; but ut the time they 
were written, they tended to interest and inform the 
Knglish reader, and to forward the author’* bene¬ 
volent object in extending the sale of the poet's 
work*. Memoirs of Hums have since l>c.en written 
by Mr jjockhurt, Mr Allan Cunningham, and various 
other authors, who have added additional facts to 
those related by Currie, and new critical disquisi¬ 
tions on the character and genius of Hums. It 
cannot be said, however, that any of the number 
have composed a more able, luminous, or eloquent 
biography than that of the original editor. 

After the death of Cow per in 1800, every poetical 
reader was anxious to learn the personal history 
and misfortunes of a poet wnio had afforded such 
exquisite glimpses of his own life and habits, and 
the amiable traits of whose character shone so con¬ 
spicuously in hi* verse. Iiis letters and manuscripts 
were placed at the disposal of I lay ley, whose talents 
as a poet were then greatly overrated, but who had 
personally known Cow per. Accordingly, in 1803, 
ilaylev published memoirs outlie poet ami his cor¬ 
respondence in four volumes. The work was a 
valuable contribution to Knglish biography. The 
inimitable letters of Cowper were themselves a 
treasure beyond price ; and II ay ley’s prose, though 
often poor enough, was better than his poetry. 
What the 4 hermit of Eartham’ left undone has since 
been supplied by Southey, who in 1835 gave the 
world an edition of Cowper in fifteen volumes, 
about three of which are filled with a life and notes. 
The lives of both Haylcy and Southey are written 
in the style of Mason’s memoir, letters being freely 
interspersed throughout the narrative. Of a similar 
description, but not to lie compared with these in 
point of interest or execution, is the life of Dr 
Beattie, by Kir William Forbes, published in 1806, 
in two volumes. 

In the same year Lord Holland published an 
Account of the Life and Writings of Lope Felix de 
Vega, the celebrated Spanish dramatist De Vega 


vras one of the most fertile writers upon record: his 
miscellaneous works fiH twenty-two quarto volumes, 
and liis dramas twenty-five volumes. He died in 
1635, aged seventy-three. His fame has been 
eclipsed by abler Spanish writers, but De Vega gave 
a great impulse to the literature of his nation, and 
is considered the parent of the continental drama. 
The amiable and accomplished nobleman who re¬ 
corded the life of this {Spanish prodigy has himself 
paid the debt of nature; be died at Holland house, 
October 23, 1840, aged sixty-seven.^ Lord Holland 
was a generous patron of literature and art. Hol¬ 
land house w'as but another name*for refined hospi¬ 
tality and social freedom, in which men of all shades 
of opinion participated. As a literary r\w m \ the 
noble lprd lias left few or no memorials that will 
survive; but lie will long be remembered as a gene¬ 
rous-hearted English nobleman, who, with princely 
munificence and varied accomplishments, ever felt 
a strong interest in the welfare of the great mass of 
the people ; who was an intrepid advocate of popu¬ 
lar rights in the most difficult and trying times; 
and who, amidst all his courtesy and hospitality, 
held fast his integrity and consistency to the last. 

The Life of SeUon, by South ey, published in two 
v mall volumes (since compressed into one) in 1813, 
rose into instant and universal favour, and may be 
considered as eve of our standard popular bio¬ 
graphies. Its merit consists in the clearness and 
beautiful simplicity of its style, and its lucid arrange¬ 
ment of facts, omitting all that is unimjiortaut or 
strictly technical. Mr Southey afterwards pub- 
1Lbed a Life of Wesley, the celebrated founder of 
the Methodists, in which he evinces a minute ac¬ 
quaintance with the religious controversies and 
publications of that period, joined to the art of the 
biographer, in giving prominence and effect to his 
delineations. Ilia sketches of field-preaching and 
lay preachers present some curious and interesting 
pictures of human nature under strong excitement. 
The same author contributed a series of lives of 
British admirals to the Cabinet I’velopaidia, edited 
by Dr Lardner. 

The most valuable historical biograph) of this 
period is the Life of John Km>x t by Dr Thomas 
M‘(Tuk (1772-1835), a Scottish minister. Dr 
M’Cric had a warm sympathy with the senti¬ 
ments and opinions of his hero; and on every point 
of his history lie possessed the most complete in¬ 
formation. He devoted himself to his task as to 
a great Christian duty, and not only gave a com¬ 
plete account of the principal events of Knox’s 
life, 4 his sentiments, writiugs, and exertions in 
the cause of religion and liberty,* but illustrated, 
with masterly ability, the whole contemporaneous 
history of Scotland. Men may differ as to the 
views taken by Dr M‘Crie of some of those subjdbts, 
but there can be no variety of opinion ns to the 
talents and learning he displayed. Following up 
bis historical and theological retrospect, the same 
author afterwards published a life of Andrew Mel¬ 
ville, but the subject is less interesting than that of 
his first biography. He wrote also memoirs of 
Veiteli and Brysson (Scottish ministers, and sup¬ 
porters of the Covenant), and histories ofihe Re¬ 
formation in Italy and in Spain. Dr M 4 Cne pub¬ 
lished, in 1817, a series of papers in the Edinburgh 
Christian Instructor, containing a vindication of the 
Covenanters from the distorted view which he be¬ 
lieved Sir Walter Scott to have given of them in his 
tale of Old Mortality. Sir Walter replied anony¬ 
mously, by reviewing hi* own wxirk in the Quar¬ 
terly Review! There were faults and absurdities 
on the side both of the Covenanters and the royalists, 
but the cavalier predilections of the great novelist 
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certainly led him to look with more regard on the 
latter—heartless and cruel as they were—than on 
the poor persecuted peasants. 

The general demand for biographical composition 
tempted some of our most popular original writers 
to embark in this delightful department of literature. 
Southey, as we have seen, was early in the field; 
aud his more distinguished poetical contemporaries, 
Scott, Moore, and Campbell, also joined. The first, 
besides his admirable memoirs of Dry den and Swift, 
prefixed to theif works, contributed a series of lives 
of the English novelists to an edition of their works 
published by Balbintync, which lie executed with 
great taste, candour, and discrimination. He after¬ 
wards undertook a life of Napoleon Bonaparte, 
which was at first intended as a counterpart to 
Southey’s Life of Nelson, but ultimately swelled out 
into nine volumes. The hurried composition of 
this work, and the habits of the author, accustomed 
to the dazzling creations of fiction, rather than the 
sober plodding of historical inquiry and calm inves¬ 
tigation, led to many errors and imperfections. It 
abounds in striking and eloquent passages; the 
battles of Napoleon arc described with great clear¬ 
ness and animation; and the view taken of his 
character aud talents is, on the whole, just and im¬ 
partial, very different from the manner in which 
Scott had alluded to Napoleon in his 4 Vision of 
Don Roderick.’ The great diffusenoss of the style, 
however, and the want of philosophical analysis, 
render the life of Napoleon more a brilliant chro¬ 
nicle of scenes and events than a historical memoir 
worthy the genius of its author. 

Tv In Moore has published a Life of Richard Brins¬ 
ley Sheridan , 1825 ; Notices of the Life of Lord 
Byron , 1830; and Memoirs of Lord La! ward Fitz¬ 
gerald\ 1831. The first of these works is the most 
valuable; the second the most interesting. The 
‘Life of Byron,’ by its intimate connexion with 
recent events and living persons, was a duty of very 
delicate and difficult performance. This was farther 
increusedtr by the freedom and licentiousness of the 
poet’s opinions and conduct, and by the versatility 
or mobility of his mind, which changed w r ith every 
passing impulse and Ytnpression. ‘ As well,’ says Mr 
Moore, 4 from the precipitance with which he gave 
way to every impulse, as from the passion lie had for 
recording his own impressions, all those heteroge¬ 
neous thoughts, fantasies, and desires that, in other 
men’s minds, 44 come like shadows, so depart,” w r ere 
by him fixed and embodied as they presented them¬ 
selves, and at once taking a shape cognizable by 
public opinion, either in his actions or his words, 
in the hasty letter of the moment, or the poem 
for all time, laid qpen such a range of vulnerable 
points before his judges, as no one individual ever 
before, of himself, presented.’ Byron left ample 
materials for his biographer. His absence from 
England, and his desire 4 to keep the minds of 
the English public for ever occupied about him 
—if not with his merits, with his faults; if not in 
applauding, in blaming him,’ led him to maintain 
a regular correspondence with Mr Moore and his 
publisher Mr Murray. He also kept a journal, and 
recordedtomemoranda of his opinions, his reading, 
&c. something in the style of Burns. His letters 
arc rich and varied, but too often display an affec¬ 
tation of wit and smartness, and a still worse ambi¬ 
tion of appearing more profligate than he was in 
reality. Byron had written memoirs of his own life, 
which he presented to Mr Moore, and which were 
placed by the latter at the disposal of Mrs Leigh, 
the noble poet's sister and executor, but which they, 
from a sense of what they thought due to his me¬ 
mory, consigned to the flames. The loss of the 


manuscript is not to be regretted, for much of it 
could never have been published, and all that was 
valuable was repeated in the journals and memo¬ 
randum-books. Mr Moore’s ‘Notices’ are written 
with taste and modesty, and in very pure and un¬ 
affected English. As an editor he preserved too 
much of what was worthless and unimportant; as a 
biographer he was too indulgent to the faults of his 
hero; yet who could have wished a friend to dwell 
on the errors of Byron ? 

Mr Campbell, besides the biographies in his 
Specimens of the Poets , has published a Life of Mrs 
Siddons , the distinguished actress, and a Life of 
Petrarch. The latter is homely and earnest, though 
on a romantic and fanciful subject. There is a 
reality about Campbell’s biographies quite distinct 
from w hat might be expected to emanate from the 
imaginative poet. * • 

The lives of Burke and Goldsmith , hi two voluincR 
each, by Mr Jam i.e Prior, are examples of patient 
diligence and research, prompted by national feelings 
and admiration. Goldsmith had been dead half a 
century before the inquiries of his countryman and 
biographer began, yet lie lias Collected a vast num¬ 
ber of new facts, and placed the amiable and nmus- 
ing< poet in full length and in full drt£*s (quoting 
even his tailors’ bills) before the public. 

Amongst other additions to our standard biogra¬ 
phy nmv*be mentioned the Life of Lord Clive , by Sin 
John Malcolm ; and the Life of Lord Clarendon , by 
Mr T. II. Lister. The Life of Sir Walter Raleigh , 
by Mu Patrick Fraser Tytlkr (published in one 
volume in the Edinburgh Cabinet Library), is also 
valuable for its able defence of that adventurous and 
interesting personage, and for its careful digest of 
state papers and contemporaneous events. Free 
access to all public documents and libraries is now 
easily obtained, and there is no lack of desire on the 
part of authors to prosecute, or of the public to re¬ 
ward these researches. A Life of Lord William Rtts - 1 
self by Lord John Bussell, is enriched with infor- i 
mation from the family papers at Woburn Abbey ; j 
and from a similarly authentic private source, Lord j 
Nugent has written Memoirs of Hampden. The Life , j 
Journals , and Correspondence of Samuel Ptpys, by the ! 
Rev. J. Smith, records the successful career of the j 
secretary to the Admiralty in the reigns of Charles 
II. and James II., ard comprises a Diary kept by 
Pepys for about ten years, which is one of the most 
curiously minute and gossiping journals in the lan¬ 
guage. 

While the most careful investigation is directed 
towards our classic authors—Shakspearc, Milton, 
Spenser, Chaucer, See. forming each the subject of 
numerous memoirs—^*.arcely a person of the least 
note has been suffered to depart w ithout the honours 
of biography. The present century has amply 
atoned for any want of curiosity on the part of 
former generations, and there is some danger that 
this taste or passion may lie carried too far. Memoirs 
of‘persons of quality’—of wits, dramatists, artists, 
and actors, appear every season. Authors have be¬ 
come as familiar to us as our personal associates. 
Shy retired men like Charles Lamb, and dreamy re¬ 
cluses like Coleridge, have been portrayed in all 
their strength aud weakness. We have lives of 
Shelley, of Keats, Hazlitt, Hannah More, Mrs 
Ilemans, Mrs Maclean (L. E. L.), of James Smith 
(one of the authors of ‘The Rejected Addresses'), 
of Monk Lewis, Ilayley, and many authors of less 
distinction. In this influx of biographies worthless 
materials are often elevated for a day, and the gra¬ 
tification of a prurient curiosity or idle love of gossip 
is more aimed at than literary excellence or sound 
instruction. The error, however, is one on the right 
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side, ‘ Better/ says the traditional maxim of Eng¬ 
lish law, * that nine guilty men should escape tlian 
that ono innocent man should suffer’—and better, 
say we, that nine useless lives should be written 
than that one valuable one should be neglected. 
The chaff is easily winnowed from the wjieat; and 
even in the memoirs of comparatively insignificant 
persons, some precious truth, some lesson of dear- 
bought experience, may be found treasured up for 
1 a life beyond life/ In what may be termed profes¬ 
sional biography, facts and principles not known to 
the general reader are often conveyed. In lives like 
those of Sir Samuel Romilly, Mr Wilberforce, Mr 
Francis Horner, and Jeremy Bcntham, new light in 
thrown on the characters of public men, and on the 
motives and sources of public, events. Statesmen, 
lawyers, and philosophers both act and are acted 
upon by the age in which they live, and, to he 
useful, the if biography should be copious. In the 
life of Sii^ lAunphry Davy by his brother, and of 
James Watt by M. Arago, we have many interest¬ 
ing facts eoifhceted with the progress of scientific 
discovery and improvement; and in the lives of 
Curran, Grattan, ayd Sir James Mackintosh (each 
in two volumes), by their sons, the public, history of 
the country is illustrated. Sir John Harrow’s lives 
of Howe ijfca Anson are excellent specimens of rHival 
biography; and we have also lengthy memoirs 
of l»rd St Vincent, lx>rd Collingwood, Sij Thomas 
Munro, Sir John Moore, Sir David Baird, Lord 
Exmouth, Lord Keppol, Le. On the subject of bio¬ 
graphy in general, we 41101 c with pleasure an obser¬ 
vation of Mr Carlyle:--- 

4 If an individual is really of consequence enough 
4 o have his life and character recorded for public 
remembrance, we have always been of opinion that 
the public ought to he made acquainted with all the 
inward springs and relations of his character. Ilow 
did the world and man’s life, from hi* particular 
position, represent themselves to his mind? How 
did co-existing circumstances modify him from with¬ 
out—how did he modify these from within? With 
what endeavours and what efficacy rule over them? 
with what resistance and what suffering sink under 
them? In one word, what and how produced was 
the effect of society on him? what and how produced 
was his effect on society? lie who should answer 
these questions in regard to any individual, would, 
as we believe, furnish a modA of perfection in bio¬ 
graphy. Few individuals, indeed, can deserve such 
a study; and many lives will be written, and, for 
the gratification of innocent curiosity, ought to lx* 
written, and read, and forgotten, which are not in 
this sense biographies.’ 

Fulfilling this high destiny, and answering its 
severe conditions, BosweH’aaiife of Johnson is un¬ 
doubtedly the most valuable biography we possess. 
Moore’s Byron, the life of Orabbe by his son, Lock¬ 
hart’s Burns, and the life of Bcntham by Dr Bowring, 
are also cast in the same mould; but the work which 
approaches nearest to it is Lockhart’s Life of Sir 
Walter Scott, an elaborate biography, published in 
1838, in seven large volumes. The near relationship 
of the author to his subject might have blinded his 
judgment, yet the life is written in a fair and manly 
spirit, without either suppressions or misstatements 
that could alter its essential features. Into the con¬ 
troversial points of the memoir we shall not enter: 
the author has certainly paid too little deference and 
regard to the feelings of several individuals; and 
in the whole of his conclusions with regard to the 
Messrs Ballantyne, and indeed on the whole ques¬ 
tion as to the parties chiefly blameable for Scott’s 
ruin, wo believe him to have been wrong; yet far 
more than enough remains to enable us to overlook 


these blemishes. The fearless confidence with which 
all that he knew and believed is laid before the 
public, and Scott presented to the world exactly 
as he was in life—in his schemes of worldly ambition 
as in his vast literary undertakings—is greatly to be 
admired, and will in time gather its meed of praise. 
The book, in the main, exhibits a sound and healthy 
spirit, calculated to exercise a great influence on con¬ 
temporary literature. As an example and guide in 
real life, in doing and in suffering, it is equally valu¬ 
able. ‘ The more the details of Scott’s personal his¬ 
tory are revealed and studied, the *pore powerfully 
will that be found to inculcate the same great lessons 
with his works. Where else shall we be .better taught 
how prosperity may be extended by beneficence, and 
adversity confronted by exertion? Where < m we 
see the “ follies of the wise” more strikingly rebuked, 
and a character more beautifully purified and exalted 
than in the passage through affliction to death? His 
character seems to belong to Borne elder and stronger 
period than ours ; and, indeed, I cannot help likening 
it to the architectural fabrics of other ages which 
he most delighted in, where there is such a congre¬ 
gation of imagery and tracery, such endless indul¬ 
gence of whim and fancy, the sublime blending here 
with the beautiful, and there contrasted with the 
grotesque—half perhaps seen iri the clear daylight, 
and half by rays tinged with the blazoned forms of 
the past—that one may be apt to get bewildered 
among the variety of particular impressions, and not 
feel either the unity of the grand design, or the 
height and solidness of the structure, until the door 
lias tx-en cIobchI on the labyrinth of aisles and shrines, 
and you survey it from a distance, but still within 
its shadow.’ * 

We have enumerated the most original biogra¬ 
phical works of this period, but a complete list of all 
the memoirs, historical and literary, that have ap¬ 
peared, would fill pages. Two general biographical 
dictionaries have also been published, one in ten 
volumes quarto, published between the years 1799 
and is 15 by Dr Aikin; and another in thirty-two 
volumes octavo, re-edited, withqgrcat a'i^fione, be- 
tween 1812 and 1818 by Mr Alexander Chalmers. 
An excellent epitome was published in 1828, in two 
large volumes, by John Gor!off. In Lardner’s Cyclo¬ 
paedia, Murray’s Family Library, and the publica¬ 
tions of the Society for the Diffusion of Useful 
Knowledge, are some valuable short biographies by 
authors of established reputation. The Lives of the 
Scottish Poets have been published by Mr David 
Irving, and a Biographical Dictionary of Eminent 
Scotsmen by Mr Robert Chambers, in four volumes 
octavo. A more extended and complete general 
biographical dictionary than any which has yet 
appeared is at present in the jourse of publication, 
under the auspices of the Society for the Diffusion 
of Useful Knowledge. 

METAPHYSICAL WRITERS, 

We have no profound original metaphysician in 
this period, but some rich and elegant commenta¬ 
tors. Professor I)ugau> Stewart expounded and 
illustrated the views of his distinguished teacher 
Dr Reid; and by his essays and treatise^, no less 
than by his lectures, gave additional grace and po¬ 
pularity to the system. Mr Stewart was the son of 
Dr Matthew Stewart, professor of mathematics in the 
university of Edinburgh, and was bom in the cob* 
lege buildings, November 22 , 1753. At the early 
age of nineteen he undertook to teach his fathers 
mathematical classes, and in two years was appointed 
his assistant and successor. A more congenial open* 

* Lockhart’S Life, voL viL p. 417. 


647 



CYCLOPJEDIA OF 


TILL THE m»KJiT TIME. 


FROM-1780 

ing occurred for him in 1780, when Dr Adam 
Fergusson retired from the moral philosophy chair. 
Sfitwart was appointed his successor, and continued 
tfr&ischarge the duties of the office till 1810, when 
Dr Thomas Brown was conjoined with him ns col 
league. The latter years of his life were spent ii 
literary retirement at Kinneil House, on the bank 
of the Firth of Forth, about twenty miles from Edin¬ 
burgh. His political friends, when in office in 180G 
created for him the sinecure office of Gazette write 
for Scotland, with a salary of ilGOO per annum. M: 
Stewart died iwEdinburgh on the 11th of June 1828, 
No lecturer was ever more popular than Dugalc 
Stewart—his taste!* dignity, and eloquence rendered 
him both fascinating and impressive, llis writing! 
arc marked by the same characteristics, and can be 
read with pleasure even by those who have no grea 
partiality for the metaphysical studies in which h 
excelled. They consist of Philosophy of the Humai 
Mind f one volume of which was published in 1792, 
a second in 1813, and a third in 1827 ; also Philoso¬ 
phical Essays, 1810 ; a Dissertation on the Progress o, 
j Metaphysical ami Ethical Philosophy , written in 181. r > 

I for the Encyclopaedia; and a Vitae of the Active and 
| Moral Powers of Man , published only a few weeks 
j before his death. Mr Stewart also published Out¬ 
lines of Moral Philosophy , and wrote memoirs of 
Robertson the historian, and Dr Reid. ‘ All tin 
; years I remained about Edinburgh,’ says Mr James 
Mill, himself an able metaphysician, ‘ 1 used, a< 

; often as I could, to steal into Mr Stewart’s class tc 
j hear a lecture, which was always a high treat. 1 
have heard Pitt and Fox deliver some of their most 
1 admired speeches, but 1 never heard anything nearly 
j so eloquent as some of the lectures of Professor 
I Stewart. The taste for the studies which have 
| formed my favourite pursuits, and which will be so 
i to the end of my life, I ow e to him.’ 
j Da Thomas Grown (1778-1820), the successor 
of Stewart in the moral philosophy chair of Edin- 
! burgh, was son of the Rev. Samuel Brown, minister 
of Kirknmbrcck, in Galloway. His taste for meta¬ 
physics t'cs excited by the jarusal of Professor 
Stewart’s first volume, a copy of which had been 
lent to him by Dr Currip of Liverpool. He appeared 
as an author before life twentieth year, his first work 
being a Retdew of Dr Darwin s Zoonomia , On the 
establishment of the Edinburgh Review, he became 
one of the philosophical contributors; and when 
a controversy arose in regard to Mr Leslie, who 
had, in his essay on heat, stated his approbation of 
Hume’s theory of causation, Brown warmly espoused 
the cause of the philosopher, and vindicated his opi¬ 
nions in an Inquiry into the Delation of Cause and 
Effect At this time our author practised ns a physi¬ 
cian, but without lyiy predilection for his profes¬ 
sion* His appointment to the chair of moral philo¬ 
sophy seems to have fulfilled his destiny, and he 
continued to discharge its duties amidst universal 
approbation and respect till his death. Part of his 
leisure was devoted to the cultivation of a talent, or 
rather taste for poetry, which he early entertained; 
and he published The Paradise of Coquettes , 1814; The 
Wanderer of Norway, 1815 ; and The Bower of Spring , 
1816. Though correct and elegant, with occasion¬ 
ally fine thoughts and images, the poetry of Dr 
Brown wants force and passion, and is now' utterly 
forgotten. As a philosopher he was acute and 
searching, and a master of the power of analysis. 
His style wants the rich redundancy of that of 
Dugald Stewart, but is also enlivened with many 
eloquent passages, in which there is often a large 
infusion of the tenderest feeling. He quoted largely 
from the poets, especially Akenside ; and was some¬ 
times too flowery in his illustrations. His Lectures 


on the Philosophy of the Human Mind are highly 
popular, and form a class-hook in the university. 
In some of his views Dr Brown differed from Reid 
and Stewart. His distinctions have been pronounced 
somewhat hypercritical; but Mackintosh considers 
that he rendered a new and important service to 
mental science by what be calls Secondary laws of 
suggestion or association — circumstances winch 
modify the action of the general law, and must bo 
distinctly considered, in order to explain its con¬ 
nexion with the phenomena.* 

[Desire of the Happiness of Others.] 

[From Dr Brown's Lectures.] 

It is this desire of the happiness of those whom we 
love, which gives to the emotion of love itself its 
principal delight, by affording to us constant means 
of gratification, lie who truly w ishes the'happiucss 
of any one, cannot be long w ithout dif^overing some 
mode of contributing to it. Reason itself, with all 
its light, is not so rapid in discoveries of this sort as 
simple affection, which sees means of happiness, and 
of important happiness, where reason scarcely could 
think that any happiness was tft be found, and has 
already by many kind offices produced the happiness 
of lours before reason could have su$fy?cted that 
means so slight could have given even a moment’s 
pleasure. It is this, indeed, which contributes in no 
inconsiderable degree to the perpetuity of affection. 
Love, the mere feeling of tender admiration, would 
in many cases have soon lost its power over the fickle 
heart, and in many other cases would have had its 
power greatly lessened, if the desire of giving happi¬ 
ness, and the innumerable little courtesies and cares to 
which this desire gives birth, had not thus in a great! 
measure diffused over a single passion the variety of 
many emotions. The love itself seems new at every 
moment, because there is every moment Home new 
wish of love that admits of being gratified ; or rather 
it is at once, by the most delightful of all combina¬ 
tions, new, in the tender wishes and cares with which 
it occupies us, and familiar to us, and endeared the 
more by the remembrance of hours and years of well- 
known happiness. 

The desire of the happiness of others, though a 
desire always attendant on love, does not, however, 
necessarily suppose the previous existence of some 
me of those emotions which may strictly be termed 
love. This feeling is so far from arising necessarily 
from regard for the sufferer, that it is impossible 
for us not to feel it when the suffering is extreme, 
aiul before our very eyes, though we may at the same 
time have the utmost abhorrence of him who is 
agonizing in our sight, and whose very look, even 
in its agony, still seems to speak only thut atro¬ 
cious spirit which coulfi* again gladly perpetrate the 
very horrors for which public indignation as much a* 
public justice had doomed it to its dreadful fate. It 
is sufficient that extreme anguish is before us; w*c 
wish it relief before we have paused to love, or with¬ 
out reflecting on our causes of hatred; the wish is 
the direct and instant emotion of our soul in these 
circumstances-— an emotion which, in such peculiar 
"ircumstances, it is impossible for hatred to suppress, 
nd which love may strengtheu indeed, but is not 
ecessary for producing. It iM the same with our 
general desire of happiness to others. We desire, in 
a particular degree, the happiness of those whom we 
ove, because we cannot think of them without ten¬ 
ter admiration. But though we had known them 
or the first time simply as human beings, we should 
"till have desired their happiness; that is to say, if 
no opposite interests had arisen, we should nave 
wished them to be happy rather than to have any dis¬ 
tress ; yet there is nothing in this case which eor- 
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responds with tho tender esteem that is felt in love, revere, and whose kindness has been to us no small 


There is the mere wish of happiness to them—a wish 
which itself, indeed, is usually denominated love, and 
which may without any inconvenience be so deno¬ 
minated in that general humanity which we cull a 
love of mankind, but which wc must always remem¬ 
ber does not afford, on analysis, the same results as 
other affections of more cordial regard to which we 
give the same name. To love a friend is to wish his 
happiness indeed, but it is to have other emotions at 
the same instant, emotions without which this mere 
wish would be poor to constant friendship. To love 
the natives of Asia or Africa, of whose individual 
virtues or vices, talents or imbecility, wisdom or igno¬ 
rance, we know nothing, is to wish their happiness ; 
but this wish is ull which constitutes the faint and 
feeble love. It is a wish, however, which, unless 
when the heart is absolutely corrupted, renders it im¬ 
possible for # mhn to be wholly indifferent to man ; and 
this great object is that which nature had in view. 
She has by a provident arrangement, which we cannot 
hut admire tht’inorc the more attentively we examine 
it, accommodated our emotions to our means, making 
our love most ardent where our wish of giving happi¬ 
ness might be most effectual, and less gradually and 
less in proportion to our diminished means. From 
the aJ!Vctio^?>f the mother for her new’-bom infant, 
which has been rendered the strongest of all affections, 
because it was to arise in circumstances where affec¬ 
tion would be most needed, to that general philan¬ 
thropy which extends itself to the remotest stranger 
on spots of the earth which wc never are to virit, and 
which we as little think of ever visiting as of exploring 
any of the distant planets of our system, there U a 
yule of benevolent desire which corresponds with the 
necessities to be relieved, and our power of relieving 
them, or with the happiness to be afforded, and our 
power of affording happiness. How many opportu¬ 
nities have we of giving delight to those who live in 
our domestic circle, which would be lo^t before we 
could diffuse it to those who are distant from Us! 
Our love, therefore, our desire of giving happiness, 
our pleasure in having given it, are stronger within 
the limits of this sphere of daily and hourly inter¬ 
course than beyond it. Of those w ho are beyond this 
sphere, the individuals most familiar to us are those 
whose happiness we must always know better how to 
promote than the happiness of strangers, with whose 
particular habits and inclinations we are little if at 
all acquainted. Our love, ami the desire of general 
happiness which attends it, are therefore, bv the con¬ 
currence of many constitutional tendencies of our , 
nature in fostering the generous wish, stronger ns felt i 
for an intimate friend than for one who is scarcely 
known to us. If there be an exception to this gradual 
scale of importance according to intimacy, it must 
bo in the case of one who is absolutely a stranger—a 
foreigner who comes among a people with whose 
general manners he is perhaps unacquainted, and 
ivho has no friend to whose attention he can lay claim 
from any prior intimacy. In this case, indeed, it is 
evident that our benevolence might be more usefully 
directed to one who is absolutely unknown, than to 
many who are bettor known by us, that live in our 
very neighbourhood, in the enjoyment of domestic 
loves and friendships of their own. Accordingly we 
find, that by a provision which might bo termed sin¬ 
gular, if we did not think of the universal bounty and 
wisdom of God—a modification of our general regard 
has been prepared in tho sympathetic tendencies of 
our nature for this ca»o also. There is a species of 
affection to which the stranger gives birth merely as 
being a stranger. He is received and sheltered by 
our Hospitality almost with the zeal with which our 
friendship delights to receive one with whom we have 
lived in cordial union, whose virtues we know and 


part of the happiness of our life. 

Is it possible to perceive this general proportion of 
our desire of giving happiness, in its various degrees, 
to tho means which we possess, in various circum¬ 
stances of affording it, without admiration of an 
arrangement so simple in the principles from which 
it flows, and at the same time so effectual—an ar¬ 
rangement which exhibits proofs of goodness in our 
very wants, of wisdom in our very weaknesses, by the 
adaptation of these to each other, and by the ready 
resources which want and weakness find in these 
affections which everywhere surround 'them, like the 
presence and protection of God himself ? 

M) humanity!’ exclaims Philocles in the Travels 
of Anacharsis, ‘generous and sublime inclinetion, 
announced in infancy by the tram ports of a simple 
tenderness, in youth by the rashness of a blind but 
imply confidence, in the whole progress of life by the 
facility with which the heart h ever ready to contract 
attachment! O cries of nature! which resound from 
one extremity of the universe to the other, which 
fill us wi.h remorse when we oppress a single human 
being; with a pure delight when we have been able 
to give one comfort! love, friendship, beneficence, 
sources of a pleasure that is inexhaustible! Men 
an* unhappy only because they refuse to listen to 
your voice ; and, ye divine authors of so many bless¬ 
ings! what gratitude do those blessings demand ! If 
all which was given to man had been a mere instinct, 
that led 1 wings, overwhelmed with wants and evils, 
to lend to each other a reciprocal support, this might 
have been sufficient to bring the miserable near to 
the miserable; but it is only a goodness, infinite as 
yours, which could have formed the design of as¬ 
sembling us together by the attraction of love, and of 
diffusing, through the great associations which cover 
the earth, that vital warmth which renders society 
eternal by rendering it delightful.* 

The Discourse on Ethical Philosophy (already 
alluded to), by Sir James Mackintosh, and his re¬ 
view of Madame de S tael's Germany in the Edin¬ 
burgh Review, unfold sonic interesting speculations 
on moral science. lie agrees with Butldr^Sfewart, 
and the most eminent preceding moralists, in admit¬ 
ting the supremacy of the moral sentiments; but he 
proceeds a step further in the analysis of them. He 
attempts to explain the origin and growth of the 
moral faculty, or principle, derived from Hartley’s 
Theory of Association, and insists repeatedly on the 
value of utility, or beneficial tendency, as the great 
test or criterion of moral action. Some of the posi¬ 
tions in Mackintosh's Discourse were combated with 
unnecessary and unphilosophical asperity by James 
Mill, author of an able Analysts of the Phenomena of 
the Human Mind. 1829, in an anonymous Fragment 
on Mackintosh. Mill was a bolctemd original thinker, 
but somewhat coarse and dogmatical. Among the 
recent works on mental philosophy may be men¬ 
tioned Abercrombies Inquiry into the Intellectual Powers, 
and his Philosophy of the Moral Feelings. A Treatise 
on the Formation and Publication of Opinion is, by Mn 
Baykey, follows out some of the views of Dr Brown 
in elegant and striking language. The Essay on the 
jYati/rc and Principles of Taste, by the Rev. Archibald 
Alison, is an elegant metaphysical treatise, though 
the doctrine which it aims at establishing partakes 
of the character of a paradox, and lias accordingly 
failed to enter into the stock of our established ideas. 
The theory of Alison is, that material objects appear 
beautifUl or sublime in consequence of their associa¬ 
tion with our moral feelings—that it is as they are 
significant of mental qualities that they become en¬ 
titled to these appellations. This theory was ably 
illustrated by Mr Jeffrey in the Edinburgh Review, 
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in a paper which was afterwards expanded into an 
Essay on Beauty for the Encyclopaedia Britannica. 
The book and the essay can now only be considered 
as remarkable examples of that misapplication of 
talent and labour which is incidental to the infancy 
of science—the time of its dreams. 

The Scottish metaphysical school, of which 
Stewart, Brown, and Alison may be said to have 
been the last masters, will ever hold a high place 
in public estimation for the qualities which have 
been attributed to it; but it must be owned to have 
failed in producing any permanent impression on 
mankind: noF have we been brought by all its 
labours nearer to a just knowledge of mind as the 
subject of a science. The cause of this assuredly is, 
that none of these writers have investigated mind as 
a portion of nature, or in connexion with organiza¬ 
tion. Since the Scottish school began to pass out 
of immediate notice, this more philosophical mode 
of inquiry has been pursued by Dr Gall and his fol¬ 
lowers, with results which, though they have ex¬ 
cited much prejudice, are nevertheless received by a 
considerable portion of the public. The leading 
j doctrines of Gall are, that the brain is the organ ot 
! the mind, that various portions of the encephalon 
are the organs of various faculties of the mind, and 
that volume or size of the whole brain and its various 
parts is, other circumstances being equal, the inea- 
; sure of the powers of the mind and its various facul¬ 
ties in individuals. This system is founded upon 
observation—that is to say, it was found that large 
I brains, unless when of interior quality, or in an ab¬ 
normal condition, were accompanied by superior 
intellect and force of character; also that, in a vast 
number of instances which were accurately noticed, 

| a large development of a special part of the brain 
1 was accompanied by an unusual demonstration of u 
j certain mental character, and never by the opposite. 
From these demonstrations the fundamental cha¬ 
racter of the various faculties was at length elimi¬ 
nated. Thus it happens that phrenology, as this 
system has been called, while looked on by many us 
a dream, is the oqly hypothesis of mind in which 
scientific 'processes of investigation have been fol¬ 
lowed, or for which a basis can be shown in nature. 
Among the British followers of Gall, the chief place 
is due to Mr George Combe of Edinburgh, author of 
a System of Phrenology, The Constitution of Man Con¬ 
sidered in Relation to External Objects, &c. 

i [Distinction between Power and Activity.] 

[From the * System of Phrenology.*] 

There is a great distinction between power and acti¬ 
vity of mind ; and it is important to keep this diffe¬ 
rence in view. Power, strictly speaking, is the capabi¬ 
lity of thinking, feeling, or perceiving, however small 
in amount that capability may be ; and in this sense it 
is synonymous with faculty : action is the exercise of 
power; while activity denotes the quickness, great or 
; small, with which the action is performed, and also 
' the degree of proneness to act. The distinction be- 
j tween power, action, and activity of the mental facul- 
I ties, is widely recognized by dcacribers of human na- 
' ture. Thus Cowper says of the more violent affective 
faculties of man;— 

* His passions, like the watery store* that sleep 

Beneath the smiling surface of the deep, 

| Walt but the lathes of a wintry storm, 

To frown, and roar, and shake hie feeble form.*— lloyc. 

Again:— 

* In every heart 

Are sown the sparks that kindle fiery war; 

Occasion needs but fan them, and they blase.* 

—The Task, h. 6. 


Dr Thomas Brown, in like manner, speaks of latent 
propensities; that is to say, powers not in action. 

‘ Vice already formed,’ says he, ‘ is almost beyond our 
power: it is only in the state of latent propensity 
that we can with much reason expect to overcome it 
by the moral motives which wo are capable of present¬ 
ing:’ add he alludes to the great extent of knowledge 
of human nature requisite to enablo us ‘ to distinguish 
this propensity before it has expanded itself, and even 
before it is known to the very mind in which it exists, 
and to tame those passions which are never to rage.’ 
In Crabbe’s Tales of the Hall a character is thus .de¬ 
scribed :— 

* He seemed without a passion to proceed, 

Or one whose pnaaions no correction need ; 

Yet home believed thone passions only slept, 

And were in bounds by early habit kept.* 

* Nature,' says Lord Bacon, * will be buried a great 
time, and yet revive upon the occasion or temptation ; 
like as it was witlf JEsop’s damsel, turndd from a cat 
to a woman, who sat very demurely at die board’s end 
till a mouse ran before her.’ In short, it is plain that wo 
nay have the capability of feeling an emotion—as anger 
fear, or pity—and that yet this^iower may he inactive, 
insomuch that, at any particular time, these emotions 
nmy be totally absent from the mindjqpid it is no 
less plain, that we may have the capability of seeing, 
tasting, calculating, reasoning, and composing music, j 
without actually performing these operations. j 

It is equally easy to distinguish activity from ac- I 
turn and power. When power is exercised, the action 
mvv be performed with very dillerent degrees of rapi¬ 
dity. Two individuals may each be solving a pro¬ 
blem in arithmetic, but one may do so with far greater 
quickness than the other ; in other words, his faculty 
of Number may be more easily brought into action. 
He who solves abstruse problems slowly, manifests 
, much power with little activity; while he who can 
J quickly solve easy problems, and them alone, has 
I much activity with little power. The man who cal- 
i culates difiieult problems with great speed, manifests 
in a high degree both power and activity of the faculty 
of Number. 

As commonly employed, the word power is syuony- jj 
mous with strength, or much power, instead ofdeuot- ‘ 
ing mere capacity, whether much or little, to act ; 
while by activity is usually understood much quick¬ 
ness of action, and gre^t proneness to act. As it is 
desirable, however, to avoid every chance of ambi¬ 
guity, I shall employ the words power and activity in 
the sense first before explained ; and to high degrees 
of power I shall apply the terms energy, intensity, 
strength, or vigour; while to great activity I shall 
apply the terms vivacity, agility, rapidity, or quick¬ 
ness. 

In physics, strength f quite distinguishable from 
quickness. Tbe balance-wheel of a watch moves with 
much rapidity, hut so slight is its imi>etuH, that a hair 
would suffice to stop it; the beam oi a steam-engine 
progresses slowly and massively through space, but its 
energy is prodigiously great. 

In muscular action these qualities are recognised 
w ith equal facility as different. The greyhound bounds 
over hill and dale with animated agility ; but a slight 
obstacle would counterbalance his momentum, and 
arrest his progress. The elephant, on the other hand, 
rolls slowly and heavily aloug; but the impetus of 
his motion would sweep away an impediment suffi- 
cient to resist fifty greyhounds at the summit of their 
speed. 

In mental manifestations (considered apart from 
organization), the distinction between energy and vi¬ 
vacity is equally palpable. On the stage Mrs Sid- 
dons and Mr John Kemble were remarkable for the 
i solemn deliberation of their manner, both in de clama - 
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tion and in action, and yet they were splendidly gifted 
with energy. They carried captive at once the sym¬ 
pathies and the understanding of the audience, and 
made evefy man feel his faculties expanding, and his 
whole mind becoming greater under the influence of 
their power. Other performers, again, arc remarkable 
for agility of action and elocution, who, nevertheless, 
are felt to be feeble and ineffective in rousing an audi¬ 
ence to emotion. Vivacity is their distinguishing 
attribute, with an absence of vigour. At the bar, in 
’the pulpit, and in the senate, the same distinction 
prevails. Many members of the learned professions 
display great fluency of elocution and felicity of illus¬ 
tration, surprising u# with the quickness of their parts, 
who, nevertheless, are felt to be neither impressive 
nor profound. They exhibit acuteness without depth, 
and ingenuity without comprehensiveness of under¬ 
standing. T^nLso proceeds from vivacity with little 
energy. There are other public speakers, again, who 
open heavily # in ‘debate—their faculties acting slowly 
but deeply, like the first heave of*a mountain-wave. 
Their words lalf like minute-guns upon the ear, and 
to the superficial they appear about to terminate ere 
they have begun their^fforts. But even their first ac¬ 
cent is one of power; it rouses ami arrests attention ; 
their very patLses are expressive, and indicate gather¬ 
ing energy t#be embodied in the sentence that is<*to 
come. When fairly animated, they arc impetuous as 
tho torrent, brilliant as the lightning’s beam, and 
overwhelm and take possession of feebler minds, 
impressing them irresistibly with a feeling of gigan¬ 
tic power. 

The distinction between vivacity and energy is well 
illustrated byCowper in one <*f his letters. ‘ The 
mind and body,’ says he, * have in this respect n 
striking resemblance of each other. In childhood 
they are both nimble, but not strong; they can ckip 
and frisk about with wonderful agility, but hard la¬ 
bour spoils them both. In mature:- years they become 
less active but more vigorous, inure capable of fixed 
application, and can make themselves sport with that 
which a little earlier would have affected them with 
intolerable fatigue.’ I>r Charlton nKo, in hi* Brief 
Discourse Concerning the Different Wits of Men, has 
admirably described two characters, in one of which 
strength is displayed without vivacity, and in the 
other vivacity without strength ; the latter he calls 
the man of 1 nimble wit/ the former the man of Slow 
but sure wit/ In this respectathe French character 
may be contrasted with the Scotch. 

As a general rule, the largest organs in each head 
have naturally the greatest, and the smallest the 
least, tendency to act, and to perform their functions 
with rapidity. 

Tho temperaments also indicate the amount of this 
tendency. The nervous is tl^ most vivacious, next 
the sanguine, then the bilious, while the lymphatic 
is characterised by proneuess to inaction. 

IYi u lymphatic urain, great size may be present 
and few manifestations occur through sluggishness ; 
but if a strong external stimulus be presented, energy 
often appears. If the brain be very small, no degree 
of stimulus, cither external or internal, will cause 
great power to be manifested. 

A certain combination of organs—namely, Com¬ 
bativeness, Destructiveness, Hope, Firmness, Acquisi¬ 
tiveness, and Love of Approbation, all large — is 
favourable to general vivacity of mind ; and another 
combination — namely, Combativeness, Destructive¬ 
ness, Hope, Firmness, and Acquisitiveness, small or 
moderate, with Veneration and Benevolence large— 
is frequently attended with sluggishness of tho men¬ 
tal character: but the activity of the whole brain is 
constitutionally greater in some individuals than in 
others, as already explained. It may even happen 
that, in the same individual, one organ Is naturally 


more active than another, without reference to size, 
just as the optic nerve is sometimes more irritable 
than the auditory; but this is by no means a common ' 
occurrence. Kxercise greatly increases activity as ' 
well as power, and hence arise the benefits of educa- 
tion. Dr Spurzheim thinks that ‘ long fibres produce i 
more activity, and thick fibres more intensity/ j 

The doctrine, that size is a measure of power, is not j 
to be held as implying that much power is the only : 
or even the most valuable quality which a mind iu j 
all circumstances can possess. To drag artillery over 1 
a mountain, or a ponderous wagon through the streets ! 
of London, we would prefer an elephaiu or a horse of > 
great size and muscular power; wjrile, for graceful! 
motion, agility, and nimbleness, wc would select an : 
Arabian palfrey. In like manner, to lead men in 
gigantic and difficult enterprises—to command by 
native greatness, in perilous times, when law is j 
trampled under foot—to call forth the energies of a \ 
people, and direct them against a tyrant at home, or i 
an alliance of tyrunts abroad—to stamp the impress 
of a single mind upon a nation—to infuse strength ! 
into thoughts, find depth into feelings, which shall 
command tho homage of enlightened men in every 
ago—in short, to be a Fruee, Bonaparte, Luther, , 
Knox, Demosthenes, Fhakspeare, Milton, or Cromwell j 
---a large brain is indispensably requisite. But to ' 
display skill, enterprise, and fidelity in the various , 
professions of civil life—to cultivate with success the 
c*is arduous branches of philosophy — to excel in 
acuteness, taste, and felicity of expression—to acquire 
extensive erudition and refined manners—a brain of 
a moderate -ize is perhaps more suitable than one 
that i* very large; for wherever the energy is intense, 
it is rare that delicacy, refinement, and taste are pre¬ 
sent in an equal degree. Individuals possessing mo¬ 
derate-sized brains easily find their proper sphere, and 
enjoy in it scope for all their energy. In ordinary 
circumstances they distinguish themselves, but they 
sink when difficulties accumulate around them. Per¬ 
sons with large brains, on the other hand, do not j 
readily attain their appropriate place; common oc¬ 
currences do not rouse or call them forth, and, while ! 
unknown, they are not trusted wfth great^yrtideftak- 
ings. Often, therefore, such men pine and die in ob¬ 
scurity. When, however, they* attain their proper j 
element, they are conscious of greatness, and glory in i 
the expansion of their powers. Their mental energies '■ 
rise in proportion to the obstacles to be surmounted, j 
and blaze forth in all the magnificence of self-sustain¬ 
ing energetic genius, on occasions when feebler minds 
would sink in despair. 

Will TKUS IX DIVINITY. 

Critical and biblical literature have, made great 
progress within the last half ceatury, but the num¬ 
ber of illustrious divines is not great. The early 
fathers of the Protestant church lmd indeed done so 5 
much in general theology and practical divinity, i 
that comparatively little was left to their successors, j 

DR PALKY. j 

The greatest divine of the period is I)k William j 
Paley, a man of remarkable vigour and dearness of 
intellect, and originality of character. His acquire¬ 
ments as a scholar and churchman were grafted on 
a homely, shrewd, andHienevoleut nature, which no 
circumstances could materially alter. There was 
no doubt or obscurity either about the man or his 
works: he stands out in bold relief among his bro¬ 
ther divines, like a sturdy oak on a lawn or parterre 
—a little hard and cross-grained, but sound, fresh, 
and massive— dwarfing his neighbours with his 
weight and bulk, and intrinsic excellence. 
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! He shall be like a tree that grows 

Near planted by a river, 

Which in his season yields his fruit, 

And his leaf fadeth never. 

So says our old version of the Psalms with respect 
to the fate of a righteous man, and Paley was a 
I righteous man whose mind yielded precious fruit, 
4 and whose leaves will never fade. This excellent 
| author was born at Peterborough in 1743. His 
j father was afterwards curate of Giggleswick, York- 
I shire, and teacher of the grammar-school there. At 
the age of fifteen he was entered as sizar at Christ’s 
college, Cambridge, and after completing his aca¬ 
demical course, lie became tutor in an academy at 
Greenwich. As soon as he was of sufficient age, he 
was ordained to be assistant curate of Greenwich. 
He was afterwards elected a fellow of his college, 
and went thither to reside, engaging first as tutor. 

| He next lectured in the university on moral philo¬ 
sophy and the Greek Testament, llis college friend, 
Dr Law, bishop of Carlisle, presented him with the 
rectory of Musgrave, in Westmoreland, and he re¬ 
moved to his country charge, worth only £80 per 
annum. He was soon inducted into the vicarage of 
Dalston, in Cumberland, to a prebend’s stall in Car¬ 
lisle cathedral, and also to the archdeaconry of Car¬ 
lisle. In 17S5 appeared his long-meditated Elements 
of Moral and Politiccd Philosophy; iu 1790 his 11 or a 
Paulina and in 1794 his View of the. Evidences of 
Christianity. Friends and preferment now crowded 
in on him. The bishop of London (Porteous) made 
him a prebend of St Paul’s; the bishop of Lincoln 
presented him with the sub-deanery of Lincoln; and 
the bishop of Durham gave him the rectory of 
Bishop-Wear mouth, worth about a thousand pounds 
per annum—and all these within six months, the 
luckiest half-year of his life. The boldness and free¬ 
dom of some of Paley’s disquisitions on government, | 
and perhaps a deficiency, real or supi>osed, in per- ! 
sonalfiignity, and some Jaxhcss, as well as an inve 
terate provincial homeliness, in conversation, pre 
vented his rising to the bench of bishops. When his 
nanie wa^'once mentioned to George III., the mo¬ 
narch is reported to have said ‘ Paley ! what, pigeon 
Paley f —an allusion to a famous sentence in the 
‘ Moral and Political Philosophy ’ on property. As 
a specimen of his style of reasoning, and the liveli¬ 
ness of his illustrations, we subjoin this passage, 
which is part of an estimate of the relative duties of 
men in society:— 


spent or spoiled; and if one of the number take or 
touch a particle of the hoard, the others joining 
against him, and hanging him for the theft. 

There must be some very important adv&ntagcs to 
account for an institution which, in the view of it 
above gypen, is so paradoxical and unnatural. 

The principal of these advantages are the follow¬ 
ing:— 

I. It increases the produce of the earth. 

The earth, in climates like ours, produces little 
without cultivation ; and none would be found wil¬ 
ling to cultivate the ground, if others were to be ad¬ 
mitted to an equal share of the produce. The same 
is true of the care of flocks and herds of tame animals* 

Crabs and acorns, red deer, rabbits, game, and fish, 
are all which we should have to subsist upon in this 
country, if we trusted to the spontaneous productions 
of the soil; and it fares not much better with other 
countries. A nation of North American savages, bon- 
siting of two or three hundred, wilUtaku up and be 
half-starved upon* a tract of land which in Kurope, 
and with Kuropcan management, would be sufficient 
lor the maintenance of as many thousands. 

In some fertile soils, togethe^ with great abundance 
of fish upon their coasts, and iu regions where clothes 
are unnecessary, a considerable degree of population 
may subsist without property iu land, 0 hich is the 
case in the islands of Otaheitc : but in less favoured 
situations, as in the country of New Zealand, though 
this sort of property obtain in a small degree, the in¬ 
habitants, b*r want of a more secure ami regular esta¬ 
blishment of it, arc driven oftentimes by the scared tv 
of provision to devour one another. 

II. It preserves the produce of the earth to matu¬ 
rity. 

We may judge what would be the effects of a com¬ 
munity of right to the productions of the earth, from 
;he trilling specimens which we see of it at present. 
A cherry-tree in a hedgerow, nuts in a wood, th 
grass of an unstinted pasture, arc seldom of much 
advantage to anybody, because ]»eople do not wait for 
the proper season of reaping them. Coni, if any were 
sown, would never ripen ; lambs and calves would 
never grow’ up to sheep and cows, because the first 
person that met them would reflect that lie had better 
take them as they are than leave them for another. 

III. It prevents contests. 

War and waste, tumult and confusion, must be 
unavoidable and eternal where there is not enough 
for all, and where there ore no rules to adjust the 
division. 


IV . It improves the conveniency of living. 

(\j This it does two ways. It enables mankind to 

, divide themselves into distinct professions, which is 

X |; If y ou should see a flock of pigeons in a field of impossible, unless a man can exchange the produc- 
eora, and if (instead of each picking where and what tions of his own art for what he wants from others, 
it liked, taking jusfc as much as it wanted, and no and exchange implies jWqverty. Much of the adr&n- 
inore) you should see ninety-nine of them gathering tage of civilised over savage "life depends upon this, 
all they got into a heap, reserving nothing for them- When a man is, from necessity, his own tailor, tent- 
selves but the chaff and the refuse, keeping this heap maker, carjienter, cook, huntsman, and fisherman, it 
for one, and that the weakest, perhaps worst pigeon of is not probable that he will be expert at any of his 
the flock; sitting round, and looking on all the wdnter, callings. Hence the rude habitations, furniture, 
whilst this one was devouring, throwing about and clothing, and implements of savages, and the tedious 
wasting it; and if a pigeon, more hardy or hungry length of time which all their operations require, 
than the rest, touched a grain of the hoard, all the It likewise encourages those arts by which the ac- 
ofchers instantly flying upon it and tearing it to pieces; cominodations of human life are supplied, by appro- 
if you should see this, you would see nothing more priating to the artist the benefit of his discoveries aud 
than what is every day practised and established improvements, without which appropriation ingenuity 
among men. Among men fou sec the ninety-and- will never be exerted with effect, 
nine toiling and scraping together a heap of super- Upon these several accounts we may venture, with 
fluities for one (and this one too, oftentimes, the a few exceptions, to pronounce that even the poorest 
feeblest aud worst of the whole set—a child, a woman, and the worst provided, in countries where property 
a madman, or a fool), getting nothing for themselves and the consequences of property prevail, are in a 
all the while but a little of the coarsest of the pro- better situation with respect to food, raiment, houses, 
vision which their own industry produces; looking and what are called the necessaries of life, than any 
quietly on while they see the fruit! of all their labour are in places where most things remain in common. 
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The balance, therefore, upon the whole, muMfc pre¬ 
ponderate iti favour of property with a manifest and 
great excess. 

Inequality of property, in the degree in which it 
exists m most countries of Europe, abstractedly con¬ 
sidered, is an evil; but it is an evil which flows from 
those rules concerning the acquisition and disposal of 
property, by which men arc incited to industry, aud 
by which the object of their industry is rendered 
secure and valuable. If there be any great inequality 
unconnected with this origin, it ought to be corrected. 

In 1802 Paley published liis Natural Theology , Ids 
last work. He enjoyed himself in the country with 
his duties and recreations : he was particularly fond 
of angling; and he mixed familiarly w ith his neigh¬ 
bours in all their plans of utility, sociality, and even 
conviviality, lie disposed of Ids time with great 
regularity; in Ids garden he limited himself to one 
houf at a finV, twice a-day; in reading books of 
amusement, muf hour at breakfast and another in the 
evening, ami one for dinner and hto newspaper. By 
thus dividing Tmd husbanding his pleasures, they 
remained with him to the last. lie died on the 25th 
of May 1 805. 

No works of a theological or philosophical nature 
have been extensively popular among the edu¬ 
cated classeisof England as those of Paley. His p«*r- 
spicacity of intellect and simplicity of style are 
almost unrivalled. Though plain and homely, and 
often inelegant, he has such vigour and discrimina¬ 
tion, aud such a happy vein of illustration, that he is 
always read with pleasure and instruction. No 
reader is ever at a loss for his meaning, or llnds him 
too difficult for comprehension. He had the rare 
not of popularising the most recondite knowledge, 
and blending the business of life with philosophy. 
The principles inculcated in some of his works have 
l*een disputed, particularly his doctrine of expediency 
as a rule of morals, which has been considered as 
trenching on the authority of revealed religion, and 
also lowering the standard of public duty. The 
system of Paley certainly would not tend to foster 
the great and heroic virtues. In his early life he is 
reported to have said, w ith respect to his subscrip¬ 
tion to the thirty-nine articles of the Church of 
England, that he was * too poor to keep a conscience 
and something of the same laxncss of moral feeling 
pervades his ethical system. Ilis abhorrence of nil 
hypocrisy and pretence was prlbably at the root of 
this error. Like l)r Johnson, he was a practical 
moralist, and looked with distrust on any high- 
strained virtue or enthusiastic devotion. He did 
not write for philosophers or metaphysicians, hut 
for the great body of the people anxious to acquire 
knowledge, and to be abb* to give 1 a reason for the 
hope that is in them.’ He cqpsidcred the art of life 
to consist in properly ‘ setting our habits,' and for this 
no subtle distinctions or profound theories were 
necessary. Ilis 4 Moral and Political Philosophy’ is 
framed on this basis of utility, directed by strong 
sense, a discerning judgment, and a sincere regard 
for the true end of all know ledge—the well-being of 
mankind here and hereafter. Of Paley*8 other works. 
Sir James Mackintosh has pronounced the following 
opinion:—* The most original and ingenious of his 
writings is the Hone Pauli me. The Evidences of 
Christianity are formed out of an admirable trans¬ 
lation of Butler’s Analogy, and a most skilful abridg¬ 
ment of Lardner’s Credibility of the Gospel His¬ 
tory. He may lie said to have thus given value 
to two works, of which the first was scarcely intel¬ 
ligible to most of those who were most desirous of 
profiting by it; and the second soon wearies out the 
greater part of readers, though the few who are more 
patient have almost always been gradually won over 


to feel pleasure in a display of knowledge, probity, 
charity, and meekness unmatched by an avowed 
advocate in a cause deeply interesting his warmest 
feelings. Ilis Natural Theology is the wonderful 
wmrk of a man who, after sixty, liad studied anatomy 
in order to write it; and it could only have been 
surpassed by a man (Sir Charles Bell) who, to great 
originality of conception and clearness of exposition, 
added the advantage of a high place in the first class 
of physiologists.’ 

[ The World wa* Made with a Jknerolyit Design.] 

[From 4 Natural Theolopv/] 

• 

Tt is a happy w’orld after all. The air, the earth, 
the water, teem with delighted existence. In a \ ring 
noon or u summer evening, on whic hever side 1 turn 
my eyes, myriads of happy beings crowd upon my 
view. ‘ The insect youth arc on the wing.’ Swanns 
of new-boni flies are trying their pinions in the air. 
Their sportive motions, their wanton mazes, their 
gratuitous activity, their continual change of place 
without use or purpose, testify their joy and the ex¬ 
ultation which they feel in their lately-discovered 
faculties. A bee amongst the flowers in spring is 
one of the most cheerful objects that can be looked 
upon. Its life appears to be all enjoyment; so busy 
and so pleased : yet it is only a specimen of insect 
life, with which, by reason of the animal being half- 
domesticated, we happen to be better acquainted than 
we are with that of others. The whole winged insect 
tribe, it is probable, arc equally intent uj*on their 
proper employments, and, under every variety of con¬ 
stitution, gratified, and perhaps equally gratified, by 
the offices which the Author of their nature has as¬ 
signed to them. But the atmosphere is not the only 
scene of enjoyment for the insect race. Plants are 
covered with aphides, greedily sucking their juices, 
and constantly, as it should seem, in the act of suck¬ 
ing. It cannot be doubted but that this is a state of 
gratification ; what else should fix them so close to 
the operation, and so long ? Other species are running 
about with an alacrity in their motions which carries 
with it every mark of pleasure. * Large fWfccheJ of 
ground are sometimes half covered with tne*e brisk 
and sprightly natures. If we lo«jJt to what the waters 
produce, shoals of the fry of fish frequent the margins 
of rivers, of lakes, and of the sea itself. These are so 
happy that they know not what to do with them¬ 
selves. Their attitudes, their vivacity, their leaps 
out of the water, their frolics in it (which I have 
noticed a thousand times with equal attention and 
amusement), all Conduce to show their excess of 
spirits, and are simply the effects of that excess. 
Walking by the sea-side in a calm evening upon a 
sandy shore and with an ebbing tide, I have fre¬ 
quently remarked the appearance of a dark cloud, 
or rather very thick mist, hanging over the edge* of 
the water, to the height, perhaps, of half a yard, and 
of the breadth of two or three yards, stretching along 
the coast as far as the eye could reach, and always 
retiring with the water. When this cloud came to 
be examined, it proved to be nothing else than so 
much space filled with young shrimps in the act of 
bounding into the air from the shallow margin of the 
water, or from the wet sand* If any motion of a 
mute animal could express delight, it was this ; if 
they had meant to make signs of their happiness, 
they could not have done it more intelligibly. Sup¬ 
pose, then, what I have no doubt of, each individual 
of this number to be in a state of positive enjoyment; 
what a sum, collectively, of gratification and plea¬ 
sure have we here before our view l 

The young of all animals appear to me to receive 
pleasure simply from the exercise of their limbs and 
bodily faculties, without reference to any end to be 
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attained, or any use to be answered by the exertion. 
A child, without knowing anything of the use of lan¬ 
guage, is in a high degree delighted with being able 
to speak. Its incessant repetition of a few articulate 
sounds, or perhaps of the single word which it has 
learned to pronounce, proves this point clearly. Nor 
is it less pleased with its first successful endeavours 
to walk, or rather to run (which precedes walking), 
although entirely ignorant of the importance of the 
attainment to its future life, and even without apply¬ 
ing it to any present purpose. A child is delighted 
with speakirg, without having anything to say; 
and with walking, without knowing where to go. 
And, prior to both these, I am disposed to believe 
that the waking hours of infancy are agreeably taken 
up with the exercise of vision, or perhaps, more 
properly speaking, with learning to see. 

But it is not for youth alone that the great Parent j 
of creation hath provided. Happiness is found with ! 
the purring cat no less than with the playful kitten : > 
in the arm-chair of dozing age, as well as in either 
the sprightliness of the dance or the animation of the 
chase. To novelty, to acuteness of sensation, to hope, 
to ardour of pursuit, succeeds what is, in no incon- 
siderable degree, an equivalent for them all, ‘ percep- j 
tion of ease.* Herein is the exact difference between I 
the young and the old. The young are not happy j 
but when enjoying pleasure ; the old are happy when . 
free from pain. And this constitution suits with the j 
degrees of animal power which they respectively : 
possess. The vigour of youth was to be stimulated | 
to action by impatience of rest ; whilst to the iiuhe- i 
cility of age, quietness and repose become positive j 
gratifications. In one important step tlie advantage • 
is with the old. A state of ease is, generally speak- | 
ing, more attainable than a state of pleasure. A 
constitution, therefore, which can enjoy ease, is pro- j 
fcrable to that which can taste only pleasure. This j 
same perception of ease oftentimes renders old age a j 
condition of great comfort, especially when riding at 
its anchor after a busy or tempestuous life. It is 
well described by Kousseau to be the interval of re¬ 
pose and enjoyment between the hurry and the end 
of life. How far the same cause extends to other 
/ animal natures, cannot be judged of with certainty. 

The appearance of'Vatisfaetion with which most ani- 
ipi mals, as their activity subsides, seek and enjoy rest, 

Li affords reason to believe that this source of gratifica¬ 
tion is appointed to advanced life under all or most 
of its various forms. In the species with which we 
are best acquainted, namely, our own, I am far, even 
as an observer of human life, from thinking that 
youth is its happiest season, much less the only 
happy one. 

A new and illustrated edition of Paley’s 4 Natural 
Theology’was pub 1 ished in 1835, with scientific illus- 
trrtions by Sir Charles Bell, and a preliminary dis¬ 
course by Henry Lord Brougham. 

Dr Richard Watson, bishop of Llandaff (1737- 
1816), did good service to the cause of revealed reli¬ 
gion and social order by his replies to Gibbon the 
historian, and Thomas Paine. To the former he 
addressed a series of letters, entitled An Apology for 
Christianity , in answer to Gibbon’s celebrated chap¬ 
ters on the rise and progress of Christianity; and 
when Paine published his Age of Reason, the 
bishop met it with a vigorous and conclusive reply, 
which he termed An Apology for the Bible. Watson 
also published a few sermons, and a collection of 
theological tracts, selected from various authors, in 
six volumes. His Whig principles stood in the way 
of his church preferment, ana he had not magna¬ 
nimity enough to conceal his disappointment, which 
is strongly expressed in an autobiographical memoir 
published after his death by his son. Dr Watson, 


however, was a man of forcible intellect, and of 
various knowledge. His controversial works are 
highly honourable to him, both for the manly and 
candid spirit in which they are written, and the 
logical clearness and strength of his reasoning. 

Da Ihai.BY Porteouh, bishop of London (1731- 
1808), was a popular dignitary of the church, author 
of a variety of sermons and tracts connected with 
church discipline, lie distinguished himself at col- 





Tumi) of lVrieotiH : \ SuiiLrulyv, Ivenf. 

lege by a prize poem On Death , which has been 
often ri printed: it is but a feeble transcript of 
Blair’s ‘Grave.’ l)r Porteous warmly lx-friended 
Beattie the poet (whom he wished to take orders 
in the church of England), and he is said to have 
assisted Hannah More in her novel of (\rlebs. 

Dn Samuel Houni.ky, bishop of St Asaph (1 733- 
1806), was one of the most conspicuous churchmen 
of his day. lie belonged to the high church party, 
and strenuously resisted all political or ecclesiastical 
change. He was learned and eloquent, but prone 
to controversy, and deficient in charity and the 
milder virtues. His character was not unlike that 
of one of his patrons, Chancellor Thurlow, stern 
and unbending, but east in a manly mould, lie 
w'as an indefatigable student. His first public ap¬ 
pearance was in tbcharacter of a man of science, 
lie was some time secretary of the Royal Society— 
wrote various short treatises on scientific subjects, 
and published an edition of Sir Isaac Newton’s 
works. As a critic and scholar he had few equals; 
and his disquisitions on the prophets Isaiah and 
Hosea, his translations of the Psalms, and his Bibli¬ 
cal Criticisms (in four volumes), justly entitled him 
to the honour of the mitre. Ilis sermons, in three 
volumes, art 4 about the best in the language: clear, 
nervous, and profound, he entered undauntedly upon 
the most difficult subjects, and dispelled, by research 
and argument, the doubt that hung over several 
passages of Scripture. He was for many years 
engaged in a controversy with Dr Priestley on the 
subject of the divinity of Christ Both of the com¬ 
batants lost their temper; but when Priestley re¬ 
sorted to a charge of 4 incompetency and ignorance/ 
it was evident that he felt himself sinking in the 
struggle. In intellect and scholarship, Horsley was 
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vastly superior to his antagonist. The political 
opinions and intolerance of the bishop were more 
successfully attacked by Robert Hall, in his Apo¬ 
logy for the Freedom of the Press. 

Gilbert Wakefield (1756-1801) enjoyed cele¬ 
brity both as a writer on controversial divinity and 
a classical critic. He left the church in consequence 
of his embracing Unitarian opinions, and afterwards 
left also the dissenting establishment at Hackney, 
to which he had attached himself. lie published 
translations of some of the epistles in the New Tes¬ 
tament, and an entire translation of«tlie same sacred 
volume, with notes. He was also author of a work 
on Christian Evidence, in reply to Paine. The 
bishop of LlandafT having in 1798 written an address 
against the principles of the French Revolution, 
Wakefield replied to it, and was subjected to a 
! crowp prosecution for libel; lie was found guilty, 
land sentenced to two years* imprisonim..?. lie 
I published editions of Horace, Virgil, Lucretius, &<*. 
j which ranked kirn among the first scholars of his 
, time. Wakefield was an honest, precipitate, and 
; simple-minded man; a Pythagorean in bis diet, and 
eccentric in many of Ito habits and opinions. ‘ He 
! was,’ says one of his biographers, * as vi< lent against 
; Greek accent! as he was against the Trinity, mjd 
i anathematised the final n as strongly res episcopacy.* 

| The infidel principles which ainmnded at the 
; period of the French Revolution, and continued to 
agitate both France and England for some years, 
j induced a disregard of vital piety long afterwards 
in the higher circles of iSritbdi society. To coun¬ 
teract this, Mu WiUiKiuoju’i:, then member of par- 
j liiynent for the county of York, published in 1797 H 
: Practical l ine of the. I'n railing luhtfous Suite in of 
I ProffHSwl ( 'hn.Ktians in the ilitfher a*ul MultUc ('hisses 
of this Count/1/, ('ontrastcil icith Ural Christianity. 
Five editions of the work were sold within six 
months, ami it still c mtimies, in various languages, 
to form a popular religious treatise, ddu* author 
! attested, by his daily life, the sincerity of his opi¬ 
nions. William Wilbort’orce was the son of a wealthy 
! merchant, and born at Hull in 1759. He was edu¬ 
cated at Cambridge, and on completing his twenty- 
first year, was returned to parliament for his native 
; town, 11c soon distinguished himself by bis talents, 
anti IXK*ame the idol of the fashionable world--danc¬ 
ing at Alnwick’#, and singing Jiefore the Prince of 
Wales. In 1784, while pursuing a continental tour 
with some relations, in company with Dean Milner, 
the latter so impressed him with the truths of Chris¬ 
tianity, that Wilbcrforec entered upon a new life, 

! and abandoned all his former gaieties. In parlia¬ 
ment he pursued a strictly iudejvcndent course. For 
i twenty years he laboured f<^ the abolition of the j 
; slave-trade, a question with which his name is in- 
| separably entwined, llis time, his talents, influence, 
and prayers, were directed towards the? consummation 
: of this object, and at length, in 1807, he had the 
high gratification of seeing it accomplished. The 
religion of Wilberforce was mild and cheerful, un« 
mixed with austerity or gloom. He closed hit 
long and illustrious life on the 27th July 1833, one 
of those men who, by their virtues, talent#, and 
energy, impress their own character on the age in 
which they live. His latter years realised his own 
beautiful description— 

[Or the Effecte of Religion .] 

When the {ml#e~l>eaw nigft^ and we are flushed 
with youth, and health, and vigour; when all goes 
on prosperously, and success seems almost to anti¬ 
cipate our wishes, then we feci not the want of the 
consolations of religion : but when fortune frowns, or 


friends forsake us ; when sorrow, or sickness, or old 
age comes upon us, then it is that the superiority of 
the pleasures of religion is established over those of 
dissipation and vanity, which are ever apt to fly from 
us when we are most in want of their aid. There 
is scarcely a more melancholy sight to a considerate 
mind, than that of an old man who is a stranger to 
those oidy true sources of satisfaction. How affecting, 
and at the same time how disgusting, is it to see such 
a one awkwardly catching at the pleasures of his 
younger years, which are now beyond his reach; or 
feebly attempting to retain them, whole they mock 
his endeavours and elude his grasp ! To such a one 
gloomily, indeed, does the evening oJMife set in ! All 
is Hour and cheerle##. He can neither look backward < 
with complacency, nor forward with hope ; while the 
aged ('hristian, relying on the assured mercy of his i 
Redeemer, can calmly reflect that his dismission is j 

lmml ; that his redemption draweth nigh. While 
his strength declines, and his faculties decay, lie can 
quietly repose himself on the fidelity of God ; and at 
the very entrance of the valley of the shadow of death, 
he can lift up an eye dim perhaps and feeble, yet 
occasionally spaikling with hope, and confidently 
looking forward to the near possession of his heavenly 
inheritance, ‘ to those joys which eye hath not seen, 
nor ear heard, neither hath it entered into the heart 
of man to conceive.* \ \ nnt striking lessons have we 
had of the precarious tenure of all sublunary posses¬ 
sions ! Wealth, and power, ami pro#j»erity, how pecu- j 
liarly transitory and uncertain ! Hut religion dis¬ 
penses her choicest cordial* in the seasons of exigence, 
in poverty, in exile, in sickness, and in death. The 
essential -uperiority of that support which is derived 
from religion is !<•## felt, at U.*ast it is less apparent, 
when the FhrFtian is in full possession of riche# and 
splendour, and rank, and nil the gifts of nature and 
fortune. Hut when all these are swept away by the 
rude hand of time or the rough blasts of adversity, 
the true Christian stands, like the glory of the forest, 

• root and vigorous ; stripped, indeed, of his summer 
f diage, but more than ever discovering to the observ¬ 
ing eye the solid strength of hi# sukstantial^xtuje. 

Another distinguished volunteer in the cause of 
religious instruction, and an extensive miscellaneous 
writer, was Mrs Hannah More, whose works we 
have previously enumerated. 

l>n SAM CEI. PARR—im EDWARD MAI.TBY— 

REV. SIDNEY SMITH. 

1)r Samvel Farr (1747-1825) was better known 
as a classical scholar than a theologian. His ser¬ 
mons on education are, however, marked with co¬ 
gency of argument and liberality of feeling. His j 
celebrated Spital sermon, who* printed, presented I 
the singular anomaly of fifty-one pages of text ^md 
two hundred and twelve of notes. Mr Godwin at¬ 
tacked some of the principles laid down in this dis¬ 
course, as not sufficiently democratic for his taste; 
for though a stanch Whig, Parr was no revolu¬ 
tionist or leveller. His object was to extend educat ion 
among the poor, and to ameliorate their condition 
by gradual and constitutional means. Dr Parr was 
long head master of Norwich school; and in know¬ 
ledge of Greek literature was not surpassed by any 
scholar of his day. His uncompromising support of 
Whig principles, his extensive learning, and a cer¬ 
tain pedantry and oddity of character, rendered bim 
always conspicuous, among his brother churchmen. 
He died at Hatton, in Warwickshire, the perpetual 
curacy of whicli he had enjoyed for above ibrty years, 
and where he had faithfully discharged his dudes as 
a parish pastor. 

Dr Edward Maltby, the present bishop of Dur- 
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ham, was the favourite pupil of Parr at Norwich 
school. He is author of a work on the Christian 
Evidences; two volumes of sermons, 1819 and 1822; 
a third volume of sermons preached before the so¬ 
ciety of Lincoln’s Inn, where he succeeded Dr Heber; 
and also of a vastly improved edition of Morell’s 
Greek Thesaurus, which engaged Ins attention for 
about eleven years. 

The Rev. Sidney Smith, well known as a witty 
miscellaneous writer and critic, is a canon residen¬ 
tiary of St Paul’s. Mr Smith published two volumes 
of sermons in the year 1809. They arc* more re¬ 
markable for plain good sense than for originality or 
eloquence. A few sentences from a sermon on the 
Love of our Country will show the homely earnest¬ 
ness of this author’s serious style 

[ Difficult if of Owe mi ny a Xatiou.] 

It would seem that the science of government is an 
inappropriated region in the universe of knowledge. 
Those sciences with which the passions can inner in¬ 
terfere, are considered to be attainable only by study 
and by reflection; while there are not many young 
men who doubt of their ability to make a constitution, 
or to govern a kingdom : at the same tiiuc there can¬ 
not, perhaps, be a more decided proof of a superficial 
understanding than the depreciation of those difficul¬ 
ties which are inseparable from the science of govern¬ 
ment. To know well the local and the natural man ; 
to track the silent march of human affairs ; t<» seize, 
with happy intuition, on those great laws which re- 
gulat||Be prosperity of empires; to reconcile prin¬ 
ciples To circumstances, and be no wiser than the 
times will permit; to anticipate the effects of every 
speculation upon the entangled relations and awkward 
complexity of real life; and to follow out the theo¬ 
rems of the senate to the daily coinforts of the cot¬ 
tage, is a task which they will fear most who know it 
best—a task in which the great and the good have 
often failed, and which it is not only wise, but pious 
and just in common men to avoid. 

* *r*[ Means 9 *f A eqv.ivhxj Distinction.] 

It is natural to every man to wish fur distinction ; 
and the praise of th«nc who can confer honour by their 
praise, in spite of all false philosophy, is sweet to 
every human heart; but as eminence can be but the 
lot of a few, patience of obscurity is a duty which we 
owe not more to our own happiness than to the quiet 
of the world at large. Give a loose, if >ou are young 
and ambitious, to that spirit which throbs within you ; 
measure yourself with your equals; and learn, from 
frequent competition, the place which nature has al¬ 
lotted to you; make of it no mean battle, but strive 
bard; strengthen your soul to the search of truth, and 
follow that spectre <rf excellence which beckons you on 
beyond the walls of the world to something "better 
j than man has yet don* It may be you shall burst 
out into light and glory ;u the last; but if frequent 
failure convince you of that mediocrity of nature 
which is incompatible with great actions, submit 
wisely and cheerfully to your lot; let no mean spirit 
of revenge tempt you to throw off your loyalty to your 
country, and to prefer a vicious celebrity to obscurity 
crowned with piety and virtue. If you can throw new 
light upon moral truth, or by any exertions multiply 
the comforts or confirm the happiness of mankind 
this fame guides you to the true ends of your nature : 
but, in the name of God, as you tremble at retributive 
justice, and, in the name of mankind, if mankind be 
dear to you, seek not that easy and accursed fame 
which is gathered in the work of revolutions; and deem 
it better to be for ever unknown, than to found a 
momentary name upon the basis of anarchy and 
irreligion. 


[ The Love of mir Country.] 

Whence does this love of our country, this universal 
passion, proceed ? Why does the eye ever dwell with 
fondness upon the scenes of infant life ? W hy do we 
breathe w ith greater joy the breath of our youth! 
Why are not other soils as grateful, and other heaven* 
as gay t Why does the soul of man ever cling to that 
earth* where it first knew* pleasure and pain, and, un¬ 
der the rough discipline of the passions, was roused to 
the dignity of moral life ? Is it only that our country 
contains our kindred and our friend* 1 And is it no¬ 
thing but a name for our social affections ? It cannot 
be this; the most friendless of human beings has a 
country which he admires and extols, and which he 
would, in the same circumstances, prefer to all others 
under heaven. Tempt him with the fairest face of 
nature, place him by living waters ,uvder shadowy 
trees of Lebanon, open to his view^ll the gorgeous 
allurements . f the climates of tlie sun* he will love 
{ the rocks and deserts o( his childho<»y letter than all 
j these, ami thou canst not bribe his soul to forget the 
i land of his nativity; he will sit down and weep by 
j the waters of Babylon when>hc remember* thee, oh 
j Sion I 

t»u ui uui.uT viaunH. w 

Dr Hkrm.kt Makmi, bishop of Peterborough, j® 
who died in May ls'19 at an advanced age, obtained j 
distinction as the translator and commentator of ' 
‘Miclmelis’s Introduction to the New Testament,’ j 
one of the most valuable of modern works on divl- : 
nity. In 1807 this divine was appointed Lady Mar- I 
pant's professor of divinity in the university, of 
('ambridge. in 1816 he was made bishop of Llanduff, 
and in 1819 he succeeded to the see of I Vt<Thorough. 

! Jlesid.es his edition of Miehaelis, Dr Marsh published jj 
’ Lectures on !)irinity % arid a Comparative 1 inr of the l! 
Churches of Enyland awl Home. He w as author also 
of some controversial tracts on the Catholic question, 
the Bible society, No. in which he evinced great 
acuteness, tinctured with asperity. In early life, 
during a residence in Germany, l)r Marsh published, 
in the German language, various tracts in defence 
of the policy of his own country in the continental 
wars; and more particularly a very ehilHirate //##• 

I tory of the Politics of Great Ilntain and J'ranee* from 
j the. Time of the (\m forever at J*Hnit;to the Declaration \ 

I of War* a work w hich is said to have produced a 
; marked impression on the state of public opinion 
j in Germany, and for which he received a very ctm- 
I siderable pension on the recommendation of Mr l‘ilt. 

| About the year 18.T1 apjieared the first of the 
celebrated Tracts far the. Times,, Ay Xfemhets of 
the University of Oxford* which have originated 
a keen controversy among the clergy of the church 
of England, and caused a wide rent or Schism 
in that ancient establishment. The peculiar doc¬ 
trines or opinions of this sect are known by the 
term Huscyism, ho called after one of their first and 
most intrepid supporters, Dr Edward Boivlrik 
Prsi;v, second son of the late Hon. Philip Pnsey, and 
grandson of the Earl of Radnor, This gentleman 
was horn in 1800, and educated at Christ-churdi 
college. Oxford, where, in 1828, he lxwmne regiu* I 
professor of Hebrew'. In conjunction with several i 
other members of the university of Oxford (Mr 
Newman, Professor Sewell, ike.), lirPusey established 
an association fur spreading and advocating their 
views regarding church discipline and authority, and 
from this association sprung the * Tracts far the 
Times.’ * The tenets maintained by the tract writers 
jere chiefly as followsThey asserted the three¬ 
fold order of ministry—bishops, priests, and deacons, 
i hey claimed a personal, not a merely official dc- 
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scout from the apostles; that is, they declared that 
not only had the church ever maintained the three 
orders, but that an unbroken succession of indivi- 
jj duals, canonically ordained, was enjoyed by the 
church, and essential to her existence; in short, that 
I without this there could he no church at //. They 
held the doctrine of baptismal regeneration, of sacra¬ 
mental absolution, and of a real, in contradistinc¬ 
tion to a figurative of symbolical presence* in the 
Eucharist. They maintained the duty of fasting, of 
ritual olanltcnce, and of communion with the apos¬ 
tolic church, declaring all dissenters, and, as a ne¬ 
cessary consequence, the members of the church of 
Scotland, and all churches not episcopal, to be mem¬ 
bers of no church at all. They denied the validity 
of lny-hnptism ; they threw out hints from time to 
time which evidenced an attachment to the theolo¬ 
gical system supported by the nonjuring divines in 
the days of .fames 11.; utnl the grand Frotestant prin¬ 
ciple, as established by Luther—the right of private 
interpretation of Holy Scripture-*they denied.'* The 
tracts were discontinued by order id’ the bishop of 
; Oxford; but the same principles have been main¬ 
tained in various publications, as in Mu Gladstone's 
two works. On the Relation of the (hh»ri to the State, 
and ChurchPrinciples; Mu ('huihtmas’h Discipline 
of the Angliman ('hutch, is. c. In 1843 Drl’uscy'has 
suspended from preaching, and censured by the 
university for what was denounced as a heretical 
sermon, in which lie advanced the Roman Catholic 
doctrine of transubstantiutinn. The publications mi 
this memorable controversy art not remarkable for 
*. any literary merit. The tracts are dry polemical 
{ treatises, interesting to comparatively few* hut zea- 
■ Vus churchmen. 


ll.LV. ItolJKKT HALL. 

The Kkv. RumciiT H all, A.M. is justly regarded 
as one of the most distinguished ornaments of the 
body of English dissenters. lie was the son of a 
It iptist minister, and born at Arnsby, near l/ciceater, 
on the 2d of May 176-1. He studied divinity at an 
academy in Bristol for the education of young men 
preparing for the ministerial office among the Bap¬ 
tists, and was admitted a preacher in 1780, but 
next year attended King's college, Aberdeen. Sir 
dames Mackintosh was at tlur’feume time a student 
of the university, and the congenial tastes and pur¬ 
suits of the young men led to an intimate friendship 
between them. From their partiality to Greek 
literature, they were named by their class-fellows 
♦ l*lato and Herodotus.’ Both were also attached to 
the study of morals ami metaphysics, which they 
cherished through life. IlaU^ntered the church as 
assistant to a Baptist minister at Bristol, whence he 
removed in 1790 to Cambridge. He first appeared 
as an author by publishing a controversial pamphlet 
entitled Christianity Consistent with a Love of Free¬ 
dom, which apjH'ared in 1701 ; in 1793 lie published 
his eloquent and powerful treatise, An Apology for 
the Freedom of the Press; and in 1799 his sermon, 
Modern Infidelity considered with respect to its Influence 
on Society. The latter was designed to stem the 
torrent of infidelity which had set in with the French 
Revolution, and is no less remarkable for profound 
thought than for the elegance of its style aud the 
splendour of its imagery. His celebrity as a writer 
was further extended by his Reflections on H or, a 
sermon published in 1802 ; and The Sentiments proper 
to the Present Crisis, another sermon preached in 
1803. The latter is highly eloquent and spirit¬ 
s' A New Spirit of tho Age. VoL i. p. WJ, 


stirring—possessing, indeed, the fire and energy of 
a martial lyric or war-song. In November 1804 
the noble intellect of Mr Hall was deranged, in con¬ 
sequence of severe study operating on an ardent and 
susceptible temperament. His friends set on foot a 
subscription for pecuniary assistance, and a life- 
annuity of £100 was procured for him. He shortly 
afterwards resumed his ministerial functions, but in 
about twelve months he bad another attack. This 
also was speedily removed ; but Mr Hall resigned his 
church at Cambridge. On his complete recovery, 
he became pastor of a congregatiAi at Leicester, 
where he resided for about twenty years. During 
this time be published a few serm'Ans and criticisms 
in the Eclectic Review. The labour of writing for 
the press was opposed to his habits and feelings. 
He was fastidious as to style, and he suffered under 
a disease in the spine which entailed upon him acute 
pain. A sermon on the death of the l’rincess Char¬ 
lotte in 1819 was justly considered one of the most 
impressive, ‘ouehiiig, and lofty of his discourses. 
In 1820 he removed from I^cic- iter to Bristol, 
where he officiated in charge of the Baptist con¬ 
gregation tili within a fortnight of his death, 
which, took place on the 21st of February 1831. 
The masculine intellect and extensive acquire¬ 
ments of Mr Hall have seldom been found united 
to so much rhetorical and even poetical brilliancy 
of imagination. His taste was more refined than 
that of Burke, and his style more chaste and cor¬ 
rect. His solid learning and unfeigned piety gave 
a weight and impressiveness to all he uttered and 
wrote, while his classic taste enabled him to clothe 
his thoughts and imagery in language the most 
appropriate, beautiful, and commanding. Those who 
listened to his pulpit ministrations were entranced 
by his fervid eloquence, which truly disclosed the 
* lieauty of holiness,’ and melted by the awe and 
fervour with which he dwelt on the mysteries of 
Lath and eternity, llis published writings give 
but a brief and inadequate picture of his varied 
talents; yet they are so highly finished, and display 
such a combination of dillerent powers- *«f logical 
precision, metaphysical acuteness, practical sense 
and sagacity, with a rich and luxuriant imagination, 
and all the graces of composition—that they must 
be considered among the most valuable contributions 
made to modern literature. A complete edition of 
his works has been published, with a life, by Dr 
Olinthus Gregory, in six volumes. 

[On Wisdom.] 

Every' other quality besides is subordinate and in¬ 
ferior to wisdom, in the same sense as the mason who 
lays the bricks and stones in a balding is inferior to 
the architect who drew the plan and superintends the 
work. The former executes only vrhat the latter con¬ 
trives and directs. Now, it is the prerogative of 
wisdom to preside over every inferior principle, to 
regulate the exercise of every power, and limit the 
indulgence of every appetite, as shall best conduce to 
one grout end. It being the province of wisdom to 
preside, it sits as umpire on every difficulty, and so 
gives the final direction and control to all the powers 
of our nature. Hence it is entitled to be considered 
as the top and summit of perfection. It belongs to 
wisdom to determine when to act, and when to cease— 
when to reveal, and when to conceal a matter—when 
to speak, and when to keep silence—when to give, and 
when to receive ; in short, to regulate the measure of 
all things, as well as to determine the end,* and pro¬ 
vide the means of obtaining the end pursued in every 
deliberate course of action. Every particular faculty 
or skill, besides, needs to derive direction from tbit; 
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they are all quite incapable of directing themselves. 
The art of navigation, for instance, will teach us to 
steer a ship across the ocean, but it will never teach 
us on what occasions it is proper to take a voyage. 
The art of war will instruct us how to marshal an 
army, or to fight a battle to the greatest advantage, 
but you must learn from a higher school when it is 
fitting, just, and proper to wage war or to make peace 
The art of the husbandman is to sow and bring t< 
maturity the precious fruits of the earth; it belongs 
to another skill to regulate their consumption by a 
regard to our her Ith, fortune, and other circumstances. 
In short, there is no faculty we can exert, no species 
of skill we can apply, but requires a superintending 
hand—but looks up, as it were, to some higher prin¬ 
ciple, as a maid to her mistress for direction, and this 
universal superintendent is wisdom. 


[From the Funcrcd Sermon for the Princess Charlotte 

of HWi*.] 

Born to inherit the mo3t illustrious monarchy in 
the world, and united at an early period to the object 
of her choice, whose virtues amply justified her pre¬ 
ference, she enjoyed (what is not always the privilege 
of that rank) the highest connubial felicity, and had 
the prospect of combining all the tranquil enjoyments 
of private life with the splendour of a royal station. 
Placed on the summit of society, to her every eye was 
turned, in her every hope was centred, and nothin 
was wanting to complete her felicity except perpe¬ 
tuity. To a grandeur of mind suited to her royal 
birth and lofty destination, she joined an exquisite 
taste for the beauties of nature and the charms of 
retirement, where, far from the gaze of the multitude, 
and the frivolous agitations of fashionable life, she 
employed her hours in visiting, with her distinguished 
consort, the cottages of the poor, in improving her 
virtues, in perfecting her reason, and acquiring the 
knowledge best adapted to qualify her for the pos¬ 
session of power and the cares of empire. (hie 
thing only was wanting to render our satisfaction 
complete fn the prospect of the accession of such a 
princess ; it was, that she might become the living 
mother of children. 

The long-wished-for moment at length arrived ; but, 
alas! the event anticipated with such eagerness will 
form the most melancholy part of our history. 

It is no reflection on this amiable princess, to sup¬ 
pose that in her early dawn, with the dew of her 
youth so fresh upon her, she anticipated a long series 
of years, and expected to be led through successive 
scenes of enchantment, rising above each other in 
fascination and beauty. It is natural to suppose she 
identified herself with this great nation which she 
was born to govern y and that, while she contemplated 
its'pre-eminent lustre in arts and in arms, its commerce 
encircling the globe, its colonies diffused through both 
hemispheres, and the beneficial effects of its institu¬ 
tions extending to the whole earth, she considered 
them as so many component parts of her grandeur. 
Her heart, we may well conceive, would often be 
ruffled with emotions of trembling ecstacy when she 
reflected that it was her province to live entirely for 
others, t<$ compass the felicity of a great people, to 
move in a sphere which would afford scope for the 
exercise of philanthropy the most enlarged, of wisdom 
the most enlightened; and that, while others are 
doomed to pass through the world in obscurity, she 
was to supply the materials of history, and to impart 
that impulse to society which was to decide the des¬ 
tiny of future generations. Fired with the ambition 
of equalling or surpassing the most distinguished of 
her predecessors, she probably did not despair of re¬ 
viving the remembrance of the brightest parts of their 


story, and of once more attaching the epoch of British 
glory to the annals of a female reign. It is needless 
to add that the nation went with her, and probably 
outstripped her in these delightfVil anticipations. We 
fondly hoped that a life so inestimable would be 
protractcc^o a distant period, and that, after diffusing 
the blessings of a just and enlightened administra¬ 
tion, and being surrounded by a numerous progeny, 
she would gradually, in a good old age, sink under 
the horizon amidst the embraces of her family and 
the benedictions of her country. But, alas! these 
delightful visions arc fled ; and what do we behold in 
their room but the funeral-pall and shroud, a palace 
in mourning, a nation in tears, and the shadow of 
death settled over both like a cloud ! Oh the un¬ 
speakable vanity of human hopes!—the incurable 
blindness of man to futurity !—ever doomed to grasp 
at shadows ; i to seize’with avidity what turns to dust 
and ashes in his hands ; to sow the wind, and reap the 
whirlwind. 


REV. JOHN FOSTER, 

The Rf.v. John Foster (177A'-1843) was author of 
a volume of Essays , in a Series of Letters, published in 
18f>, which was justly ranked among ton most ori¬ 
ginal and valuable works of the day. The essays are 
lour in number—on a man’s writing memoirs of him¬ 
self ; on decision of character; on the application of 
the epithet romantic ; and on some of the causes by 
which evangelical religion has been rendered less 
acceptable to persons of cultivated taste. Mr Foster's 
essays are excellent models of vigorous thought and 
expression, uniting metaphysical nicety and acute¬ 
ness with practical sagacity and common sense. He 
also wrote a volume on the Evils <f Popular Igno¬ 
rance, several sermons, and critical contributions to 
the Eclectic Review. Like Hall, Mr Foster was 
pastor of a Baptist congregation. lie died at Staple- 
ton, near Bristol. 

In the essay On a Man’s Writing Memoirs of 
Himself, Mr Foster thus speculates on a changeable 
character, and on the contempt which we entertain 
at an advanced period of life for what we were at an 
earlier period:— 

Though in memoirs intended for publication a 
large share of incident and action would generally be 
necessary, yet there die some men whose mental his¬ 
tory alone might be very interesting to reflective 
readers ; as, for instance, that of a thinking man re¬ 
markable for a number of complete changes of his 
speculative system. From observing the usual tena¬ 
city of views once deliberately adopted in mature 
life, we regard as a curious phenomenon the man 
whose mind has been*:’ kind of caravanscra of opi¬ 
nions, entertained a while, and then sent on pil¬ 
grimage ; a man who bos admiral and dismissed sys¬ 
tems with the same facility with which John Buncle 
found, adored, married, and interred his succession of 
wives, each one being, for the time, not only better 
than all that went before, but the best in the creation. 
You admire the versatile aptitude of a mind sliding 
nfco successive forms of belief in this intellectual 
metempsychosis, by which it animates so many new 
bodies of doctrines in their turn. And as none of 
hose dying pangs which hurt you in a tale of India 
attend the desertion of each of those speculative forms 
which the soul has a while inhabited, you are ex¬ 
tremely amused by the number of transitions, and 
eagerly ask what is to be the next, for you never 
deem the present state of such a man’s views to be for 
permanence, unless perhaps when he has terminated 
his course of believing everything in ultimately be¬ 
lieving nothing. Kven then, unless he is very old, or 
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j feels more pride in being a sceptic, the conqueror of 
, all system#, than ho ever felt in being the champion 
j of one, even then it is very possible he may spring up 
again, like a vapour of fire from a bog, and glimmer 
through new mazes, or retrace his course through half 
of those which he trod before. You will gbserve that 
i no respect attaches to this Proteus of opinion after liis 
■ changes have been multiplied, as no party expect him 
; to remain with them, nor deem him much of an ac- 
: quisition if ho should. One, or perhaps two, consider¬ 
able changes will he regarded as signs of a liberal 
inquirer, and therefore the party to which his first or 
his second intellectual conversion may assign him 
will receive him gladly. But he will be deemed to 
have abdicated the dignity of reason when it is found 
that he can adopt no principles but to betray them ; 
and it will be perhaps justly suspected that there is 
something extremely infirm in the structure of that 
i^iud, whatever vigour may mark some of its opera¬ 
tions, to wlrVdi a series of very different, and some¬ 
times contrasted theories, can eippear in succession 
deiuonstrativly true, and which imitates sincerely 
the perverseness which PetrucUio only affected, de¬ 
claring that which was yesterday to a certainty the 
sun, to be to-day as'tertamly the muon. 

It would be curious to observe in a man, who should 
make such tan exhibition of the course of his ipind, 
the sly deceit of self-love. While he despises the 
system which he has rejected, he does not deem it to 
imply so great a want of sense in him once to have 
embraced it, as in the rest who were then or are now 
its disciples and advocates. No ; in him it was no 
debility of reason ; it was at the utmost but. a merge 
of it; and probably he is prepared to explain to you 
that such peculiar circumstances, as might warp even 
*a very strong and liberal mind, attended his con¬ 
sideration of the subject, and misled him to admit 
the belief of what others prove themselves lbols by 
believing. 

Another thing apparent in a record of changed 
opinions would be, what I have noticed before, that 
there is scarcely any such thing in the world as simple 
conviction. It would be amusing to observe how 
reason had, in one instance, been overruled into 
acquiescence by the admiration of a celebrated name, 
or in another into opposition by the envy of it; how 
most opportunely reason discovered the truth just at 
the time that interest could be essentially served by 
avowing it; how easily the imnartial examiner could 
be induced to adopt some parr of another man’s opi¬ 
nions, after that other had zealously approved some 
favourite, especially if unpopular part of his, as the 
Pharisees almost became partial even to Christ at the 
moment that he defended one of their doctrines against 
the S&dducees. It would be curious to see how a 
professed respect for a man’s character and talents, 
and concern for his interest* might be changed, in 
consequence of some personal inattention experienced 
from him, into illiberal invective against him or his 
intellectual performances, and yet the railer, though 
actuated solely by petty revenge, account himself the 
model of equity and candour all the while. It might 
be seen how the patronage of power could elevate 
miserable prejudices into revered wisdom, while poor 
old Experience was mocked with thanks for her in¬ 
struction ; and how the vicinity or society of the rich, 
and, as they arc termed, great, could perhaps melt a 
soul that seemed to be of the stem consistence of early 
Home, into the gentlest wax on which Corruption 
could wish to imprint the venerable creed—* The right 
divine of kings to govern wrong,’ with the pious infe¬ 
rence that justice was outraged when virtuous Tarquin 
was expelled. I am supposing the observer to perceive 
all these accommodating dexterities of reason; for it 
were probably absurd to expect that any mind should 
itself be able in its review to detect all its own obli¬ 


quities, after having been so long beguiled, like the 
mariners in a story which I remember to have read, 
who followed the direction of their compass, infallibly 
right as they thought, till they arrived at an enemy’s 
port, where they were seized and doomed to slavery. 

11 happened that the wicked captain, in order to be¬ 
tray the ship, had concealed a large loadstone at a 
little distance on one side of the needle. 

On the notions and expectations of one stage of life 
I supposo all reflecting men look back with a kind of 
contempt, though it may be often with the mingling 
wish that some of its enthusiasm ofefeeling could be 
recovered— I mean the period between proper child¬ 
hood and maturity. They will altowthafc their re son 
was then feeble, and they are prompted to exclaim, 
What fools we have been— while they recollect how 
sincerely they entertained and advanced the most 
ridiculous speculations on the interests of life and the 
questions of truth ; how regretfully astonished they 
were to find the mature sense of some of those around 
them so completely' wrong; yet in other instances, what 
veneration they felt for authorities for which they 
have since lost all their respect ; what a fantastic im¬ 
portance they attached to some most trivial things; 
what complaints against their fate were uttered on 
account of disappointment* which they hare since re¬ 
collected with gaiety or self-congratulation; what 
happiness of Elysium they expected from sources 
which would soon hare failed to impart even common 
satisfaction ; and how certain they were that the feel¬ 
ings arid opinions then predominant would continue 
through life. 

If a reflective aged man were to find at the bottom 
of an old chest—where it had lain forgotten fifty 
years—a record which he had written of himself 
when he was young, simply and vividly describing his 
whole heart And pursuits, and reciting verbatim many 
passages of the language which he sincerely uttered, 
would he not read it with more wonder than almost 
every other writing could at his age inspire? He 
would half lose the assurance of his identity, under 
the impression of this immense dissimilarity. It would 
seem as if it must be the tale of ^he juvenile d$ys of 
some ancestor, with whom be had no connexion but 
that of name. He would feel the young man thus 
introduced to him separated bf-so wide a distance of 
character as to render all congenial sociality impos¬ 
sible. At every sentence he would he tempted to re¬ 
peat—Foolish youth, I have no sympathy with your 
feelings, I can hold no converse with your understand¬ 
ing. Tlius, you see that in the course of a long life a 
man may bo several moral persons, so various from 
one another, that if you could find a real individual 
that should nearly exemplify the character in one of 
these stages, and another that should exemplify it in 
the next, and so on to the last, and then bring these 
several persons together into oneseociety, which would 
thus be a representation of the successive states of one 
man, they would feel themselves a most heterogeneous 
party, would oppose and probably despise one another, 
and soon after separate, not caring if they were never 
to meet again. If the dissimilarity in mind were os 
great as in person, there would in Doth respects be a 
most striking contrast between the extremes at least, 
between the youth of seventeen and the sage of seventy. 
The one of these contrasts an old man might contem¬ 
plate if he had & true portrait for which he sat In the* 
bloom of his life, and should hold it beside a mirror 
in which he looks at his present countenance; and the 
other would be powerfully felt if he had such a genuine 
and detailed memoir as I hare supposed. Might it 
not be worth while for a self-observant person, in early 
life to preserve, for the inspection of the old man, if 
he should lire so long, such a mental likeness of the 
young one t If it be not drawn near the time, it can 
never be drawn with sufficient accuracy. 
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DR ADAM CLARKE, 

Another distinguished dissenter was Du Adam 
Clarke (1760-1832), a profound Oriental scholar, 
author of a Commentary on the Bible, and editor of a 
collection of state papers supplementary to Kymer’s 
Feed era. Dr Clarke was a native of Moybeg, a vil¬ 
lage in Londonderry, Ireland, where his father was a 
schoolmaster. He was educated at Kings wood 
school, an establishment of Wesley’s projecting for 
the instruction itinerant preachers. In due time 
he himself became a preacher ; and so indefatigable 
was he in propagating the doctrines of the Wesleyan 
persuasion, that he twice visited Shetland, and es¬ 
tablished there a Methodist mission. In the midst 
of his various journeys and active duties, Dr Clarke 
continued those researches which do honour to his 
name. He fell a victim to the cholera when that 
fatal pestilence visited our shores. 

REV. ARCHIBALD ALISON. 

The Kev. Archirald Alison (1757-1838) was 
senior minister of St Paul’s chapel, Edinburgh. 

After a careful education at Glasgow university 
and Baliol college, Oxford (where he took his de¬ 
gree of B.C.L. in 1784), Mr Alison entered into 
sacred orders, and was presented to different livings 
by Sir William Pulteney, Lord Loughborough, and 
l)r Douglas, bishop of Salisbury. Having, in 1784, 
married the daughter of Dr John Gregory of Edin¬ 
burgh, Mr Alison looked forward to a residence in 
Scotland, but it was not till the close of the last 
century that he was able to realise his wishes. In 
1790 lie published^iis admirable Essay on the Aaturc 
and Principles of Taste, and in 1814 t wo volumes of 
sermons, justly admired for the elegance and beaut v 
of their language, and their gentle persuasive in¬ 
culcation of Christian duty. On points of doctrine 
and controversy the author is wholly silent: Ids 
writings, as one of his critics remarked, were de¬ 
signed for Jftose whr ‘ want to be roused to a sense 
of the beauty and the good that exist in the universe 
around them, and who are only indifferent to the 
feelings of their felltf*. -creatures, and negligent of 
the duties they impose, for want of some persuasive 
monitor to awake the dormant capacities of their 
nature, and to make them see and feel the delights 
which providence has attached to their exercise.’ A 
selection from the sermons of Mr Alison, consisting 
of those on the four seasons, spring, summer, autumn, 
and winter, was afterwards printed in a small' 
volume. 

[Prom the Sermon on A utumn .] 

There is an eventide in the day — an hour when 
the sun retires and the shadows fall, and when nature 
assumes the appearances of soberness and silence. It 
is an hour from which everywhere the thoughtless fly, 
as peopled only in their imagination with images of 
gloom; it is the hour, on the other hand, which in 
every age the wise have loved, as bringing with it 
sentiments and affections more valuable than all the 
splendours of the day. 

Its first impression is to still all the turbulence of 
thought or passion which the day may have brought 
forth. We follow with our eye the descending sun 
—-we listen to the decaying sounds of labour and of 
toil; and, when all the fields arc silent around us 
we feel a kindred stillness to breathe upon our souls* 
and to calm them from the agitations of society! 

Irom this first impression there is a second which n.nnPA.r«n/v. u i , — j „„ v ., 

imt.ura.Uy follows it: it. the day we are living with sail Uval„ah1^ U ». re upon , ,°“ r th 7 

men. in the eventide we begin to lire with nature; with it 


we see the world withdrawn from us, the shades of 
night darken over the habitations of men, and we feel 
ourselves alone. It is an hour fitted, as it would 
seem, by Him who made us to still, but with gentle 
hand, the throb of every unruly passion, and the 
ardour of yverv impure de.-dro ; and, while it veils for 
a time the world that misleads us, to awaken in our 
hearts those legitimate affections which the heat of 
the day may have dissolved. There is yet a farther 
scene it presents to us. While the world withdraws 
from us, and while the shades of tin* evening darken 
upon our dwellings, the splendours of the firmament 
come forward to our view. In the moments when 
earth is overshadowed, heaven opens to our eyes the 
radiance of a sublimer being ; our hearts follow the 
successive splendours of the scene ; and while we 
forget for a time the obscurity of earthly concerns, 
we feel that there are ‘yet greater things than these.’ 

There is, in the second place, an ‘ eu’iftiilc’ in the 
year- a season, a> we now witness, wheif the sun with¬ 
draws his propitious* light, w hen the wind* arise and 
the leaves fall, and nature around us .teems to sink 
into decay. It is said, in general, to be the season of 
melancholy ; and if by this, word be meant that it is 
the time oi solemn and of serhftis thought, it is un¬ 
doubtedly the season of melancholy ; vet it is a me¬ 
lancholy so soothing, so gentle in its np^ninch, and 
so prophetic in its influence, that they who ha\e 
known it feel, as instinctively, that it is the doing of 
God, and that the heart of man is not thus lin*d\ 
touched but to line issues. 

\\ hen we go out into the fields in the evening of 
the year, a different voice approaches us. We regard, 
even in spite of ourselves, the still but steady advances 
of time. A few days ago, and the summer of the year 
was grateful, and every element was filled with ’life* 
and the sun of heaven seemed to glory in his useon- 
diuit. lie is now enfeebled in his power; the desert 
no more ‘blossoms like the rose;’ the -ong of joy i* 
no more heard among the branches ; and the earth is 
strewed with that foliage which once D-poke the 
magnificence of summer. Whatever may be the pas¬ 
sions which society has awakened, we pause amid this 
apparent desolation of nature. We sit down in the 
lodge ‘of the wayfaring man in the wilderness,* and 
we feel that all we witness is tin* emblem of our own 
fate. Such also in a few years will be our own con¬ 
dition. The blossoms of our spring, the pride of our 
summer, will also fade into decay ; and the pulse that 
now beats high with virtuous or with vicious desire, 
will gradually pink, and then must stop for ever. 
We rise from our meditations with hearts softened 
and subdued, and we return into life as into a shadowy 
scene, where we have ‘ disquieted ourselves in vain.’ ’ 
Vet a few years, we think, and all that now ldcss, 
or all that now convulse humanity, will also have 
perished. The mightier pageantry of life will pass— 
the loudest notes of triumph or of conquest will be 
silent in the grave; the wicked, wherever active, ‘will 
cease from troubling,’ and the weary, wherever Putter¬ 
ing, will be at rest/ Under an impression so pro¬ 


found we feel 


impression so pro 
... our own hearts better. The cares, 
the animosities, the hatreds which society may have 
engendered, sink unperceived from our bosoms. In 
the general desolation of nature we feel the littleness 
of our own passions—we look forward to that kindred 
evening which time must bring to all—we anticipate 
the graves of those we hate as of those wc love. 
Every unkind passion falls with the leaves that fall 
around us; and we return slowly to our homes, and 
to the society which surrounds us, with the wish only 
to enlighten or to bless them. 

If there were no other effects, nay brethren, of Mich 
rmonf&Dceg nature upon our mi 
e valuable—they would teach 
' they would teach us charity. 
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DR ANDREW THOMSON. 

Du Andrew Thomson ( 1779 - 1831 ), an active and 
able minister of the Scottish church, was author of 
various sermons and lectures, an<i editor of the 
Scottish Christian Instructor , a periodical which exer¬ 
cised no small iuHuencc in Scotland on ecclesiastical 
<1 uestions. Or Thomson was successively minister 
of Sprouston, in the presbytery of Kelso, of the East 
Church, Perth, and of St George’s Church, Edin¬ 
burgh. In the annual meetings of the general 
assembly he displayed great ardour and eloquence as 
a debater, and was the recognized leader of one of 
the church parties. He waged a long and keen 
warfare with the llritish and Foreign llihie Society 
for circulating the Ixxikn of the Apocrypha along 
with the llihle, and his speeches on this subject, 
though exaggerated in tone and manner, produced a 
powerful efleet. There was, in truth, always more 
of the dch^tcPthnii the divine injiis public addresses; 
and be was an unmerciful opponent in controversy. 
When the question of the abolition of colonial sla¬ 
very was agitated in Scotland, he took his stand on 
the exi>cdiencv of immediate abolition, and by his 
public appearances on this subject, and tin* energy 
of his eloqiynce, carried the feelings of his country¬ 
men comj^etelv along with him. The life of this 
ardent, impetuous, and independent-minded man was 
brought suddenly and awfully to a close. In the 
prime of health and vigour he fell down dead at the 
threshold of his own door. The sermons of 1 >r 
Thomson scarcely support his high reputation as a 
church leader and debater. They are weighty and 
earnest, but without pathos or elegance of style. 


to Evidences of Christianity ; five. Moral Philosophy ; 
six, Commercial Discourses; seven, Astronomical Dis¬ 
courses ; eight, nine, and ten, Congregational Ser¬ 
mons; eleven, Sermons on Public Occasions; twelve, 
Tracts and Essays; thirteen, Introductory Essays , 
originally prefixed to editions of Select Christian 
Authors; fourteen, fifteen, and sixteen, Christian 
und Economic Polity of a Nation % more especially 
with reference to its Large Towns ; seventeen, On 
Church and College Endowments; eighteen. On 
Church Extension ; nineteen and twenty, Political 
Economy; twenty-one. The Sufficiency of a Parochial 
System without a Poor-Rate; twenty-two, thre 
four, and five, Lectures on the Romans. In all Dr 
Chalmers's works there is great energy and ear- j 
nestness, accompanied with a vast variety of Ulus- lj 
tration. His knowledge is extensive, including q 
science no less than literature, the learning of the 
philosopher with the fancy of the poCt, ami a fami¬ 
liar acquaintance tvTfh the habits, feelings, and daily 
life of the N'ottish poor and middle classes. The 
ardour with which he pursues any favourite topic, 
presenting it to the reader or hearer in every pos- , 
si Me point of view, and investing it with the charms 
of a rich poetical imagination, is a peculiar feature t 
hi his intellectual character, and one well calculated 
to arrest attention. 1 * It gives peculiar effect to his 

* Robert Hall w*cim to ha ' >* !x*<*n struck with this peculia¬ 
rity. In norm? GUanim:* from Hall’s Conversational Remarks, 
u]>jn*n*!c<l to l>r Gregory’s Memoir, we lind the following oriti- 
( ism, understood to refer to the Scottish divine:—* Mr Hall 

rcpoaudly referred to Hr-, and always in terms of groat 

este»*m an well as hivh admiration of his general character, 
exen-Uing, however, his usual free and indejwmlcnt judgment. 
The following are wane remarks on that extraordinary indi- 


Dll THOMAS CHALMERS. 

Tlie most distinguish^ d and able of living Scottish 
divines is Thomas Chalmers, 1 ). I). and 1 . 1 .. I)., one 
of the first Presbyterian ministers who obtained an 
honorary degree from tin* university of Cambridge, 



Dr Thomas Chalmers. 


and one of the few Scotsmen who have been elected 
a porresponding member of the Royal Institute of 
France. The collected works of Dr Chalmers fill 
twenty-five duodecimo volumes. Of these the two 
first are devoted to Natural Theology; three and four 


vidtml:—“ Cray, sir. did ymi ever know any man who had 

that singular faculty of rei>etit ion jhwh'J by Dr- ? Why, 

sir, lu* often reiterates the same thing ten or twelve times in 
the c-mrse of a few pages. K>vn Rurke himself had not so 
r uadi of that i*eeuliarity. llis mind re.** rabies that optical 
instrument lately invented; what do y<»u call it?” “ Yott 
mean, l suppose, the kaleidoscope." “ Yes, sir, an idea thrown 
into Ms mind is just a- if thrown into^ kaleidoscope, ft very 
turn presents the object in a new and beautiful form ; 
but the object presented is still the same. * * Ilia mind 

seems t*> move on hinges, not on wlieels. There is incessant 
motion, but no progress. When he was at Leicester, he 
prcuelied a most admirable sermon on the necessity of imme¬ 
diate repentance ; but there were only two ideas in it, and on 
these his mind revolved as on a pivot.” * A writer in the Lon- 
don Magazine gives a graphic account of l>r Chalmers’s ap- 
jieuranees in London. 4 When he visited London, the hold 
that he took on the minds of men was unprecedented. It was 
a time of strong political feeling ; but even that was unheeded, 
and all parties thronged to hear the Scottish preacher. The 
u*ry best judges were not prepared for the display that they 
hoard. Canning and Wilborforoe wc§t together, and got into 
a pew near the door. The. elder in attendance stood close by 
11 m |>ew. Chalmers began in his usual unpromising way, by 
stating a few nearly self-evident propositions neither .in the 
choicest language nor in the most impressive voice. ’ “ If this 
bo all,” said Canning to his companion, “it will never do” 
Chalmers went on—the shuffling of the congregation gradually 
Mub-ided. lie got into the mass of his subject ; his weakness 
became strength, his hesitation was turned Into energy ; and, 
bringing the whole volume of his mind to boar upon it, he 
poured forth a torrent of the most close and conclusive argu¬ 
ment, briUL ant- with all t hu-axiiberan ce of an ;ination 
which ranged over all nature for illustrations, and yet r 
and applied each of them with the same unerring dexterity, 
as if that single one had been the study of a whole life. “ The 
tartan beats us,” said Mr Canning ; “ we liave no preaching 
like that in England.”* Chalmers, like the celebrated French 
divines taccording to Goldsmith), assumed all that dignity and 
zeal which become men who are ambassadors from Christ. 
The English divines, like timorous envoys, seem more solici¬ 
tous not to offend the court to which they are sent, than to 
drive home the interests of their employers. The style of Dr 

t<n 




FBOftE 1780 


CYCLOPAEDIA OF 


TILL TU* PJUCSBNT TIM*. 


pulpit ministrations; for by concentrating his atten¬ 
tion on one or two points at a time, and pressing 
these home with almost unexampled zeal and ani¬ 
mation, a distinct and vivid impression is conveyed 
to the mind, unbroken by any extraneous or dis¬ 
cursive matter. His pictures have little or no back¬ 
ground—the principal figure or conception fills the 
canvass. The style of Dr Chalmers is far from being 
. correct or elegant—it is often turgid, loose, and de- 
clamatory, vehement beyond the bounds of good 
j taste, and disfigured by a peculiar and by no means 
! graceful phraseology. These blemishes are, however, 
more than redeemed by his piety and eloquence, the 
originality of many of his views, and the astonishing 
force and ardour of his mind. His 4 Astronomical 
Discourses’ contain passages of great sublimity and 
beauty, and even the most humble and prosaic sub¬ 
ject, treated by him, becomes attractive and poetical. 
His triumphs are those of genius, aided by the 
deepest conviction of the importance of the truths 
he inculcates. i 

Dr Chalmers is a native of Anstruther, in the j 
county of Fife. A fugitive memoir states that he j 
was born about tlie year 1780, that he studied at St , 
Andrews, and was soon ‘ a mathematician, a natural ; 
philosopher, and, though there was no regular pro-1 
feasor of that science at St Andrews, a chemist’ 
After his admission to holy orders, he officiated for j 
sometime as assistant to the minister of Wilton, | 
near Hawick. He afterwards obtained the church j 
of Kilmany, in his native county, and here the acti- ! 
vity of his mind was strikingly displayed. In addi¬ 
tion to his parochial labours, he ‘ lectured in the 
different towns on chemistry and other subjects; he 
became an officer of a volunteer corps ; and he wrote 
a book on the resources of the country, besides 
pamphlets on some of the topics of the day ; and 
when the Edinburgh Encyclopedia was projected, 
he was invited to be a contributor, and engaged to 
furnish the article “ Christianity,” which he after¬ 
wards completed with so much’ability.’* At Kil¬ 
many Dr Chalmers seems to have received more 
serious and solemn impressions as to his clerical 
duties, for in an address to the inhabitants of the 
parish, included in hif tracts, there is the following 
remarkable passage:— 

[Inefficacy of inert Moral Preaching .] 

And here I cannot but record the effect of an actual 
though undesigned experiment which I prosecuted for 
upwards of twelve years amongst you. For the greater 
part of that time I could expatiate on the meanness 
ot iwlma^ty, on the villanV of falsehood, on the 
despicable arte of calumny—m a word, upon all those 
defoumitieg of character which awaken the natural 
indignation of the human heart against the pests and 
the disturbers of human society. Now, could I, upon the 
strength of these warm expostulations, have got the 
thief to give up his stealing tfnd the evil speaker 
hcensoriousrasa, and the liar his deviations From 
truth, i should Lave felt all the repose of one who 
had gotten his ultimate object. It never occurred to 
me that all this might have been done, and yet even’ 
soul of every hearer have remained in full alienation 
from God; and that even could I have established in 
the bosom of one who stole such a principle of abhor¬ 
rence at the meanness of dishonesty that he was pre¬ 
vailed upon to steal no more, he might still have 
retained a heart as completely unturned to God, and 
as totally unpossessed by a principle of love to Him, 

Chalmers became the rage In Scotland among the young 
preachers, but few could do mors than copy his defects. 

* London Magazine. 


as before. In a word, though I might have made him 
a more upright and honourable man, I might have 
left him as destitute of the essence of religious prin¬ 
ciple as ever. But the interesting fact is, that during 
the whole of that period in which I made no attempt 
against the'natural enmity of the mind to God, while 
I was inattentive to the way in which this enmity is 
dissolved, even by the free offer on the one hand, and 
the believing acceptance on the other, of the gospel 
salvation; while Christ, through whose blood the 
sinner, who by nature stands afar off’, is brought near 
to the heavenly Lawgiver whom he has offended, was 
scarcely ever spoken of, or spoken of in such a way 
as stripped him of all the importance of his character 
and his offices, even at this time 1 certainly did press 
the reformations of honour, and truth, and integrity 
among my people; but I never once heard of any 
such reformations having been effected anyuigst them. 
If there was anything at all brought tybout in thhi 
wav, it was more thipi ever I got any accent of. 1 
am not sensible that all the vehemence with which I 
urged the virtues an l the proprieties of social life had 
the weight of a feather on the moral habits of my 
parishioners. And it was not ti|^ I got impressed by 
the utter alienation of the heart in all its desires and 
affections from God; it was not till reconciliation to 
him became the distinct and the prominetf. object of 
my ministerial exertions; it was not till 1 took the 
Scriptural way of laying the method of reconciliation 
before them; it was not till the free offer of forgive¬ 
ness through the blood of Christ was urged upon their 
acceptance, and the Holy Spirit given through the 
channel of Christ’s mediatorahip to all who ask him, 
was set before them as the unceasing object of their 
dependence and their prayers; it was not, in one# 
word, till the contemplations of my people were turned 
to these great and essential elements in the business 
of a soul providing for its interest with God and the 
concerns of its eternity, that I ever heard of any of 
those subordinate reformations which I aforetime 
made the earnest and the zealous, hut, 1 am afraid, 
at the same time the ultimate object of my earlier 
ministrations. Ye servants, whose scrupulous fidelity 
has now attracted the notice and drawn forth in my 
hearing a delightful testimony from your masters, 
what mischief you would have done had your zeal 
for doctrines and sacraments been accompanied by 
the sloth and the remissness, and what, in the pre¬ 
vailing tone of moral relaxation, is counted the allow¬ 
able purloining of your earlier days ! But a sense of 
your heavenly Master’s eye has brought another in¬ 
fluence to bear unon you ; and while you are thus 
striving to adorn the doctrine of God your Saviour in 
all things, you may. poor as you are, reclaim the 
great ones of the Iona to the acknowledgment of the 
faith. You have at ley4 taught me that to preach 
Christ Is the only effective way of preaching morality 
in all its branches j and out of your bumble cottages 
have I gathered a lesson, which I pray God I may 
be enabled to cany with all its simplicity into a 
wider theatre, and to bring with all the power of its 
subduing efficacy upon the rices of a more crowded 
population. 

From Kilmany Dr Chalmers removed to the new 
church of 8t John's in Glasgow, where his labours 
were unceasing and meritorious. Here his principal 
sermons were delivered and published; and his fame 
as a preacher and author was diffused not only 
over Great Britain, but throughout all Europe and 
America. In 1823 he removed to Bt Andrews, os 
professor of moral philosophy in the United college; 
and in 1828 he was appointed professor of divinity 
m the university of Edinburgh. This appointment 
he relinquished in 1843, on his secession from the 
established church. 
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[Picture of the Chase-Cruelly to Animals.] 

The sufferings of the lower animals may, when out 
of sight, he out of mind. But more than thin, these 
sufferings may be in sight, and yet out of mind. This 
in strikingly exemplified in the sports of ^ie field, in 
the midst of whose varied aud animating bustle tj^at 
cruelty which all along is present to the senses may 
not for one morft'ffll havg.l>cci), present, J# ihR-thoiuflitif* 
*a"soniewharancestral dignity and glory on 
this favourite pastime of joyous old Kngland; when 
the gallant knighthood, and the hearty yeomen, and 
the amateurs or virtuosos of the chase, and the full 
assembled 'jockey ship of half a province, muster to- 
getUeYTh jvll the pride and pageantry of their great 
eniprize—anil the panorama of some noble landscape, 
lighted up with autumnal clearness from an unclouded 
heaven, pours fresh exhilaration into every blithe and 
choice spirit of the scene—and every adventurous 
heart is braced and impatient for the hazards of 
the comiifg enterprise—and evdh the high-breathed 
coursers catclf the general sympathy, and seem tqi'ret 
in all the restiveness of their yet checked and irri- 
tatfid. fire, till the echoing horn shall set them at 
liberty—even that liTtrn which is the knell of death 
to some trembling victim now brought forth of its 
lurking-pb/e to the delighted gaze, and borne cknvn 
upon with the full and open cry ot its ruthless pur¬ 
suers. Be assured that, amid the whole glee and 
fervency of this tumultuous enjoyment, there might 
not, in one Single bosom, be aught as a 

p rin ciple of,, naked and abstract cruelty. The fear 
which gives its lightning-speed, to the unhappy ani¬ 
mal ; the thickening horror* which, in the progress of 
exhaustion, must gather upon its flight ; its gradually 
Vmking energies, and, at length, the terrible certainty 
of that destruction which is awaiting it ; that piteous 
cry which the ear can sometimes distinguish amid 
the deafening clamour of the bloodhounds m they 
spring exultingly upon their prey ; the dread massacre 
and dying agonies of a creature so miserably torn ;— 
all this weight of suffering, we admit, is not one* 
sympathised with ; but it is just because the suffering 
itst ll is not once thought of. It touches not the sen¬ 
sibilities of the heart ; but just because \i U never 
ru^'sent to the notice of the mind, V! e allow that the 
hardy followers in the wild romance of this occupa¬ 
tion, we allow them to be reckless of pain, but this is 
not rr icing in pain. Theirs lfrliot thy d eligh t 
savage, but the apathyZjuC.lmrcflcaiiui,creat ures. 
'fTieV Rfe wlibUy occupied with the chase ItselT and 
its spirit-stirring accompaniments, nor bestow one 
moment’s thought on the dread violence of that in¬ 
fliction upon sentient nature which marks its termi¬ 
nation. It is the spirit of the competition, and it 
alone, which goads onward this hurrying career; and 
even he who in at the death i.^iremost in the triumph, 
although to him the death itself is in sight, the agony 
of its wretched sufferer is w holly out of mind. * * 

Man is the direct agent of a wide and continual 
distress to the lower animals, and the question is, Can 
any method be devised for its alleviation ? Chi this 
subject that Scriptural image is strikingly realised, 
* The whole inferior creation groaning ai idJl^uulliii^ 
together in pain,’ because of him. It signifies not to 
tKe subsfaiitive amount of the suffering whether this 



vourer man stands pre-eminent over the fiercest chil¬ 
dren of the wilderness as an animal of prey, but that 
for lu8 lordly and luxurious appetite^as well as for 
his servNature 
must be rfth&ackqd throughout all her elements. 
Rather than forego theY^ of 

he will wring them from the anguish of wretched and 


ill-fated creatures; and whether for^the indulgence 
^fhis barbaric can 

sfaTk' paramount over the sufferings of that prostrate 
creation which has been placed beneath his feet. That 
beauteous domain whereof he has been constituted 
the fccrrohtrial ... sov erei gn,, gives out so many blissful 
add benignant aspects ; and whether we look id its 
pOii^ful Jakes, or to its flo wery landscape s , or iyL 
e veningutl enV or to'alT Tfiat soft attire which over* 
iSpreaSTthe hill* and the valleys, lighf^id^i^JhyJSilRlcs 
of sweetest sunshine, and w here animals disport them¬ 
selves In aTl ' T lie yxuberance o£^gtiiildjL~thi» surely 
were ja. mdfeTiefi 11 1 n g scene Tor the rule of. clem on cy, 1 
than for the Iron ro<fof a jmmleriftis and remorseleat-J 
Tyrant. But the present fs a mysteridusVdfKI wHerr’n | 
WeTTwell. It still bears much upon its materialism of j 


upon every beast of the garth, and upon crny fowl of 
the aijj and upon all that moveth upon the earth, 
irffcTupon a 1 1 the fishes of the sea ; into man’s bands 
arc they delivered : every moving thing that liveth is 
meat for him ; yea, even as the green herbs, there 
have been given to him all things.’ Such is the extent 
of Ins jurisdiction, and wdth most full and wanton 
licence has lit* revelled among its privileges. The 
whole earth labours and is in violence because of his 
cruelties; and frpiu the amphitheatre joJLge ntient 
Nature there sounds Iil fahcyTi earjTHe bleat of one 
wide and .universal suffering*—a dreadful homage to 
tTfe power of Natures constituted lord. 

These suffering* are really felt. "The beasts of the 
fit Id are not so munv automata without sensation, 
and just so constructed* as to give forth ftTT the 
natural signs and expressions of it. Nature hath not 
practised this universal deception upon our species. 
These poor animals just look, and tremble, and give 
forth the very indications of suffering that we do. 
Theirs is the distinct erv of pain. Theirs is the un¬ 
equivocal physiognomy of pain. .They put on the" 
some aspect *of terror‘‘on thtfTIemonstrfttionH of a 
menaced blow. They exhibit tha same distorticfis of 
agony after the infliction of it. The bruise, or the 
bum, or the fracture, or the deep incision, or the 
fierce encounter with one of eqifhl or superior strength, 
just affects them similarly to ourselves. Their biood 
circulates as ours. They have pulsations in various 
parts of the body like ours. They sicken, and they 
grow feeble with age, and, finally, they die just as we 
do. They possess the same feelings; and, what ex¬ 
poses them to like suffering from another quarter, 
they possess the same instincts with our own species. 
The lioness robbed of her whelps causes the wilderness 
to wring aloud with the proclamation of her wrongs; 
or the bird whose little household has been stolen, 
fills and saddens all the grove wjfhjnelfidieji.of^ecjjest 
pathos. All tliisTs imTp’alSTreven to the generarancf 
utilcamed eye : and w hen the physiologist lays open 
the recesses "of their system by means of that scalpel, 
under whose operation they just shrink and are con¬ 
vulsed as any living subject of our own species—there 
stands forth to view the same aautwait apparatus^ 
and furnished w ith the same conductors for the trans¬ 
mission of feeling to every minutest pore upon the sur¬ 
face. ***** npp^bpited pain—the 

agonies <if martyrdom without the”alleviation Di me 

honoTWahO^^ 

When they lay them TTMnrTO die, their only fellow¬ 
ship is with suffering ; for in the prison-house of their 
beset and bounded faculties there can no relief be 
afforded by communion with other interests or^ other 
things. The attention does not lighten theiT distress 
as it does that of man, by carrying off his spirit from 
that exi sting pungen cyJfcaiL; _ . . v . - . 

be overwhelming. There is ut room in their myste- 
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rious economy for one inmate, and that is, thfea bsorb¬ 
ing sen hp of tneir own single and concentrated anguish? 
An^&tirthnt bed 

animal lingers and expires, there is an unexplored 
depth and intensity of suffering which The poor uuinb 
animal itself cannot leir,~a!TTt~ against which it can 
offer no remonstrance — an untold and upknown 
amount of wretchedness of which ho articulate voice 
gives utterance. But there is an eloquence in its 
silence ; and the very shroud which disguises it only 
serves to aggravate its horrors. 

f 

[Insitpijficance of this Earth.] 

Though the earth were to be burned up, though the 
trumpet of its dissolution were sounded, though von 
sky were to pass away as a scroll, and every visible 
glory which the finger of the Divinity has inscribed 
on it were extinguished for ever—an event so awf'u 
to us, and to every world in our vicinity, bv which s< 
many suns would be extinguished, and so many vui um 
scenes of life and population would rush into forget¬ 
fulness—what is it in the high scale of the Almighty’s 
workmanship ? a mere shred, which, though scattered 
into nothing, would leave the universe of (iod one en¬ 
tire scene of greatness and of majesty. Though the 
earth and the heavens were to disappear, there arc 
other worlds which roll afar ; the light of other suns 
shines upon them ; and the sky which mantles them 
is garnished with other stars. Is it presumption to 
say that the moral world extends to these distant and 
unknown regions ? that they are occupied with people l 
that the charities of home and of neighbourhood flou¬ 
rish there? that the praises of God arc there lifted up, 
and his goodness rejoiced in ? that there piety has its 
temples and its offerings ? and the richness of the ‘ 
divine attributes is there felt and admired by intelli¬ 
gent worshippers ? 

And what is this world in the immensity which 
teems with them ; and what are they who occupy it ? 
The universe at large would suffer as little in its 
splendour and variety by the destruction of our planet, 
as tfye verdure and, sublime magnitude of a forest 
wouldwfftfr^y the fall of a single leaf. The k 
quivers on the branch which supports it. It lies at 
the mercy of the slighttst accident. A breath of wind 
tears it from its stem, and it lights on the stream of 
water which passes underneath. In a moment of tiin 
the life, which we know by the microscope it teems 
with, is extinguished ; and an occurrence so insigni¬ 
ficant in the eye of man, and on the scale of his ob¬ 
servation, carries in it to the myriads which people 
this little leaf an event as terrible and as decisive as 
the destruction of a world. Now, on the grand scale 
of the universe, we, the occupiers of this ball, which 
performs its little round among the suns and the sys¬ 
tems that astronomy«has unfolded™we may feel the 
samtf* littleness and the same insecurity. We differ 
from the leaf only in this circumstance, that it would 
require the operation of greater elements to destroy us. 
But these elements exist. The fire which rages within 
may lift its devouring energy to the surface of our 
planetpand transform it into one wide and wasting 
volcano. The sudden formation of elastic matter in 
the bowels of the earth—and it lies within the agency 
of known substances to accomplish this—may explode 
it into fragments* The exhalation of noxious air from 
below may impart a virulence to the air that is around 
us; it may affect the delicate proportion of its ingre¬ 
dients; and the whole of animated nature may wither 
and die under the ma lign ity of’ a ..tainted atmosphere. 

A blazing comet may cross Hul fated planet in Its 
orbit, and realise all the terr^usjirhiv'h superstition 
-has conceiyed qf it. We cannot anticipate with pre- 
cisifnrfHe consequences of an event which every astro¬ 
nomer must know to lie within the limits of chance i 


and probability. It may hurry our globe towards the 
" sun, or drag it to the outer regions of the planetary 
system, or give it a new axis of revolution—and the 
effect, which I shall simply announce without explain¬ 
ing it, would be to change the place of the ocean, and 
bring another mighty flood upon our islands and con¬ 
tinents. 

These are changes which may happen in a single 
instant of time, and against which nothing known in 
the present system of things provides us with any 
security. They might not annihilate the earth, but 
( they would unpeople it, and we, who tread its surface 
with such firm and assured footsteps, are at the mercy 
of devouring elements, which, if let loose upon us by 
the hand of the Almighty, would spread solitude, ami 
silence, and death over the dominions of the world. 

Now, it is this littleness and this insecurity which 
make the protection of the Almighty ho dear to us, 
ami bring with such emphasis to every piofls bosom 
the holy lessons of humility and gratitude. The (led 
who Mttoth above, aif l presides in high authority over 
all worlds, is mindful of man; ami th nigh at this 
moment his energy is felt in the remotest provinces of 
creation, we mav feel the same security in his provi¬ 
dence ns if we were the objects his undividtd care. 

It is not ior us to bring our minds up to this tiiv 8 - 
tcriqfis agency. But such is the incomprehensible 
fact, that the same Being, whose e\<» is abroad over 
the whole universe, gives vegetation to every Made of 
grass, and motion to every particle of blood which cir¬ 
culates through the veins of the ininul<*t animal 
that though his mind takes into his comprehensive 
grasp immensity and all its wonders, I am as much 
known to Iliin as if I were the single object of his at¬ 
tention ; that he marks nil my thoughts ; that he gives 
birth to every feeling and every movement within me;* 
ami that, with an exercise uf power which 1 can neither 
describe nor comprehend, the same God who sits in the 
highest heaven, and reigns over the glories of the fir¬ 
mament, i* at my right hand to give me every bttUiilj 
which' I draw, and every comfort which. 1 enjoy;, 

T It A v i: L I. K R 8. 

Horen t years have witnessed an immense influx 
of books of travels ami voyages—journals and nar¬ 
ratives of personal adventure the result of that 
spirit of seientiiie discovery, religions zeal, and en¬ 
lightened curiosity, tihieli characterise the nine¬ 
teenth century. In physical geography large ad¬ 
vances have been made. The extension of commerce 
and improvement of navigation have greatly facili¬ 
tated foreign travelling ; steamboats now traverse 
both the Atlantic and Mediterranean; and the 
verland route to India ha* introduced u* to a more 
intimate acquaintance ^/th the countries, so fertile 
n interesting and romantic associations, which lie 
between India and Britain. Indeed, if we except 
me of the populous regions in the interior of 
Africa—still guarded by barbarous jealousy and 
bigotry—almost every corner of the earth has Urn 
penetrated by British enterprise; and those coun¬ 
ts endeared to us from the associations of Holy 
Writ, the gorgeous ami fascinating fictions of Eastern 
fable, or the wisdom and beauty of the classic phi¬ 
losophers and poets, have been rendered familiar to 
very class of British society. Even war has been 
nstrumental in adding to our knowledge of foreign 
nations. The French invasion of Egypt led to the 
tudy of Egyptian untiquities™for Napoleon carried 
savans in Ids train— and our most valuable informa- 
ion regarding India has been derived from officers 
ngaged in hostile missions and journeys caused by 
/’f 1 f** ^he embassies of Macartney and Amherst to 
Llnna (the first of which was highly satisfactory) 
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were prompted by the unfriendly and narrow-minded 
conduct of the Chinese ; and our late collision with 
the emperor has also added to our previous scanty 
knowledge of that vast unexplored country, and 
may yet be productive of higher results. 

JAMES MIUCK. 

One of the most romantic and persevering of our 
travellers was James Bruce of Kinnaird, a Scottish 
; gentleman of ancient family and property, who de- 
j voted several years to a journey into Abyssinia to 
I discover the sources of the river Nile. The foun- 
; tains of celebrated rivers have led to some of our 
; most interesting exploratory expeditions. Super¬ 
stition has hallowed the sources of the Nile and the 
' Ganges, and the mysterious Niger long wooed our 
adventurous travellers into the sultry plains of 
i Africa. «TU<* inhabitants of mountainous countries 
still look wi^i veneration on their principal streams, 
and as they roll on* before th%m, connect them in 
imagination ^vith the ancient glories or traditional 
legends of their native him!. Bruce partook largely 
of this feeling, and was a man of an ardent enthu¬ 
siastic temperament lie was born at Kinnaird 
Ilou*c, in ‘the county of Stirling, m the 1 Uh of 
December d7.'H>, and was intended for the legal-pro¬ 
fession. ^e was averse, however, to the stu<Iy of 
the law, and entered into business as a wine-mer¬ 
chant in London, Being led to visit Spain and 
Portugal, be was struck with the architectural 
ruins and chivalrous tales of the Moorish dominion, 
and applied himself diligently to the study of Lant¬ 
ern antiquities and languages, < >n bis return to 
England he U*rame known to the government, and 
•it was proposed that lit- should make a journey to 
Barbary, which had l>een partially explored by Dr 
Shaw, At the same time the consulship of Algiers 
Uranic vacant, and Bruce was appointed to the 
oilier, lie left England, and arrived at Algiers in 
17t>i?. Above six years were spent by our traVelle: 
at Algiers and in various travels (during which hr | 
surveyed and sketched the ruins of Palmyra and j 
BaalUv), and it was not till June 171>S that he ! 
reached Alexandria. Drum thence he proceeded to 
( airo, and embarked on the Nile. lie arrived at 
Gomhir, thi' capital of Abyssinia, and after some stay 
there, lie set out for the sources of Bahr-cl-Azrck, 
under an impression that this was the principal 
branch of the Nile. The spot was at length pointed 
out by his guide—a hillock of green sod in the 
middle of a watery plain. The guide counselled 
him to pull off Ins shoes, as the people were all 
pagans, and prayed to the river as if it were God. 

‘Half undressed as I was/ continues Bruce, 1 by 
the loss of my sash, and throwing off my shoes, 1 
ran down the hill towards the hillock of green sod. 
which was about two bundled yards distant; the 
whole side of the hill was chick grown with flowers, 
the large bulbous roots of which appearing above 
the surface of the ground, and their skins coining 
, otr on my treading upon them, occasioned me two 
! very severe falls before I readied the brink of the 
; marsh. 1 after this came to the altar of green turf, 
which was apparently the work of art, and I stood in 
rapture above the principal fountain, which rises in 
the middle of it. It is easier to guess than to de- 
j scribe the situation of my mind at that moment— 
i standing in that spot which had bathed the genius, 
industry, and inquiry of both ancients and modems 
for the course of near three thousand years. Kings 
had attempted this discovery at the head of armies, 
and each expedition was distinguished from the last 
only by the difference of numbers which had perished, 
and agreed alone in the disappointment which had 


uniformly, and without exception, followed them all. 
Fame, riches, and honour, had been held out for a 
series of ages to every individual of those myriads 
these princes commanded, without having produced 
one man capable of gratifying the curiosity of his 
sovereign, or wiping off this stain upon the enterprise 
and abilities of mankind, or adding this desideratum 
for the encouragement of geography. Though a mere 
private Briton, I triumphed here, in my own mind, 
over kings and their armies! and every comparisoii 
was leading nearer and nearer to presumption, when 
the place itself where I stood, the ^hjeet of my vain 
glory, suggested what depressed’ my short-lived 
triumph. I was but a few minptes arrived at the 
sources of the Nile, through numberless dangers .md 
sufferings, the least of which would have overwhelmed 
me but for the continual goodne-s and protection of 
Providence: I was, however, but then half through 
my journey, and all those dangers through which I 
had already passed awaited me on my return ; I 
found a despondency gaining mound fast, and blast¬ 
ing the cr* H’n of laurels which 1 had too rashly woven 
for myself. 

After several adventures in Abyssinia, in the 
course of which he received high personal distinc¬ 
tion* from the king, Ilrucc obtained leave to depart. 
He returned through the great deserts of Nubia 
into Egypt, encountering the severest hardships and 
dangers from the sand-floods and simoom of the desert, 
and his own physical sufferings and exhaustion. 

It was not until seventeen years after his return 
that Bruce published his travels. Tarts had been 
made public, and were much ridiculed. Even John¬ 
son doubted whether he had ever been in Abyssinia! 
The work appeared in 171*0, in live large quarto 
volumes, with another volume of plates. The 
j strangeness of the author's adventures at the court 
at Gondar, the somewhat inflated style of the nar¬ 
rative, and the undisguised vanity of the traveller, 
led to a disbelief of his statements, and numerous 
lampoons and satires, both in prose and verse, were 



Staircase at K innainl House, Sdrlinffshlro—Scene of 
Bruce')# Fatal Accident. 


directed against him. The really honourable and 
superior points of Bruce’s character-such as his 
energy and daring, his various knowledge and ac¬ 
quirements. and his disinterested seal in undertaking 
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such a journey at his own expense—were overlooked 
in this petty war of the wits. Bruce felt their at¬ 
tacks keenly; but lie was a proud-spirited man, and 
did not deign to reply to pasquinades impeaching 
his veracity, lie survived his publication only four 
years. The foot, which had trodden without failing 
the deserts of Nubia, slipped one evening in his own 
staircase, while handing a lady to her carriage, and he 
died in consequence of the injury then received, April 
16,1794. A second edition of the Travels, edited by 
Dr Alexander Murray (an excellent Oriental scholar), 
was published in*’ S05, and a third in 1813. The style 
of Bruce is prolix and inelegant, though occasion¬ 
ally energetic. Il£ seized upon the most prominent 
points, and coloured them highly. The general 
accuracy of liis work lias been confirmed from ditie- 
rent quarters. Mr Henry Salt, the next Euro¬ 
pean traveller in Abyssinia, twice penetrated into 
the interior of the country—in 1805 and 1810— but 
without reaching so far as Bruce. This gentleman 
confirms the historical parts of Bruce’s narrative; 
and Mr Nathaniel Pearce (who resided many 
years in Abyssinia, and was engaged by Salt) 
j verifies one of Bruce’s most extraordinary statc- 
[ ments—the practice of the Abvssinians of eating 
raw meat cut out of a living cow! This was long 
j ridiculed and disbelieved, though in reality it is not 
I much more barbarous than the custom of the poor 
I Highlanders in Scotland of bleeding their cattle in 
| winter for food. Pearce witnessed the operation: 

| a cow was thrown down, and two pieces of lle.-di, 
weighing about a pound, cut from the buttock, after 
i which the wounds were sewed up, and plastered 
| over with cow-dung. Dr Clarke and other tra- 
: vellers have borne testimony to the correctness of 
| Bruce’s drawings and maps. The only disingenu- 
' ousness charged against our traveller is his alleged i 
concealment of the fact, that the Nile, whose sources 
have been in all ages an object of curiosity, was the- j 
Bahr-el-Abiad, or White Kiver, flowing from the 
west, and not the Bahr-el-Azrek, or Blue Biver, 
which descends from Abyssinia, and which lie ex¬ 
plored. It seems £iso clear that Paez, the Portu¬ 
guese traveller, had long previously visited the 
source of the Buhr-el-Azrek. 

MUNGO PARK, &C. 

Next in interest and novelty to the travels of Bruce 
are those of Mungo Park in Central Africa. Mr 
Park was born at Eowlshiels, near Selkirk, on the 
10th of September 1771. He studied medicine, and 
performed a voyage to Bencoolen in the capacity of 
assjstant-surgeon to an East Indiaman. The Afri¬ 
can Association, founded in 1778 for the purpose of 
promoting disco veryrin the interior of Africa, had 
sent‘out several travellers— John Ledyard, Lucas, 
and Major Houghton—all of whom had died. Park, 
however, undeterred by these examples, embraced 
the society’s offer, and set sail in May 1795. On 
the 31st of June following he arrived at Jillifree, on 
the banks of the Gambia. He pursued his journey 
towards the kingdom of Bambarra, and saw the 
great object of his mission, the river Niger flowing 
towards the east. The sufferings of Park during 
his journey, the various incidents he encountered, 
his captivity among the Moors, and his description 
of the inhabitants, their manners, trade, and cus¬ 
toms, constitute a narrative of the deepest interest. 
The traveller returned to England towards the 
latter end of the year 1797, when all hope of him 
had been abandoned, and in 1799 he published his 
travels. The style is simple and manly, and replete 
with a fine moral feeling. One of his adventures 
(which had the honour of being turned into verse 


by the Duchess of Devonshire) is thus related. 
The traveller had reached the town of Sego, the 
capital of Bambarra, and wished to cross the river 
towards the residence of the king:— 

I waited more than two hours without having 
an opporti^iity of crossing the river, during which 
time the people who had crossed carried informa¬ 
tion to Man song, tho king, that a white man was 
waiting for a passage, and was coming to see him. 
lie immediately sent over one of his chief men, who 
informed me that the king could not possibly seo me 
until he knew what had brought me into his country ; 
and that I must not presume to cross the river with¬ 
out the king’s permission, lie therefore advised me 
to lodge at a distant village, to which he pointed, for 
the night, and said that in the morning he would 
give me further instructions how to conduct myself. 
This was very discouraging. However, fjiere was 
no remedy, 1 set off for the village, where 1 found, tb 
my great mortification, that no person wo^ld admit 
me into his house. 1 was regarded with astonish¬ 
ment and fear, and was obliged to sit alf day without 
victuals in the shade of a tree ; and the night threat¬ 
ened to be very uncomfortable—£>rthc wind rose, and 
there was great appearance of a heavy rain—and the 
wild beasts are so very numerous in the gicighhour- 
hoothat 1 should have been under the necessity of 
climbing up the tree and resting amongst the branches. 
About sunset, however, as I wu« preparing to pass 
the night in this manner, and had turned my horse 
loose that lie might graze at liberty, a woman, re¬ 
turning from the labours of the field, stopped to ob- 
'orve me, and pereeiving that 1 was weary and 
dejected, inquired into my situation, which 1 briefly 
explained to her; whereupon, with looks of great, 
compassion, she took up my saddle and bridle, and 
told me to follow her. Having conducted me into 
her hut, she lighted up a lamp, spread a mat on the 
floor, ati<] told me 1 might remain there for the night, 
rinding that 1 was very hungry, she said she would 
procure me something to eat. She accordingly went 
nut, and returned in a short time with a very fine 
fish, which, having caused to be half broiled upon 
s >mc embers, she gave me, for supper. The rites of 
lo'-pitality being thus performed towards a stranger 
in dLtre*s, my worthy benefactress (pointing to the 
mat, and telling me 1 might sleep there without ap¬ 
prehension) called to the female part of her family, 
who had stood ga/.ingf on me all the while in fixed 
astonishment, to resume theirta.sk of spinning cotton, 
in which they continued to employ themselves great 
part of the night. They lightened their labour by 
songSj one of which was composed extempore, for J 
w as myself the subject of it. It wuj> sung by one of 
the young women, the rest joining in a sort of chorus. 
The air was sweet and plaintive, and the words, lite¬ 
rally translated, were these;—‘ The winds roared, 
and the rains fell. The poor white man, faint and 
weary, came and sat under our tree. He ho# no 
mother to bring him milk—no wife to grind hi« corn. 
Chorus ,—Let us pity the w'hite mail— no mother has 
he,’ kc, kc. Trifling as this recital may appear to 
the reader, to a person in ray situation the circum¬ 
stance was affecting in the highest degree. 1 was 
oppressed by such unexpected kindness, arid sleep 
fled from my eyes. In the morning 1 presented my 
compassionate landlady with two of the four brass 
buttons which remained on my waistcoat—the only 
recompense l could make her. 

His fortitude under suffering, and the natural piety 
of his mind, are beautifully illustrated by an inci¬ 
dent related after he had been robbed and stript of 
most of his clothes at a village near Kooma:— , 

After the robbers were gone, I sat for some time j 
looking around me with amazement and terror. 
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Whichever way 1 turned, nothing appeared but 
danger and difficulty. I saw myself in the midst of a 
Taut wilderness, in the depth of the rainy seasou, 
naked and alone, surrounded by savage animals, and 
men still more savage. I was live hundred miles from 
the nearest European settlement. All there circum¬ 
stances crowded at once on my recollection, and I con¬ 
fess that my spirits began to fail me. I considered my 
fate os certain, and that I had no alternative but to 
lie down and perish. The influence of religion, how¬ 
ever, aided and supported me. I reflected that no 
human prudence or foresight could possibly have 
averted my present sufferings. I was indeed a stranger 
in a strange land, yet I was still under the protecting 
eye of that Providence who has condescended to call 
himself the stranger’s friend. At this moment, pain¬ 
ful as my reflections were, the extraordinary beauty 
of a small moss in fructification irresistibly caught 
inf eye. I inention this to show from what trifling 
circumstances ?he mint} will sometimes derive consola¬ 
tion ; for though the whole plant Vas not larger than 
the top of one of my lingers, I could not contemplate 
the delicate conformation of its roots, leaves, and cap- 
sula, without admiration. Can that Being, thought 
1, who planted, watered, and brought to perfection, in 
this obscure jiurt of the world, a thing which appears 
of su small mportance, look with unconcern upon ?hc 
situation ami suffering" of creatures formed after his 
own image? Surely not. Reflections like these 
would not allow me to despair. I started up, and, 
disregarding both hunger and latigue, travelled for¬ 
wards, assured that relief was at Kami ; and I was 
not disappointed. In a short time I came to a small 
village, at the entrance of which 1 ovulook the two 
Shepherds who had <*. me with me from Kooitm. They 
were much surprised to sec me; b-r they said the\ 
never doubted that the Poulahs, when they had 
robbed, had murdered me. Departing from this 
village, we travelled over several rocky ridges, and 
at sunset armed at Sibidooloo, the frontier tovyi <>f 
the kingdom of Manding. 

Park had discovered the Niger (or Joliba, or 
Quorra) flowing to the east, and thus set at rest 
the doubts as to its direction in the interior of 
Africa, lie was not satisfied, however, but longed 
to follow up his discovery by tracing it to its termi¬ 
nation. Tor some years he was constrained to re¬ 
main at home, and he followed his profession of a 
surgeon in the town of Peebles. He embraced a 
second offer from the African Association, and 
arrived at Gorec on the 28th of March 180"). Before 
he saw the Niger once more ‘rolling its immense 
stream along the plain,’ misfortunes had thickened 
around him. His exjx'dition consisted originally of 
forty-four men; now only seven remained, lie 
built a boat at Sansanding • prosecute his voyage 
down the river, and entered it on the 17th of 
November 180.% with the fixed resolution to discover 
the termination of the Niger, or to perish in the 
uttempt. The party had sailed several days, when, 
on passing ft rocky part of the* river named Boussa, 
the natives attacked them, and Park and one of his 
companions (Lieutenant Martyn) were drowned 
while attempting to escape by swimming. The 
letters and journals of the traveller had been sent 
by him to Gambia previous to his embarking on 
the fatal voyage, and a narrative of the journey 
compiled from them was published in 1S15. 

Park had conjectured that the Niger and Congo 
were one river; and in 1816 a double expedition 
was planned, one part of which was destined to 
ascend the Congo, and the other to descend the 
Niger, hopes being entertained that a meeting would 
take place at some point of the mighty stream. 
The command of this expedition was given to Cap¬ 


tain Tuckev, an experienced naval officer, and he 
was accompanied by Mr Smith, a botanist, Mr 
Cranch, a zoologist, and by Mr Galway, an intelli¬ 
gent friend. The expedition was unfortunate —all 
died but Captain Tuckey, and he was compelled to 
abandon the enterprise from fever and exhaustion. 
In the narrative of this expedition, there is an in¬ 
teresting account of the country of Congo, which 
appears to be an undefined tract of territory, 
hemmed in between Loango on the north and 
Angola on the south, and stretching far inland. 
The military part of this expedition, under Major 
1'eddie, was equally unfortunate. He did not ascend 
the Gambia, but pursued the rflute by the Pio i 
Nunez and the country of the Fouiahs. Peddie : 
died at Kacundy, at the head of the Rio Nunez, ! 
and Captain Campbell, on whom the command then 
devolved, also sunk under the pressure of disease 
and distress. In 1810 two other travellers, Mr 
Ritchie and Lieutenant Lyon, proceeded from Tripoli 
tu Fczzan, with the view of penetrating southward 
as far as Soudan. The climate soon extinguished 
all hopes from this expedition; Mr Iiitchie sank 
beneath it, ami Lieutenant Lyon was so reduced as 
to !*♦ able to extend his journey only to the southern 
frontiers of Fczzan. 

DENHAM AND CLAPPERTON. 

In 1822 another important African expedition 
was planned by a different route, under the care of 
Major Denham, Captain Clapperton, and Dr 
Ou'nkv. They proceeded from Tripoli across the 
Great Desert to Ilornou, and in February 1823 
arrived at Kouka, the capital of Ilornou. An im¬ 
mense lake, the Tshad, was seen to form the recep¬ 
tacle of the rivers of Burnou, and the country was 
highly populous. The travellers were hospitably 
entertained at Kouka, Oudncy fell a victim to the 
climate, but Clupperton penetrated as far as Soeka- 
too, the residence of the Sultan Bello, and the 
capital of the Ft llatah empire. The sultan received 
him with much state, and admiral all the presents 
that were brought to him. 4 Everything,’ he said, 

* is wonderful, but you are the greatest curiosity of 
all." The traveller’s presence of mind is illustrated 
by the following anecdote 

‘March Iff, I was sent for/ says Clapperton, 4 by 
the sultan, and desired to bring with me the 44 look¬ 
ing-glass of the sun/’ the name they gave to my 
sextant. I first exhibited a planisphere of the 
heavenly bodies. The sultan knew all the signs ol 
the zodiac, some of the constellations, and many of 
the stars, by their Arabic names. The looking-glass 
of the sun was then brought forward, and occasioned 
much surprise. I had to explaiif all its appendages. 
The inverting telescope was an object of immense 
astonishment; and I had to stand at some little dis¬ 
tance to let the sultan look at me through it, for his 
people were all afraid of placing themselves within 
its magical influence. 1 had next to show him how 
to take an observation of the sun. The ease of the 
artificial horizon, of which 1 had lost the key, was 
sometimes very difficult to open, as happened on this 
occasion : I asked one of the people near mo for a 
knife to press up the lid. He handed me one quite 
too small, and I quite inadvertently asked for a 
dagger for the same purpose. The sultan was imme¬ 
diately thrown into a fright ; he seized hie sword, and 
half-dr&wing it from the scabbard, placed it before 
him, trembling all the time like an aspen leaf. I 
did not deem it prudent to take the least notice of 
Ills alarm, although it was I who had in reality moat 
cause of fear; and on receiving the dagger, 1 calmly 
opened the case, and returned the weapon to its owner 
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with, apparent unconcern. When the artificial horizon 
was arranged, the sultan and all his attendants had 
a peep at the sun, and my breach of etiquette seemed 
entirely forgotten.* 

Sockatoo formed the utmost limit of the expedition. 
The result was published in 1826, under the title of 
Narrative of Travels and Discoveries in Northern and 
Central Africa, in the years 1822, 1023, and 1824, hy 
Major Denham , Captain Clapperton, and the late J)r 
Oudney. Clapperton resumed his travels in 1825, 
and completed a journey across the continent of 
Africa from TiVpoli to Benin, accompanied by Cap¬ 
tain Pearce, a naval surgeon, a draughtsman, and 
Richard Lander/a young man who volunteered to 
accompany him as a confidential servant. They 
landed at Badagry, in the Bight of Benin ; but death 
soon cut off all but Clapperton and Lander. They 
pursued their course, and visited Boussa, the scene 
of Mungo Park's death. They proceeded to Soeka- 
too after an interesting journey, with the view of 
soliciting permission from the sultan to visit Tim- 
buetoo and Bornou. In this Clapperton was unsuc¬ 
cessful; and being seized with dysentery, he died in 
the arms of his faithful servant on the 13th of April 
1S27. Lander was allowed to return, and in 1830 
he published an account of Captain ('lappcrton’s 
last expedition. The unfortunate traveller was at 
the time of his death in his 39th year. 

Clapperton made valuable additions to our know ¬ 
ledge of the interior of Africa. ‘The limit of Lieu¬ 
tenant Lyon’s journey southward across the desert 
was in latitude 24 degrees, while Major Denham, in 
his expedition to Mandara. reached latitude 9 de¬ 
grees 15 minutes, thus adding 14;J degrees, or 900 
miles, to the extent explored by Europeans. IJornc- 
mann, it is true, had previously crossed the de.-ert, 
and had proceeded as far southwards as My fie, in 
latitude 104 degrees; but no account was ever 
received of his journey. Park in his first expedi¬ 
tion reached Silla, in longitude 1 degree 34 minutes 
west, a distance of 1100 miles from the mouth of 
the Gambia. Denham and Clapperton, on the other 
hanh, from the east side of Lake Tshad in longitude 
17 degrees, to Sockatoo in longitude 5A- degrees, 
explored a distance of 700 miles from cast to west 
in the heart of Africa; a line of only 400 miles re¬ 
maining unknown between Silla and Sockatoo. But 
the second journey of Captain Clapperton added 
tenfold value to these discoveries. He had the good 
fortune to detect the shortest and most easy road to 
the populous countries of the interior; and he could 
boast of being the first who had completed an itine¬ 
rary across the continent of Africa from Tripoli to 
Beilin/ * 

RICHARD LANDER. 

The honour of discovering and finally determin¬ 
ing the course of the Niger was left to Richard 
Lander. Under the auspices of government, Lander 
and his brother left England in January 1830, and 
arrived at Badagry on the 19th of March. From 
Boussa they sailed down the Niger, and ultimately 
entered the Atlantic by the river Nun, one of the 
branches from the Niger. They returned from their 
triumphant expedition in dune 1831, and published 
an account of their travels in three small volumes, 
for which Mr Murray, the eminent bookseller, is 
said to have given a thousand guineas! Richard 
Lander was induced to embark in another expedi¬ 
tion to Africa—a commercial speculation fitted out 
by some Liverpool merchants, which proved an 
utter failure. A party of natives attacked the ad- 
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venturers on the river Niger, and Lander was 
wounded by a musket ball, lie arrived at Fernando 
Po, but died from the effects of his wound on the 
16th of February 1834, aged thirty-one. A narra¬ 
tive of this unfortunate expedition was published in 
1837, in {wo volumes, by Mr Maegregor Laird and 
Mr Oldfield, surviving officers of the expedition. 


UOWDICII, CAMPBELL, AND BURCH ELL. 

Of Western Africa, interesting accounts are given 
in the Mission to Ashantee, 1819, by Mn Bowmen ; 
and of Southern Africa, in the Travels of Mr Camp¬ 
bell, a missionary, 1922 ; and in Travels in Southern 
Africa , 1822, by Mr Bunch ell. Campbell was the 
first to penetrate beyond Lattakoo, the capital of 
the Bosbuana tribe of the Matehapins. lie made 
two missions to Africa, one in 1813, end a second 
in 1820. both being undertaken mule** the auspices 
of the Missionary Society. He founded r Christian 
establishment at Lattakoo, hut the natives evinced 
little disposition to embrace the pure faith, so dif¬ 
ferent from their sensual and superstitious rites. 
Until Mr Bowdicl/s missior* to Ashantee, that 
powerful kingdom and its capital, CoomasMe (a 
eitv of 100,000 souls), although not- nine days' 
journey from the English settlements oft the coast, 
were known only by name, and very few persons in 
England had ever formed the faintest idea of the 
barbaric pomp and magnificence, or of the state, 
strength, and political condition of the Ashantce 
nation. 

J. L. BUKCKIIARDT—J. U. JJiJ.ZoM. 

Among the numerous victims of African disco¬ 
very are two eminent travellers — Iturckhardt and 
Belzoni. John Ludwk; lit uckuardt (1785-1917) 
was a native of Switzerland, who > isited England, 
andNvas engaged hv the African Association. He 
proceeded to Aleppo in 1809, and resided two years 
in that city, personating the character of a Mussul¬ 
man doctor of laws, and acquiring a perfect know¬ 
ledge of the language and customs of the East, llo 
visited Palmyra, Damascus, and Lebanon; stopped 
some time at (’airo, and made a pilgrimage to Mecca, 
crossing the Nubian desert by the route taken by 
Bruce. He returned to Cairo, and was preparing to 
depart thence in a caYavan for Fczzan, in the north 
of Africa, when he was cut off by a fever. His 
journals, letters, and memoranda, were all preserved, 
and are very valuable. He was an accurate ob¬ 
server of men and manners, and his works throw 
much light on the geography and moral condition 
of the countries he visited. They w ere published at 
intervals from 1819 to C330. John Baitist Belzoni 
was a native of Padua, in Italy,-who came to Eng¬ 
land in 1803. He was a man of immense stature 
and muscular strength, capable of enduring the 
greatest fatigue. From 1815 to 1819 he was 
engaged in exploring the antiquities of Egypt. 
Works on this subject had previously appeared— 
The Egyptiaca of Hamilton, 1809; Mr Legh's Nar¬ 
rative of a Journey in Egypt, 1816; C'aptain Light's 
Travels, 1818; and Memoirs relating to European 
and Asiatic Turkey, &c. by Mr R. Walpole, 1817. 
Mr Legh’s account of the antiquities of Nubia—the 
region situated on the upper part of the Nile—had 
attracted much attention. While the temples of 
Egypt are edifices raised above ground, those of 
Nubia are excavated rocks, and some almost of 
mountain magnitude have been hewn into temples 
and chiseled into sculpture. Mr Legh was the first 
adventurer in this career. Belzoni acted as as¬ 
sistant to Mr Salt (the British consul at Egypt) in 
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exploring the Egyptian pyramids and ancient tombs. 
Some of these remains of art were eminently rich 
and splendid, and one which he discovered near 
Thebes, containing a sarcophagus of the finest 
Oriental alabaster, minutely sculptured with hun¬ 
dreds of figures, he brought with him t# Britain, 
and it is now in the British Museum. In 1820 he 
published A Narrative of Operations and Recent 
Discoveries within the Pyramids, Temples , frc. in Egypt 
and Nubia , which shows how much may be. done 
by the labour and unremitting exertions of one in¬ 
dividual. Belzoni’s success in Egypt, his great bodily 
strength, and his adventurous spirit, inspired him 
with the hoj)e of achieving discoveries in Africa, 
lie sailed to the coast of Guinea, with the intention 
of travelling to Timbuctoo, but died at Benin of 
an attack of dysentery on the 3d of December 1823. 
We subjoin a few passages from Belzoni’s nar¬ 
rative :— 

[The Ruins at Thews.] 

• 

On the *22d, vc saw for the first time the ruins of 
great Thebes, utid landed at Luxor. Here I beg the 
reader to observe, thJVt but very imperfect ideas ran 
be formed of the extensive ruins of '1 hebes, even from 
the accounts of the most skilful and accurate travel¬ 
lers. It is absolutely impossible to imagine the scene 
displayed, without seeing it. The most sublime ideas 
that can he formed from the most magnificent speci¬ 
mens of our present architecture, would give a very 
incorrect picture of these ruins ; for such is the ditfe- 
ronce not only in magnitude, but in form, proportion, 
and construction, that even the pencil can convey but 
a faint idea of the whole. It appeared to me like 
Altering a city of giants, who, after a long conflict, 
were all destroyed, leaving the ruins of their various 
temples as the only proofs of their former existence. 
The temple of Luxor presents to the traveller at once 
one of the most splendid groups of Egyptian grandeur. 
The extensive propyheon, with the two obelisks, and 
colossal statues in the front ; the thick groups of enor¬ 
mous columns ; the variety of apartments, and the 
sanctuary it contains ; the beautiful ornaments which 
adorn every part of the walls and columns, described 
by Mr Hamilton; cause in the astonished traveller 
an oblivion of all that he has seen before. If his at¬ 
tention be attracted to the north side of Thebes by 
the towering remain* that project a great height above 
the wood of palm-trees, he wi l^g radually enter that 
forest-like assemblage of ruins of temples, columns, 
obelisks, colossi, sphinxes, portals, and an endless 
number of other astonishing objects, that will convince 
him at once of the impossibility of a description. On 
the west side of the Nile, still the traveller finds him¬ 
self among wonders. The temples of (ioumou, Mem- 
nonium, and Medinct Aboo, .attest the extent of the 
great city on this side. The unrivalled colossal figures 
in the plains of Thebes, the number of tombs exca¬ 
vated in the rocks, those in the great valley of the 
kings, with their paintings, sculptures, mummies, sar¬ 
cophagi, figures, kc. are all objects worthy of the ad¬ 
miration of the traveller, who will not fail to wonder 
how a nation which was once so great as to erect these 
stupendous edifices, could so far fall into oblivion 
that even tlieir language and writing are totally un¬ 
known to us. 

[Opening a Tomb at Thebes .] 

On the lfith of October 1017, I set a number of 
fellahs, or labouring Arabs, to work, and caused the 
earth to bo opened at the foot of a steep hill, and un¬ 
der the bed of a torrent, which, when it rains, pours a 
great quantity of water over the spot in which they 
were digging. No one could imagine that the ancient 


Egyptians would make the entrance into such an im¬ 
mense and superb excavation just under a torrent of 
water; but I had strong reason* to suppose that there 
was a tomb in that place, from indication* I had pre¬ 
viously observed in my search of other sepulchres. 
The Arabs, who were accustomed to dig, were all of 
opinion that nothing was to be found there; but I 
persisted in carrying on the work ; and on the even¬ 
ing of the following day we perceived the part of the 
rock that had been hewn and cut away. On the 18th, 
early in the morning, the task was resumed ; and 
about noon, the workmen reached the* opening, which 
was eighteen feet below the surface of the ground. 
When there was room enough for me to creep through 
a passage that the earth had left under the ceiling of 
the first corridor, 1 perceived immediately, by the 
painting on the roof, and by the hieroglyphic* in 
baiso-reiicvo, that I had at length reached the entrance 
of a large and magnificent tomb. I hastily passed 
along this corridor, and came to a staircase 23 feet long, 
at the foot of which I entered another gallery 37 feet 
3 inches Jong, where my progress was suddenly ar¬ 
rested by a large pit 30 feet deep and 11 feet by 12 
feet 3 inches wide. < >n the other dde, and in front of 
me, I observed a small aperture 2 feet wide and 2 feet 
fi inches high, and at the bottom of the pit a quantity 
of rubbish. A rope fastened to a piece of wood, that 
was laid across thdtjpassage against the projections 
which formed a kinu of doorway, appeared to have 
been used formerly for descending into the pit; and 
from the small aperture on tho opposite side hung 
another which reached the bottom, no doubt for the 
purpose of ascending. The wood, and the rope fast¬ 
ened to it, crumbled to dust on being touched. At 
the bottom of the pit were several piece** of wood placed 
against the ride of it, so as to assist the person who 
was to ascend by means of the rope into the aperture. 
It was not till the following day that we contrived to 
make a bridge of two beams, and crossed the pit, when 
we discovered the little aperture to be an opening 
forced through a wall, that had entirely closed what 
we afterwards found to be the entrance into magnifi¬ 
cent halls and corridors l>eyond. The ancient Egyp¬ 
tians had closely shut it up, plastered the wall over, 
and painted it like the rest of the sides of the pit, so 
that, but for the aperture, it wyuld have been impos¬ 
sible to suppose that there was any further proceeding. 
Any one would have concluded that the tomb ended 
with the pit. Besides, the pit served the purpose of 
receiving the rain-water which might occasionally fall 
in the mountain, and thus kept out the damp from 
the inner part of the tomb. We passed through the 
small aperture, and then made the full discovery 
of tlie whole sepulchre. 

An inspection of the model will exhibit the nume¬ 
rous galleries and halls through which we wandered ; 
and the vivid colours ami extsaordinary figures on 
the walls and ceilings, which every where met our view, 
will convey an idea of the astonishment we must have 
felt at every step. In one apartment we found the 
carcase of a bull embalmed; and also scattered in 
various places wooden figures of mummies covered 
with asphaltum to preserve them. In some of the 
rooms were lying about statues of fine earth, baked, 
coloured blue, and strongly varnished; in another 
mrt were four wooden figure* standing erect, four feet 
ligh, with a circular hollow inside, as if intended to 
contain a roll of papyrus. The sarcophagus of Oriental 
alabaster was found in the centre of the hall, to which 
I gave the name of the saloon, without a cover, which 
had been removed and broken ; and the body that had 
once occupied this superb coffin had been carried 
away. We were not, therefore, the first who had pro¬ 
fanely entered this mysterious mansion of the dead, 
though there is no doubt it had remained undisturbed 
since the time of the invasion of the Pensions. 
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The architectural ruins and monuments on the 
bank* of the Nile are stupendous relics of former 
ages. They reach back to the period when Thebes 
poured her heroes through a hundred gates, and 
Greece and Rome were the desert abodes of barba¬ 
rians. 1 From the tops of the Pyramids,’ said Napo¬ 
leon to his soldiers on the eve of battle, ‘ the shades 
of forty centuries look down upon you.’ Learning 
and research have unveiled part of the mystery of 
these august memorials. Men like Belzoni hav< 
penetrated into the vast sepulchres, and unearthed 
the huge sculpture; and scholars like Young and 
Champollion, by discovering the hieroglyphic writ¬ 
ing of the ancient Egyptians, have been able to as¬ 
certain tlieir object and history. The best Eiiglisl 
books on Egypt are, The Manners and Customs of tin 
Ancient Egyptians , by J. G. Wilkinson, 1837 ; and 
An Account of the Manners and Customs of the Modem 
Egyptians , by Edward W. Lane, 1836. 

DR E. Y>. CLARKE. 

One of the most original and interesting of modern 
travellers was the late Rf.v'. I)r Edward Daniel 
Clarke (1769-1822), a fellow of Jesus college, Cam¬ 
bridge, and the first professor of mineralogy in that, 
university. In 1799 Dr Clarke set off with Mr 
Molthus, and 9ome other college friends, on a journey 
among the northern nations. He travelled for three 
years and a half, visiting the south of Russia, part 
of Asia, Turkey, Egypt, and Palestine. The first 
volume of his travels appeared in 1810, and included 
Russia, Tartary, and Turkey. The second, whirl: 
became more popular, was issued in 1812, and in¬ 
cluded Greece, Egypt, and the Holy Land; and 
three other volumes appeared at intervals before 
1819. The sixth volume was published after Ids 
death, part being contributed by Mr Walpole, 
author of travels in the Levant. Dr Clarke received 
from his publishers the large sum of £7000 for his 
collection of travels. Their success was immediate 
and extensive. As an honest and accomplished 
writer, careful in his facts, clear and polished in his 
style, and comprehensive in his knowledge and ob¬ 
servation, Dr Clarke has not been excelled by any 
general European trd/eller. 

[Description of the Pyramids.] 

We were roused as soon as the sun dawned by An¬ 
tony, our faithful Greek servant and interpreter, with 
the intelligence that the pyramids were in view. We 
hastened from the cabin ; and never will the impression 
made by their appearance be obliterated. By reflect¬ 
ing the sun’s rays, they appear as white as snow, and 
of such surprising magnitude, that nothing we had 
previously conceived»In our imagination had prepared 
us for the spectacle we beheld. The Bight instantly 
convinced us that no power of description, no delinea¬ 
tion, can convey ideas adequate to the effect produced 
in viewing these stupendous monuments. The for¬ 
mality of their construction is lost in their prodigious 
magnitude; the mind, elevated by wonder, feels at 
once the force of an axiom, which, however disputed, 
experience confirms—that in vastness, whatsoever be 
its nature, there dwells sublimity. Another proof of 
their indescribable power is, that no one ever ap¬ 
proached them under other emotions than those of 
terror, which is another principal source of the sub¬ 
lime. In certain instances of irritable feeling, this 
impression of awe and fear has been so great as to 
cause pain rather than pleasure ; hence, perhaps, have 
originated descriptions of the pyramids which repre¬ 
sent them as deformed and gloomy masses, without 
taste or beauty. Persons who have derived no satis¬ 
faction from the contemplation of them, may not have 


been conscious that the uneasiness they experienced 
was a result of their own sensibility. Others hare 
acknowledged ideas w idely different, excited by every 
wonderful circumstance of character and of situation 
—ideas of duration, almost endless ; of power, incon¬ 
ceivable ; of majesty, supreme ; of solitude, most awful; 
of grandcW, of desolation, and of repose. 

Upon the 23d of August 1802 we set out for the 
pyramids, the inundation enabling us to approach 
within lcs<* than a mile of the larger pyramid m our 
djemn* Messrs Hammer and Hamilton accompanied 
us. We arrived at I)jiza at daybreak, and called 
upon some English officers, who wished to join our 
party upon this occasion. From Djixa our approach 
to tne pyramids was through a swampy country, by 
means of a narrow canal, which, however, was deep 
enough; and we arrived without any obstacle at nine 
o'clock at the bottom of a sandy slope leading up to 
the principal pyramid. Some Redout a A labs, y^)io 
had assembled to receive us upon ous landing, were 
much amused by tke eugenics# excited iff our whole 
party to prove who should first set hi* foot upon the 
summit of this artificial mountain. With what 
amazement did we survey the vast surface that was 
presented to us when we arr/.ed at this stupendous 
monument, which seemed to reach the clouds. Here 
am 1 there appeared some Arab prides tfoon the im¬ 
mense masses above us, like so many pigmies, waiting 
to show the way to the summit. Now and then we 
thought we heard voices, and listened ; but it was the 
wind in powerful gusts sweeping the immense ranges 
of stone. Already some of our part y had begun the 
ascent, and were pausing at the tremendous depth 
which they saw below. One of our military compa¬ 
nions, after having surmounted the most difficult part 
of the undertaking, became giddy in consequence of 
looking down front the elevation he had attained ; and 
being compelled to abandon the project, he hired an 
Arab to assist him in effecting his descent. The rest 
of us, more accustomed to the business of climbing 
heights, with many a halt for respiration, and many 
an exclamation of wonder, pursued our way towards 
the summit. The mode of ascent has been frequently 
described ; and yet, from the questions which are often 
proposed to travellers, it does not appear to be gene¬ 
rally understood. The reader may imagine himself 
to Ik? upon a staircase, every step of which, to a man 
of middle stature, is nearly breast high, and the 
breadth of each step is equal to its height, conse¬ 
quently the footing is secure ; and although a retro¬ 
spect in going up be sometimes fearful to persons 
unaccustomed to look down from any considerable 
elevation, yet there is little danger of falling. In some 
places, indeed, where the stones are decayed, caution 
may bo required, and an Arab guide is always neces¬ 
sary to avoid a total interruption ; but, upon the 
whole, the means of ascent are such that almost every 
one may accomplish it. Our progress wan impeded by 
other causes. We carried with us & few instruments, 
such as our boat-compass, a thermometer, a telescope, 
kc.; these could not be trusted in the hands of the ! 
Arabs, and they were liable to be broken every instant. 
At length we reached the topmost tier, to the great j 
delight and satisfaction of all the party. Here we 
found a platform thirty-two feet square, consisting of j 
nine large stones, each of which inijjht weigh about j 
ton, although they are much interior in size to j 
some of the stories used in the construction of this j 
pyramid. Travellers of all ages, and of various ; 
nations, have here inscribed their names. Some are ! 
written in (/reek, many in French, a few in Arabic, j 
one or two in English, and others in Latin. W® were I 
as desirous as our predecessors to leave a memorial 
n our arrival \ it seemed to he a tribute of thankful¬ 
ness due for the success of our undertaking } and pro¬ 
s' Bout of the Nils. 
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mnily every one of our party was aeon busied in adding 
the inscription of his name. 

Upon this area, which looks like a point when seen 
from Cairo or from the Nile, it in extraordinary that 
none of those numerous hermits fixed their abode 
who retired to the tops of columns and to almost in¬ 
accessible solitudes upon the pinnacles of tike highest 
rocks. It offers a much more convenient and secure 
retreat than was selected by an ascetic, who pitched 
his residence upon the architrave of a temple in the 
vicinity of Athens. The heat, according to Fahrenheit’s 
thermometer at the time of our coming, did not ex¬ 
ceed fl-l degrees; and the same temperature con tin ued 
during the time we remained, a strong wind blowing 
from the north-west. The view from this eminence 
amply fulfilled our expectations ; nor do the accounts 
which have been given of it, as it appears at this season 
of the year, exaggerate the novelty and grandeur of 
the sight.** i\|l the region towards Cairo and the Delta 
resembled a tyca covered with innumerable islands. 
Forests of palm-trees acre seen standing in the water, 
the inundati'gi spreading over the bind where they 
stood, m as to give them an appearance of "rowing in 
the Hood. To the north, as far as the eye could reach, 
nothing could be disowned but a watery surface thus 
diversified by plantations and by tillage-*. To the 
south we saw the pyramids of Sacrara ; and upon the 
east of theA, smaller monuments of the same kind 
nearer to the Nile. An appearance of ruins might 
indeed he traced tin* whole way from the pyramid* of 
Djiza to those of Succara, as if they had been once 
connected, so as to constitute one vast cemetery, be¬ 
yond the pytamids of Saeedra we could perevive the 
distant mountains of the .Said ; and upon an eminence 
near the Libyan side of the Nile, appeared a monastery 
mC considerable size. Towards the west and south¬ 
west, the eve ranged over the givat Libyan Desert, 
extending to the utmost verge of the horizon, without 
a single object to interrupt the dreary horror of the 
landscape, except dark floating spots caused by the 
shadows of passing clouds upon the sand. • 

Upon the south-east side is the gigantic statue cf 
the Sphinx, the most colossal piece of sculpture which 
remain* of all the works executed by the ancients. 
The French have uncovered all the pedestal of this 
statue, and all the cumbent or leonine parts of the 
figure ; these were before entirely concealed by sand. 
Instead, however, of answering the expectations raised 
concerning the work upon which it was supposed to 
rest, the pedestal proves to be a%retchcd substructure 
of brickwork and small pieces of stone put together, 
like the most insignificant piece of modern masonry, 
and wholly out of character both with respect to the 
prodigious labour bestowed upon the statue itself, and 
the gigantic appearance of the surrounding objects. 
Beyond the .Sphinx we distinctly discerned amidst 
the sandy waste the remains vestiges of a magni¬ 
ficent building, perhaps the Scrapeum. 

Immediately beneath our view, upon the eastern 
and w’estern side, wo saw so many tombs that we were 
unable to count them, some being half buried in the 
sand, others rising considerably above it. All these 
are of an oblong form, with sides sloping like the roofs 
of European houses. A plan of their situation and 
appearance is given in Pocock's Travels. The second 
pyramid, standing to th6 south-west, has the remains 
of a covering near its vertex, as of a plating of stone 
which had once invested all its four sides. Some per¬ 
sons, deceived by the external hue of this covering, 
have believed it to be of marble ; but its white appear¬ 
ance is owing to a partial decomposition affecting the 
surface only. Not a single fragment of marble can 
bo found anywhere near this pyramid. It is sur¬ 
rounded by a paved court, having walls on the out¬ 
side, and places as for doors or portals In the wails; 
also an advanced work or portico. A third pyramid, 


of much smaller dimension! than the second, appears 
beyond the Sphinx to til! south-west; and there are 
three others, one of which is nearly buried in the sand, 
between the large pyramid and this statue to the 
south-east. 

CLASSIC TRAVELLERS— -FORSYTH, EUSTACE, &C, 

The classic countries of Greece and Italy have 
been described by various travellers— scholars, poets, 
painters, architects, and antiquaries. The celebrated 
Travels of A nach arsis, by Barthelemy, were pub¬ 
lished in 1788, and shortly afterwards translated 
into English. This excellent w<yk (of which the 
hero is as interesting as any character in romance} 
excited a general enthusiasm with respect to the 
memorable soil and history of Greece. Dr Clarke’s 
travels further stimulated inquiry, and Byron’s 
Childc Harold drew attention to the natural beauty 
and magnificence of Grecian scenery and ancient 
art. Mr (now Sir) John Cam Hobhouse, the fellow- 
traveller of Txird Byron, published an account of his 
Journey through Albania ,* and Du Holland, in 1815, 
gave to the world His interesting Travels in the 
Ionian Isles , Albania , Thessaly , and Macedonia . A 
voluminous and able work, in two quarto volumes, I 
was published in 1819 by Mr Edward Dodwell, j 
entitled A Classical and 'Topographical Tour through \ 
Greece. Sir William G f.ll, in 1823, gave an ac¬ 
count of a Journey to the Mvrea. An artist, Mr II. 
W. Williams, also published Travels in Greece and 
Italy , enriched with valuable remarks on the ancient 
works of art. In 1837 a young scholar, Edward 
Giffard, published a 1 isit to the Ionian Islands, 
Athens , and the Morea. Da Christopher Words¬ 
worth (now head-master of Harrow school) issued 
in 1839 a work entitled Athens and Attica , finely 
illustrated, and devoted chiefly to classical inves¬ 
tigations. The latest work on Greece is by a Scottish 
gentleman, William Mure, Esq. of Caldwell, wdio j 
spent two months in the spring of 1838 in visiting 
Greece and the Ionian Islands. His illustrations of 
Greek poetry and scenery are marked by good sense 
and discrimination. 

I/ord Byron also extended his kindling power and 
energy to Italy ; but previous to this time a master- 
hand had described its ruins and antiquities. A 
valuable work, which has now become a standard 
authority, was in 1812 published under the modest 
title of Remarks on Antiquities^ Arts, and Letters , 
during rtn Excursion in Italy in the years 1802 and 
1803. by Joseph Forsyth, Esq. Mr Forsyth (1763- 
1815) was a native of Elgin, in the county of Moray, j 
and conducted a classical seminary at Newington- j 
Butts, near London, for many years. On his return j 
from a tour in Italy, he was ajrested at Turin in | 
1803, in consequence of Napoleon’s harsh and unjust j 
order to detain all British subjects travelling in his j 
dominions. After several years of detention, he ! 
prepared the notes he had made in Italy, and pub- i 
lished them in England as a means of enlisting the 
sympathies of Napoleon and the leading members of 
the National Institute in lus behalf This last 
effort for freedom failed, and the author always re¬ 
gretted that he had made it. Mr Forsyth was at 
length released on the downfall of Napoleon in 
1814. The 4 Remarks’ thus hastily prepared for a 
special purpose, could hardly have been improved 
if expanded into Tegular dissertations and essays. 
They are vigorous and acute, evincing keen obser¬ 
vation and original thinking, as well as the perfect 
knowledge of the scholar and the critic. Some de¬ 
tached sentences from Forsyth will show his pecu¬ 
liar and picturesque style. First, of the author's 
journey to Rome 
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•The vintage was in full glow. Men, women, 
children, asses, all were variously engaged m the 
work. I remarked in the scene a prodigality and 
negligence which I never saw in France. The 
grapes dropped unheeded from the panniers, and 
hundreds were left undipped on the vines. The 
vintagers poured on us as ve passed the richest 
ribaldry of the Italian language, and seemed to 
claim from Horace’s old vimkmiator a prescriptive 
right to abuse the traveller.’* 

# [The Coliseum .] 

A colossal taste cave rise to the Coliseum. Here, in¬ 
deed, gigantic diimmsioiis were necessary ; for though 
hundreds could enter at once, and fifty thousand find 
seats, the space was still insufficient for Home, and 
the crowd for the morning games began at midnight. 
Vespasian and Titus, as if presaging their own deaths, 
hurried the building, and left several marks of their 
precipitancy behind. In the upper walls they have 
inserted stones which had evidently been dressed for 
a different purpose. Some of the arcades are grossly 
unequal; no moulding preserves the same level and 
form round the whole ellipse, and every order is full 
of license. The Doric has no triglyphs nor vtefojxs, 
and its arch is too low for its columns ; the Ionic re¬ 
peats the entablature of the Doric; the third order is 
but a rough cast of the Corinthian, and its foliage the 
thickest water-plants; the fourth seems a mere rej>e- 
tition of the third in pilasters; and the whole is 
crowned by a heavy Attic. Happily for the Coliseum, 
the shape necessary to an amphitheatre has given it a 
stability of construction sufficient to resist tires, and 
earthquakes, and lightnings, and sieges. Its ellipti¬ 
cal form was the hoop which bound and held it entire 
till barbarians rent that consolidating ring; popes 
widened the breach ; and time, not unassisted, con¬ 
tinues the work of dilapidation. At this moment the 
hermitage is threatened with a dreadful crash, and a 
generation not very remote must be content, J appre¬ 
hend, with the picture of this stupendous monument. 
Of the interior elevation, two slopes, by some called 
mmwbna, are already demolished; the arena , the 
podium, are interred. No member runs entire round 
the whole ellipse; but every member made such a 
circuit, and re-appearf so often, that plans, sections, 
and elevations of the original work are drawn w ith 
the precision of a modern fabric. When the whole 
amphitheatre was entire, a child might comprehend 
its design in a moment, and go direct to his place 
without straying in the porticos, for each arcade bears 
its number engraved, and opposite to every fourth 
arcade was a staircase. This multiplicity of wide, 
straight, and separate passages, proves the attention 
which the ancients paid to the safe discharge of a 
crowd; it finely illustrates the precept of Vitruvius, 
and exposes the perjffexity of some modern theatres. 
Every nation has undergone its revolution of vices; 
and as cruelty is not the present vice of ours, we can 
all humanely execrate the purpose of amphitheatres, 
now that they lie in ruins. Moralists may tell us 
that the truly brave are never cruel; but this monu¬ 
ment says * No.* Here sat the conquerors of the 
world, coolly to enjoy the tortures and death of men 
who bad never offended them. Two aqueducts were 
scarcely sufficient to wash off the human blood which 

* The poet Rogers has sketched the same joyous scene of 
Italian life— 

‘ Many a canzonet 

Comes through the leaves, the vinos in light festoons 

Prom tree to tree, the trees In avenues, 

And every avenue a covered walk 

Hung With black clusters. Tis enough to make 

The sad man merry, the benevolent one 

Melt into tears, so general Is the joy/ 


a few hours' sport shed in this imperial shambles. Twice 
in one day came the senator* and matrons of ftftxae 
to the butchery; a virgin always wave the signal for 
slaughter; and when glutted with bloodshed, those 
ladies sat down in the wet and streaming arena to a 
luxurious supper! Such reflections check our regret 
for its rufh. As it now stands, the Coliseum is a 
striking image of Home itself— decayed, vacant, se¬ 
rious, vet grand—half-gray and half-green--erect on 
one side and fallen on the other, with consecrated 
ground in its bosom — inhabited by a beadsman ; 
viNited by every caste; for moralists, antiquaries, 
pninters, architects, devotees, all meet here to medi¬ 
tate, to examine, to draw, to measure, and to pray. 
* In contemplating antiquities/ says Livy, * the mind 
itself becomes antique/ It contracts from such ob¬ 
jects a venerable rust, which I prefer to the polish 
and the point of those wits who have lately profaned 
this august ruin with ridicule. r * f # 

In the year following the publication of Forsyth a 
original and valuable work, appeared A Chusiatl 
Tour in Italy, in two large volumes, by Jolts Chf.t- 
woiik Eustace, an English Catholic priest, who had 
travelled in Italy in the capacity of tutor. Though 
pleasantly written, Eustace’s work is one of no 
authority. Sir John Cam 1 tollhouse (who furnished 
the notes to the fourth canto of Lord Bvfjun’s Childc 
Harold, and afterwards published a volume of His¬ 
torical Illustrations to the same poem) characterises 
Eustace as * one of the most inaccurate and unsatis¬ 
factory writers that have in our times attained n 
temporary reputation.’ Mr Eustace died at Naples 
in 18 15. Letters from the Xorth of Italy, addressed 
to Mr Ilallam the historian, by W. Stewart Work, 
Esq. in two volumes, 1819, are partly descriptive 
and partly critical; and though somewhat affected 
in style, form an amusing miscellany. A Tour through 
the Southern Provinces of the Kingdom of \a pit’s, by 
the Hon. K. Keccee 0 haven (1821), is more of 
an i^nerary than a work of reflection, but is plainly 
and pleasingly written. The Diary of an invalid, 
by Henry Matiiews (1820), and Home in the Atnc- 
teenth Century (1820), by Miss W a lime, are both 
nteresting works: the first is lively ami picturesque 
n style, and was well received by the public. In 
1821 Lady Morgan published a work entitled Italy, 
containing pictures of Italian society and manners, 
drawn with more vivacity and point than delicacy. 
Observations on Italy A>y Mr John Bell (1825), and 
a Description of the Antiquities of Rome, by 1>R Bur¬ 
ton (1828), are works of accuracy and research. 

I limitations of the Tarns of the Alps, by W. BrtocKE* 
ix>N (1828-9), unite the effects of the artist’s pencil 
w ith the information of the observant topographer. 
Mr Beckeord, author of the romance of ‘ Vathek/ 
had in early life written Shetclies of Italy, Sjxtin , and 
Portugal. After remaining unpublished for more 
than forty years, two volumes of these graphic and 
picturesque delineations were given to the world in 
1834. Time has altered some of the objects described 
by the accomplished traveller, but his work abounds 
n passages of permanent interest, and of finished 
and beautiful composition. Every season adds to 
the number of works on Italy and the other parts of 
the continent. + 

[Funeral Ceremony at Rome.'] 

[From Mathews's • Diary of an Invalid.*] 

One day, in my way home, I met a funeral oere-> 
roony. A crucifix hung with black, followed by a 
train of priests, with lighted tapers in their hands, 
headed the procession. Then came a troop of figures 
dressed in white robes, with their faces covered with 
masks of the same materials. The bier followed, on 
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which lay the corpse of a young woman arrayed in all 
the ornament* of (1 ress, with her face exposed, where the 
bloom of life yet lingered. The members of different 
fraternities followed the bier, dressed irt the robes 
of their orders, and all masked. They carried lighted 
tapers in their hands, and chanted out pifcyers in a 
sort of mumbling recitative. 1 followed the train to 
the church, for I had doubts whether the beautiful 
figure I had seen on the bier was not a figure of wax ; 
but 1 was soon convinced it was indeed the corpse of 
a fellow creature, cut off in the pride and bloom of 
youthful maiden beauty. Such »h the Italian mode 
of conducting the last scene of the tragi-comedy of 
jj life. As soon as a person dies, the relations leuve the 
H house, and fly to bury themselves and their griefs in 
, some other retirement. The care of the funeral de- 
| ' olvcs on one of tlu* fraternities who are associated 

| for this pyrppse in every parish. These are dressed 
j in*a sort of dopiino and hood, which, having holes for 
the eyes, *%pswer» the •purpose of^n lu/nk, and rom- 
| pletcly conceals the face. The funeral of the very 
poorest is thus conducted with quite ns much cere- 
1 mony as need be. This is perhaps a better system 
than our own, where relatives are exhibited as a 
spectacle to impertinent curiosity, whilst from feel¬ 
ings of dutj» they follow to the grave ine remains of 
those they ^ved. Hut ours is surely an unpin l*o- 
phical view of the subject. It looks as if we were 
materialists, and considered the cold clod as the sole 
remains of the object of our affection. The Italians 
reason better, and perhaps feel as much as ourselves, 
when they regard the body, deprived of the soul that 
animated, ami the mind that informed it, as no more 
a part of the departed spirit than the clothes which 
: i{ has also left behind. The ultimate disposal of the 
j body i- perhaps conducted here with too much of that 
spirit which would disregard all claims that 4 this 
; mortal coil’can have to our attention. As soon jus 
the funeral service is concluded, the corpse i> stripped 
ami consigned to those who have the rare of th» in¬ 
terment. There are large vaults underneath the 
churches lor the reception of the dead. Tlm-c who 
] can afford it, are put into a wooden shell before they 
are cast into one of these (iol got has ; but the great 
‘ mass are tossed in without a rag to cover them. When 
one of these caverns is full, it is bricked up ; ami after 
fifty years it is opened again, and the bones are re¬ 
moved to other places prepared for their reception. 

1 much for the last scene of th#dranm of life. With 
i respect to the first act, our conduct of it is certainly 
more natural. Here they swathe and swaddle their 
children till the poor urchins look like Egyptian 
mummies. To this frightful custom one may attri¬ 
bute the want of strength ami symmetry of the men, 
which is sufficiently remarkable. 

• 

[Status of the Metluxan ten tut at I'tonucc .*] 

| [From Mail u vvh*<i Iliarv.] # 

The statue that enchants the world—the unimi¬ 
tated, the inimitable Venus. One is generally disap¬ 
pointed after great expectations have been raised ; 

| hut in this instance I was delighted at first sight, and 
each succeeding visit 1ms charmed me more. It is 
i indeed a wonderful work in conception and execution 
| —but I doubt whether Venus be not a misnomer. 

; Who can recognise in this divine statue any traits 
j of the Queen oi Love and Pleasure ! It seems rather 

* This celebrated work of art was discovered in the villa of 
Adrian, in Tivoli, in the sixteenth century, broken into thir¬ 
teen pieces. The restorations are by a Florentine sculptor. It 
was brought to Florence In the year 168tf. It measures in sta¬ 
ture only 4 feet 11 inches. There is no expression of passion or 
sentiment in the statue: it la an image of abstract or ideal 
beauty. 


intended as a personification of all that is elegant, 
paceful, and beautiful; not only abstracted from all 
human infirmities, but elevated above all human feel¬ 
ings and affections; for, though the form is female, 
the beauty is like the beauty of angels, who are of no 
sex. I w as at first reminded of Milton’s Eve ; but in 
Eve, even in her days of innocence, there was soma 
tincture of humanity, of which there is none in the 
Venus ; in w hose eye there is no heaven, and in whose 
gesture there is no love. 

[_A Mommy in Vcniref^ 

[From ltcckford's * Sketches ofjftaly,’ Ac.] 

It wax not five o’clock before I was aroused, bv 
a loud din of voices and splashing of water under my 
balcony. Looking out, 1 beheld the grand canal so 
entirely covered with fruits and vegetables on rafts 
and in barges, that 1 could scarcely distinguish a 
wave. Loud* of grapes, peaches, and melons arrived 
and disappeared in an instant, for every vessel was in 
motion ; and he crowds of purchasers, hurrying from 
boat to boat, formed a very lively picture. Amongst 
the multitudes 1 remarked a good many whose dress 
and carriage announced something above the common 
rank ; and, upon inquiry, 1 found they were noble 
Venetians just come from their casinos, and met to 
refresh themselves with fruit before they retired to 
sleep lbr the day. 

Whilst I wa* observing them, the sun began to 
colour the balustrades of the palaces, and the pure 
exhilarating air of the morning drawing me abroad, 
l procured a gondola, laid in my provision of bread 
and grapes, and was rowed under the Kialto, down 
the grand canal, to the marble steps of S. Maria della 
Salute, erected by the senate in performance of a vow 
to the lloly Virgin, who begged off a terrible pesti¬ 
lence in Hi.'Ml. The great bronze portal opened whilst 
I was standing on the steps which lead to it, and dis¬ 
covered the interior of the dome, where I expatiated 
in solitude; no mortal appearing, except one old 
priest, who trimmed the lamps, and muttered a prayer 
before the high altar, still wrapped in shadows. «Hie 
sunbeams began to .-trike against the windows of the 
cupola, just as I left the church, and was wafted across 
the waves to the spacious platfoftn in front of St Gior¬ 
gio Maggiorc, one of the most celebrated works of Pal¬ 
ladio. When my first transport was a little subsided, 
and I had examined the graceful design of each par¬ 
ticular ornament, and united the just proportion and 
grand effect of the whole in my mind, 1 planted my 
umbrella on the margin of the sea, and viewed at my 
leisure the vast range of palaces, of porticos, of towers, 
opening on every side, and extending out of sight. 
The doge’s palace, and the tall columns at the en¬ 
trance of the piazza of St Mark, form, together with 
the arcades of the public library,^hc lofty Campanile, 
and the cupolas of the ducal church, one of the most 
striking groups of buildings that art can boast of. To 
behold at one glance these stately fabrics, bo illus¬ 
trious in the records of former ages, before which, in 
the flourishing times of the republic, so many valiant 
chiefs and princes have landed, loaded with Oriental 
spoils, was a spectacle 1 had long and ardently desired. 

I thought of the days of Frederick Barbarossa, when 
looking up the piazza of St Mark, along which he 
marched in solemn procession to cast himself at the 
feet of Alexander III., and pay a tardy homage to 
St Peter’s successor. Here were no longer those 
splendid fleets that attended his progress; one soli¬ 
tary galeas was all I beheld, anchored opposite the 
palace of the doge, and surrounded by crowds of gon¬ 
dolas, whose sable hues contrasted strongly with its 
vermilion oars and shining ornaments. A party* 
coloured multitude was continually shifting from one 
side of the piazza to the other; whilst senators and 
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HiafUirates, in long black robes, were already arriving 
to fill their respective offices. 

I contemplated the busy scene from my peaceful 
platform, where nothing stirred but aged devotees 
creeping to their devotions; and whilst I remained 
thus calm and tranquil, heard the distant buzz of the 
town. Fortunately, some length of waves rolled be¬ 
tween me and its tumults, so that 1 ate my grapes 
and read Metastasio undisturbed by officiousness or 
curiosity. When the sun became too powerful, 1 en¬ 
tered the nave. 

After I had admired the masterly structure of the 
roof and the lightness of its arches, my eyes naturally 
directed themselves to the pavement of white and 
ruddy marble, polished, and reflecting like a mirror 
the columns which rise from it. Over this I walked 
to a door that admitted me into the principal quad¬ 
rangle of the convent, surrounded by a cloister sup¬ 
ported. on Ionic pillars beautifully proportioned. A 
night of stairs opens into the court, adorned witl; 
balustrades and pedestals sculptured with elegance 
truly Grecian. This brought me to the refectory, 
where the chef d y crut?rc of Paul Veronese, representing 
the marriage of Cana in Galilee, was the first object 
that presented itself. I never beheld so gorgeous a 
group of wedding garments before; there is every 
variety of fold and plait that can possibly be ima¬ 
gined. The attitudes and countenances are more 
uniform, and the guests appear a very genteel decent 
sort of people, well used to the mode of their times, 
and accustomed to miracles. 

Having examined this fictitious repast, 1 cast a look 
on a long range of tables covered with very excellent 
realities, which the monks were coming to devour 
with energy, if one might judge from their appearance. 
These sons of penitence and mortification possess one 
of the most spacious islands of the whole cluster; a 
princely habitation, with gardens and open porticos 
j that engross every breath of air ; and what adds not 
I a little to the charms of their abode, is the facility of 
] making excursions from it whenever they have a mind. 


school in which was a small pulpit, with steps up to 
it, in the middle of the apartment; a great theatre; 
a temple of justice; an amphitheatre about 220 feet in 
length; various temples; a barrack for soldiers, the 
columns of which are scribbled with their names and 
jests; wcl£s, cisterns, seats, tricliniums, beautiful Mo¬ 
saic; altars, inscriptions, fragments of statues, and 
many other curious remains of antiquity. Among the 
most remarkable objects was an ancient wall, with 
part of a still more ancient marble frieze, built in it as 
a common stone; and a stream which has flowed under 
this once subterraneous city long before its burial; 
pipes of Terra Cotta to convey the water to the diffe¬ 
rent streets; stocks for prisoners, in one of which a 
skeleton was found. All these things incline one 
almost to look for the inhabitants, and wonder at the j 
desolate silence of the place. 

The houses in general are very low, am^/he rooms j 
are small; I should think not above ten feet 
Every house is provided with* a well'and a cistern, | 
Everything seems to be in proportion. Tlie principal 1 
streets do not appear to exceed JG feet 1 in width, with 
side pavements of about I? feet; some of the subordi¬ 
nate streets are from (» to 10 t^et wide, with side pave¬ 
ments in proportion: these are omisionally high, 
and are reached by steps. The column^ of the bar- 
ratflts are about 1 o feet in height; they^ire made of 
tiiffa with stucco; one-third of the shaft is smoothly 
plastered, the rest fluted to the eapital. The walls 
of the houses are often painted red, and some of them 
have borders and antique ornament*, masks, and imi¬ 
tations of marble ; but in general poorly executed. 1 
have observed on the walls of an eating-room various 
kinds of food and gumc tolerably represented: one 
woman’s apartment was adorned with subjects relating 
to love, and a man’s with pictures of a martini cha¬ 
racter. Considering that the whole has Iwjen under 
ground upwards of seventeen centuries, it is certainly 
surprising that they should be as fresh as at the period 
of tfceir burial. The whole extent of the city, not one 
half of which is excavated, may l>e about four miles. 


[IhfiM'iption of Pompeii.] 


ARCTIC DISCOVERY—ROSS, PARRY, FRANKLIN, &C. 


[From Williams’s ‘ Travels in Italy, Greece,’ <Stc.] 

Pompeii is getting daily disencumbered, and a very 
considerable part of this Grecian city is unveiled. We 
entered by the Appian way, through a narrow street 
of marble tombs, beautifully executed, w ith the names 
of the deceased plain and legible. We looked into 
the columbary below that of Marius Arms Diomede*, 
and perceived jars containing the ashes of the dead, 
with a small lamp at the side of each. Arriving at the 
gate, we perceived a sentry-box in which the skeleton 
of a soldier was found with a lamp in his hand : pro¬ 
ceeding up the street beyond the gate, we went into 
several streets, and Entered what is called a coffee¬ 
house, the marks of cups being visible on the stone : 
we came likewise to a tavern, and found the sign (not 
a Very decent one) near the entrance. The streets are 
lined with public buildings and private houses, most 
of which have their original painted decorations fresh 
and entire. The pavement of the streets is much 
worn by carriage wheels, and holes are cut through 
the side stones for the purpose of fastening animals in 
the market-place ; and in certain situations are placed 
stepping-stones, which give us a rather unfavourable 
idea of the state of the streets. We passed two beauti¬ 
ful little temples; went into a surgeon*s house, in the 
operation-room of which chirurgical instruments were 
found ; entered an ironmonger's shop, where an anvil 
and hammer were discovered; a sculptor’s and a 
baker’s shop, in the latter of which may be seen an 
oven and grinding mills, like old Scotch querns. We 
examined likewise an oilman's shop, and a wine shop 
lately opened, where money was found in the till 5 a 


Contemporaneous with the African expeditions 
already described, a strong desire was felt in this 
country to prosecute our discoveries in the Northern 
seas, which for fifty years had been neglected. The 
idea of a north--west^passage to Asia still presented 
attractions, and on the close of the revolutionary 
war, an effort to discover it was resolved upon. In 
1818 an expedition was fitted out, consisting of two 
ships, one under the command of Captain John 
Jtoss, and another under Lieutenant, now Sir 
Edward Harry. The most interesting feature in 
this voyage is the account of a tribe of Esqui¬ 
maux hitherto unknown, who inhabited a tract 
of country extending on the shore for 120 miles, 
and situate^near Baffin’s Bay. A singular pheno¬ 
menon was also witnessed—a range of cliffs covered 
with snow of a deep crimson colour, arising from 
some vegetable substance. When the expedition 
came to Lancaster Sound, a passage was confi¬ 
dently anticipated; but niter sailing up the bay, 
Captain Boss conceived that ho saw land— a high 
ridge of mountains, extending directly across the 
bottom of the inlet— and he abandoned the enter¬ 
prise. Lieutenant Parry and others entertained a 
different opinion from that of their commander as to 
the existence of land, and the admiralty fitted out a 
new expedition, which sailed in 1815 J, for the purpose 
of again exploring Lancaster £ound. The expe¬ 
dition, including two ships, the Hecla and Griper, 
was intrusted to Captain Parry* who had the satis¬ 
faction of verifying the oometisess of his former 
mpressions, by sailing through what Captain Ross 
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supposed to bo a mountain barrier in Lancaster 
Sound. 4 To have sailed upwards of thirty degrees 
of longitude beyond the point reached by any former 
navigator—to have discovered many new lands, 
islands, and bays—to have established the much- 
con tested existence of a Polar sea north of America 
—finally, after a wintering of eleven nfcnths, to 
have brought back his crew in a sound and vigorous 
state—were enough to raise his name above that of 
any former Arctic voyager.* The long winter so¬ 
journ in this Polar region was relieved by various 
devices and amusements: a temporary theatre was 
fitted up, and the officers came forward as amateur 
performers. A sort of newspaper was also esta¬ 
blished, called the North Georgian Gazette, to which 
all were invited to contribute; and excursions abroad 
J were kept up as much as possible. The brilliant 
i results of Captain Parry’s voyage soon induced 
! another fetpodition to the Northern seas of America, 
j That comm wider hoisted his flag on board the 

* Fury/ aftd Cnptaid Lyon, distinguished by his 
services in Africa, received the command of the 
‘Hecla.* The ships sailed in May 1821. It was 

| more than two years ere they returned ; and though 
. the expedition, as tofts main object of finding apas- 
; sage into the Polar sea, was a failure, various geo- 
! graphical (Jseoveriea were made. The tediousgess 
; of winter, when the vessels were frozen up, was 
; again relieved by entertainments similar to those 
j formerly adopted; and further gratification was 
Afforded by intercourse with the Esquimaux, who, in 
; their houses of snow and ice, burrowed along the 
shores. We shall extract part of Captain Parry's 
account of this shrewd though savage race. 

* [Ihxm'fitrm uj the foyuimatur. J 

The Esquimaux exhibit a strange mixture of intel¬ 
lect and dulucfH, of cunning and simplicity, of in¬ 
genuity and stupidity; few of them could count 
beyond five, and not one of them beyond ten, nor fould 
' any of them speak a dozen words of Kngli-dt after r» 
constant intercourse of seventeen or eighteen month*; 
yet many of them could imitate the manners and 
actions of the strangers, and were on the whole excel¬ 
lent mimics. One woman in particular, of the name 
of lligiuik, very soon attracted the attention of our 
voyagers by the various trait* of that superiority of 
understanding for which, it wa*< found, she iva« re¬ 
markably distinguished, and lfrdd in esteem even by 
her own countrymen. She had a great fondness for 
singing, possessed a soft voice and an excellent ear; 
but, like another great singer who figured in a diffe¬ 
rent society, ‘ there was scarcely any stopping her 
when she had once begun;* she would listen, however, 
‘ for hours together to the tunes played on the organ. 

! Her superior intelligence w;uy>orlutps most conspicuous 
j in the readiness with which she was made to compre- 
' bend the manner of laying down on paper the geo- 
| graphical outline of that part of the coast of America 
| she was acquainted with, and the neighbouring islands, 
> so as to construct a chart. At first it was found difli- 
! cult to make her comprehend what wns meant; but 
j when Captain Parry had discovered that the Estjtii- 
I maux were already acquainted with the four cardinal 
points of the compass, for which they have appropriate 
names, he drew them on a sheet of paper, together 
with that portion of the coast just discovered, which 
was opposite to Winter Island, where then^they were, 
and of course well known to her. 

We desired her (say# Captain Parry) to complete 
the rest, and to do it mikkee (small), when, with a 
countenance of the most grave attention and peculiar 
intelligence, she drew the coast of the continent be¬ 
yond her own country, as bring nearly north from 
Winter Island. The most important part stiU re¬ 


mained, and it would have amused an unconcerned 
looker-on to have observed the anxiety and suspense 
depicted on the countenances Of our part of the group 
till this was accomplished, for never were the tracings 
of a pencil watched with more eager solicitude. Our 
surprise and satisfaction may therefore in some de¬ 
gree be imagined when, without taking it from the 
paper, lligiuik brought the continental coast short 
round to the westward, and afterwards to the S.S.W'.* 
so as to come within three or four days* journey of 
Repulse Bay. 

I am, however, compelled to acknowledge, that in 
proportion as the superior understanding of this ex¬ 
traordinary woman became more and more developed, 
her head (for what female hea<P is indifferent to 
praise?) began to be turned by the general attention 
and numberless presents she received. The superior 
decency and even modesty of her behaviour hid com¬ 
bined, with her intellectual qualities, to raise her in 
our estimation far above her companions ; and I often 
heard others express what I could not but agree in, 
that A»r lligiuik alone, of all the Esquimaux women, 
that kind '<f respect could be entertained which mo¬ 
desty in a female never fails to command in our sex. 
Thus regarded, she had always been freely admitted 
into the ships, the quarter-masters at the gangway 
never thinking of refusing entrance to 4 the gptse 
woman/ as they called her. Whenever any explanation 
was necessary between the Esquimaux and us, lligiuik 
was sent for as an interpreter ; information was chiefly 
obtained through her, and she thus found herself 
rising into a degree of consequence to which, but 
for urt, she could never have attained. N ot withstand- 
ini! a more than ordinary share of good sense on her 
part, it will not therefore be wondered at if she be¬ 
came giddy with her exaltation—considered her ad- 
mbrion into the ships and most of the cabins no 
longer an indulgence, but a right—ceased to return 
the slightest acknowledgment for any kindness or 
presents—became listless and inattentive in unravel¬ 
ling the meaning of our questions, and careless whether 
her answers conveyed the information we desired. In 
short, lligiuik in February and lligiuik in April were 
confessedly very different persons*; and it was at^laet 
amusing to recollect, though not very easy to per¬ 
suade one's self, that the woman who now gat de¬ 
murely in a chair, so confidently expecting the notice 
of those around her, and she who had at first, with 
eager and wild delight, assisted in cutting snow for 
the building of a hut, and with the hope of obtaining 
a single needle, were actually one and the same in¬ 
dividual. 

No kind of distress can deprive the Esquimaux of 
their cheerful temper and good humour, which they 
preserve even when severely pinched with hunger and 
cold, and wholly deprived for days together both of 
food and fuel—a situation to which they are very fre¬ 
quently reduced. Yet no calafbity of this kind can 
teach them to be provident, or to take the least 
thought for the morrow; with them, indeed* it is 
always either a feast or a famine. The enormous 
quantity of animal food (they have no other) which 
they devour at a time is almost incredible. The 
Quantity of meat which they procured between the 
first of October ami the first of April was sufficient to 
have furnished about double the number of working 
people, who were moderate eater*, and had any idea of 
providing for a future day; but to individuals who 
can demolish four or five pounds at a sitting, and at 
least ten in the course of a day, and who never beetoW 
a thought on to-morrow, at least with the view to pro* 
vide for it by economy, there is scarcely any supply 
which could secure them from occasional scarcity. It 
is highly probable that the alternate feasting and 
fating to which the gluttony and toprovidenet of 
these people so constantly subject them* may have oc* 
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c&sioned many of the complaints that proved fata 
during the winter; and on this account we hardlj 
knew whether to rejoice or not at the general success 
of their fishery. 

A third expedition was undertaken by Captai 
Parry, assisted by Captain Hoppncr, in 182-1, but i 
proved still more unfortunate. The broken ice ii 
Baffin’s Bay retarded his progress until the seasoi 
was too far advanced for navigation in that climate, 
After the winter broke up, huge masses of ice drovi 
the ships on shore, and the ‘ Fury ’ was so much in¬ 
jured, that it wps deemed necessary to abandon hei 
| with all her stores. In April 1827 Captain Parry one* 
more sailed in th^ 4 Ileda,’ to realise, if possible, hh 
sanguine expectations; but on this occasion he pro¬ 
jected reaching the North Pole by employing light 
boats and sledges, which might be alternately used, 
as compact fields of ice, or open sea, interposed ii 
his route. On reaching Ilecla Cove they left th 
ship to commence their journey on the ice. Vigo 
rous efforts were made to reach the Pole, still 5 UL 
miles distant; but the various impediments they had 
to encounter, and particularly the drifting of the 
snow-fields, frustrated all their endeavours; and 
after two months spent on the ice, and penetrating 
about a degree farther than any previous expe¬ 
dition, the design was abandoned. These four ex¬ 
peditions were described by Captain Parry in sepa¬ 
rate volumes, which were read with great avidity 
The whole have since been published in six small 
volumes, constituting one of the most interesting 
series of adventures and discoveries recorded in our 
language. 

Following out the plan of northern discovery, an 
expedition was, in 1819, despatched overland to pro¬ 
ceed from the Hudson’s Bay factory, tracing the 
coast of the Northern ocean. This expedition was 
commanded by Captain John Franklin, accom¬ 
panied by Dr Kichardson, a scientific gentleman; 
two midshipmen—Mr Hood and Mr Back—and two 
English seamen. The journey to the Coppermine 
River displayed the characteristic ardour and hardi¬ 
hood of British seaipen. Great suffering was expe¬ 
rienced. Mr Hood lost his life, and Captain Franklin 
and Dr Richardson were on the point of death, when 
timely succour was afforded by sorrte Indians. ‘ The 
results of this journey, which, including the navi¬ 
gation along the coast, extended to 5SOU miles, are 
obviously of the greatest importance to geography. 
As the coast running northward was followed to Cape 
Turnagain, in latitude 68^ degrees, it is evident 
that if a north --west passage exist, it must be 
found beyond that limit.’ The narratives of Cap¬ 
tain Franklin, l)r Richardson, and Mr Back, form a 
fitting And not less interesting sequel to those of 
Captain Pam'. The same intrepid parties under¬ 
took, in 1823, a second expedition to explore the 
shores of the Polar seas. The coast between the 
Mackenzie and Coppermine rivers, 902 miles, was 
examined. Subsequent expeditions were undertaken 
by Captain Lyon and Captain Beechey. The 
former failed through continued bad weather; but 
Captain Beechey having sent his master, Mr El son, 
in a barge to prosecute the voyage to the east, that 
individual penetrated to a sandy point, on which the 
ice had grounded, the most northern part of the 
continent then known. Captain Franklin had, only 
four days previous, been within 160 miles of this 
point, when he cortttnenced his return to the Mac¬ 
kenzie River, and it is conjectured, with much pro¬ 
bability, that had he been aware that by persevering 
in his exertions for a few days he might have reached 
bis friends; it is possible that a knowledge of the 
circumstance might have Induced him, through ail 
hazards, to continue his journey. The intermediate j 


160 miles still remained unexplored. In 1829 Cap¬ 
tain, now Sir John Ross, disappointed at being 
outstripped by Captain Parry in the discovery of 
the strait leading into the Polar sea, equipped a 
steam-vessel, solely from private resources, and pro¬ 
ceeded to Baffin’s Bay. 4 It whs a bold but incon¬ 
siderate ihidertnking, and every soul who embarked 
on it must have perished, but for the ample supplies 
they received from the Fury, or rather fVom the 
provisions and stores which, by the providence of 
Captain Parry, had been carefully stored up on the, 
beach ; for the ship herself had entirely disappeared. 
He proceeded down Regent’s Inlet as far as lie could 
in his little ship, the Victory; placed her amongst 
ice clinging to the shore, and after two winters, left 
her there; and in returning to the northward, by 
great good luck fell in with a whaling ship, which 
took them all on board and brought them home.* 
Captain James Ross, nephew of the commander, 
collected some geographical information in the course 
of this unfortunate enterprise.* 1 
The interval of 160 miles between Point Barrow, i 
reached by Beechey*s master, and the farthest point 
to which Captain Franklin penetrated, was in 1837 
surveyed by Mr Thomas Simcson and the servants ! 
of the Hudson’s Bay Company, The latter had ; 
with great generosity lent their valuably assistance 
to complete the geography of that region, and Mr ! 
Simpson was enthusiastically devoted to the same 
object. In the summer of 1837 he, with his senior 
officer, Mr Dense, started from the Great Slave l^ike, 
following the steps of Franklin as far as the point called 
Franklin’s Farthest, whence they traced the remain¬ 
der of the coast to the westward to Point Barrow, by 
which they completed our knowledge of this coast 
the whole way west of the Coppermine River, ns fni 
as Behring’s Straits. Wintering at the north-east 
angle of the Great Bear Lake, the party descended 
the Coppermine River, and followed the coast east¬ 
wards as far as the mouth of the Great Fish River, 
discovered by Back in 1834. The expedition com¬ 
prised 4 the navigation of a tempestuous ocean lieset 
with ice, for a distance exceeding 14uu geographical 
or 1600 statute miles, in open txiats, together with 
all the fatigues of long land journeys and the perils 
of the climate.’ In 1839 the Geographical Society 
of I.ondon rewarded Mr Simpson with a medal for 
‘advancing almost to completion the solution of the 
great problem of the^conflgurntion of the northern 
shore of the North American continent.* While 1 
returning to Europe in June 1840, Mr Simpson dic'd, 
t is supposed, by his own hand in a paroxysm of 
nsanity, after shooting two of the four men who 
accompanied him from the Red River colony. Mr , 
Simpson was a native of Dingwall, in Hoss-shire, ami i 
at the time of his melancholy death, was only in his j; 
thirty-second year. WttrNarrative of the Di scover it m j 
:>n the North Cmut of America , Effected by the Off cere ! j 
of the liudsan'x Bay ( \mpany during the years 1836-39, J 
was published in 1843. 

Valuable information connected with the Arctic ! 
egions was afforded by Mr William Scoresby, a ; 
gentleman who, while practising the whale fishing, 
iad become the most learned observer and describer 
jf the regions of ice. llis account of the Northern 
Vhale Fishery , 1822, is a standard work of great 
ulue, and he is author also of an Account of the 
Arctic Regions, 

eastern travellers. 

The scenes and countries mentioned in Scripture 
hare been frequently described since the publica¬ 
tions of Dr Clarke. BeitCKHAROT traversed Ftejtr** 
(the Edom of the prophecies)} Mm William Rak 
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Wilson, in 1823, published Travels in Egyjd and 
tlte Tidy Land; Mr Claudius James Rich (the 
accomplished British resident at Bagdad, who died 
in 1821, at the early age of thirty-five) wrote an 
excellent memoir of the remains of Babylon; the 
Hon. George Keppkl performed the# overland 
journey to India in 1824, and gave a narrative of 
his observations in Bassorah, Bagdad, the ruins of 
Babylon, &c. Mr J. S. Buckingham also travelled 
by the overland route (taking, however, the way 
of the Mediterranean and the Turkish provinces 
in Asia Minor), and the result of his journey was 
given to the world in three separate works (the 
Latest published in 1827), entitled Travels in Pales¬ 
tine ; Travels among the Arab Tribes ; and Tra¬ 
vels in Mesopotamia, Du R. R. Madden, a medical 
gentleman, who resided several years in India, in 
1829 published Trawls in Egypt, Turkey, Nubia, ami 
Palestine, Letters front the Last, and Hwdlectim* of 
Tntwl in tie East (1830), by JqjiN Cause, Esq. of 
Queens college, Cambridge, extend, the first over 
Syria and Egypt, and the second over Valentine and 
Cairo. Mr Game is a judicious observer and pic- j 
turesque describer, he sometimes ventures on 
doubtful biblical criticism. The miracle of the pas¬ 
sage of the Jtcd Sea, for example, b'* thinks should 
be limited a specific change in the direction orthe ' 
winds. The idea of representing the waves stand¬ 
ing like a wall on each side must consequently be 
abandoned. ‘This,’ he says, ‘ is giving a literal in¬ 
terpretation to tlu* evidently figurative language of 
Scripture, where it is said that “God caused the 
sea to go buck all night by u strong ea..t wind;” 
and when the morning dawned, there was probably 
a wide and waste expanse, from which the waters 
had retired to aoinc distance; and that the 44 sea 
returning in his strength in the morning/' was the 
rushing hack of an inifietuous and resistless tide, 
inevitable, but not instantaneous, for it is evident 
the Egyptians turned and fled at its approach.* In 
either case u miracle must have been jieiforined, 
and it seems uunecessary and hypercritical to at¬ 
tempt reducing it to the lowest point. Mr Milnutn, 
in his history of the Jews, has fallen into this error, 
and explained away the miracles of the Old Testa¬ 
ment till all that is supernatural, grand, and impres¬ 
sive disappears. 

Travels along the Mediterranean and Parts Ad¬ 
jacent (1822), by Dr liuiiKitf lin iiaudson, is an 
interesting work, particularly as relates to anti- 
uiticfl. The doctor travelled by way of Alexan- 
ria, Cairo, Ac. to the second cataract of the Nile, 
returning by Jerusalem, Damascus, Balheo, and 
Tripoli. He surveyed the temple of Solomon, and 
was |he first acknowledged Christian received within 
its holy walls since it has hpen appropriated to the 
religion of Mohammed. The Journal to Some Parts of 
Ethiopia (1822), by Messrs YYaddington and IIan- 
ihtry, gives an account of the antiquities of Ethio¬ 
pia and the extirpation of the Mamelukes. 

But John Malcolm was author of a History of 
Persia, and Sketches of Persia, Mu Mori eh m Jour¬ 
neys Utrvugh Persia, Atmenia, and Asia Minor, abound 
in interesting descriptions of the country, people, 
and government. Sir William Ousely (who had 
been private secretary to the British embassy in 
Persia) has published three large volumes of travels 
in various countries of the East, particularly Persia, 
iu 1810,1811, and 1812. This work illustrates sub¬ 
jects of antiquarian research, history, geography, 
philology, Ac. and is valuable to the scholar for its 
citations from rare Oriental manuscripts. Another 
valuable work on this country is Sir Robert Kkr 
Bortkr** TmveU m Georgia, Persia? Babylonia, frc. 
published in 1822. 


[ View of Society in Bagdad,] 

[Prom Sir H. K. Porter's ‘ Travels.'] 

The wives of the higher classes in Bagdad are 
usually selected from the most beautiful girls that can 
bo obtained from Georgia and Circassia; and, to their 
natural charms, in like manner with thelf captive 
sisters all over the East, they add the fancied embel¬ 
lishments of painted complexions, hands and feet dyed 
with henna, and their hair and eyebrows stained with 
the rang, or prepared indigo leaf. Chains of gold, 
and collars of pearls, with various ornament* of precious 
stones, decorate the upper part of their persons, while 
solid bracelets of gold, in shapes resembling serpents, 
clasp their wrists and ankles. Silver and golden 
tissued muslins not only form their turbans, but fre¬ 
quently their under garments. In summer the ample 
pelisse is made of the most costly shawl, and in cold 
weather, lined and bordered with the choicest furs. 
The dress is altogether very becoming; by its easy 
folds and glittering transparency, showing a fine shape 
to advantage, without the immodest exposure of the 
open vest < f the Persian ladies. The humbler females 
generally more abroad with faces totally unveiled, 
having a handkerchief rolled round their heads, from 
beneath which their hair hangs down over their ghoul* 
der», while another piece of linen passes under their 
chin, in the fashion of the Georgians. Their garment 
is a gown of a riiift form, reaching to their ankles, 
open before, and of a gray colour. Their feet are com¬ 
pletely naked. Many of the very inferior classes stain 
their bosoms with the figures of circles, half-moons, 
star*, Lc. in a bluish stamp. In this barbaric embel¬ 
lishment the poor damsel of Irak Arabi has one point 
of vanity resembling that of the ladies of Irak Ajem. 
The former frequently adds this frightful cadaverous 
hue to her lips; and, to complete her savage appear¬ 
ance, thrusts a ring through the right nostril, pendent 
with a fiat button-like ornament set round with blue 
or red stones. 

But to return to the ladies of the higher circles, 
whom we le ft in some cay saloon of Bagdad. When 
all are assembled, the evening tu^al or dinner is soon 
served. The party, seated in rows, then prepare them¬ 
selves for the entrance of the show, which, consisting 
of music ami dancing, coutiute* in noisy exhibition 
through the whole night. At twelve o’clock supper is 
produced, when pilaus, kabobs, preserves, fruits, dried 
sweetmeats, and sherbets of every fabric and flavour, 
engage the fair amrires for some time. Between this 
second banquet and the preceding, the perfumed nar- 
quilly is never absent from their rosy lips, excepting 
when they sip coffee, or indulge in a general shout of 
approbation, or a hearty peal of laughter at the freaks 
of the dancers or the subject of the singers’ madrigals. 
But no respite is given to the entertainers; and, dur¬ 
ing so long a stretch of mcrriniwit, should any of the 
happy guests feel a sudden desire for temporary re- 
1 >o 8 c, without the least apology she lies down to sleep 
on the luxurious caq>et that is her seat; and thus she 
remains, sunk in as deep an oblivion as if the num- 
mutl were spread in her own chamber. Others speedily 
follow her example, sleeping as sound ; notwithstand¬ 
ing that the bawling of the singers, the horrid jangling 
of the guitars ? the thumping on the jnr-Iike double¬ 
drum, tne ringing and loud clangour of the metal bells 
and castanets of the dancers, with an eternal talking 
in all keys, abrupt laughter, and vociferous expressions 
of gratification, making in all a full concert of de¬ 
tracting sounds, sufficient, one might suppose, tO; 
awaken the dead. But the merry tumult and joyful 
strains of this conviviality gradually becolne fainter 
and fainter; first one and then another of .the visitors 
(while even the performers are not spared by the sopo¬ 
rific god) sink down under the drowsy influence* till 
at length the whole carpet is covered with the sleeping 
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beauties, mixed indiscriminately with handmaids, 
dancers, and musicians, as fast asleep as themselves 
The business, however, is not thus quietly ended 
«Ad soon as the sun begins to call forth the blushes of 
the morn, by lifting the veil that shades hex slumber¬ 
ing eyelids/ the faithful slaves rub their own clear of 
any lurking drowsiness, and then tug their respective 
mistresses by the toe or the shoulder, to rouse them 
up to perform the devotional ablutions usual at the 
dawn of day. All start mechanically, as if touched 
by a spell; and then commences the splashing of 
water and the mattering of prayers, presenting a sin¬ 
gular contrast to the vivacious scene of a few hours 
before- This duty*over, the fair devotees shako their 
feathers like birds from a refreshing shower, and trip¬ 
ping lightly forward with garments, ami perhaps looks, 
a little the worse for the wear of the preceding even¬ 
ing, plunge at once again into all the depths of its 
amusements. Coffee, sweetmeats, kaliouns, as before, 
accompany every obstreperous repetition of the mid¬ 
night song and dance; and all being followed up by 
a plentiful breakfast of rice, meats, fruits, &c. towards 
noon the party separate, after having spent between 
fifteen and sixteen hours in this riotous festivity. 

Travel s in the East , by the Rev. Horatio South- 
gate (1840), describe the traveller’s route through 
Greece, Turkey, Armenia, Koordistan, Persia, and 
Mesopotamia, "and give a good account of the Mo¬ 
hammedan religion, and its rites and ceremonies. 
The following is a correction of a vulgar error :— 

[Religious Status of llomen in the Mohammedan System.] 

The place which the Mohammedan system assigns 
to woman in the other world has often been wrongfully 
represented. It is not true, as has sometimes been 
reported, that Mohammedan teachers deny her admis¬ 
sion to the felicities of Paradise. The doctrine of the 
Koran is, most plainly, that her destiny is to be de¬ 
termined in like manner with that of every account¬ 
able being; and according to the judgment passed upon 
her ic her reward, although nothing definite is said of 
the place which she is to occupy in Paradise. Mo¬ 
hammed speaks repeatedly of ‘ believing women/ 
commends them, and promises them the recompense 
which their good deeds deserve. 

The regulations of the Sunneh are in accordance 
with the precepts of the Koran. So far is woman from 
being regarded in these institutions as a creature 
without a soul, that special allusion is frequently 
made to her, and particular directions given for her 
religious conduct. Respecting her observance of Ra¬ 
mazan, her ablutions, and many other matters, her 
duty is taught with a minuteness that borders 
on indecorous precision. She repeats the creed in 
dying, and, like other Mussulmans, says, * In this 
faith I hare lived, in this faith I die, and in this faith 
I hope to rise again.* She is required to do every¬ 
thing of religious obligation equally with men. The 
command to perform the pilgrimage to Mecca extends 
to her. In my journeys, I often met with women on 
their way to the Holy City. They may even under¬ 
take this journey without the consent of their hus¬ 
bands, whose authority in religious matters extends 
only to those acts of devotion which are not obligatory. 

Women are not, indeed, allowed to be present in 
the mosques at the time of public prayers; but the 
reason is not that they are regarded, like pagan 
females, as unsusceptible of religious sentiments, but 
because the meeting of the two sexes in a sacred place 
is supposed to be unfavourable to devotion. This, 
however, is tin Oriental, not a Mohammedan prejudice. 
The custom is nearly the same among the Christians 
as among the Mussulmans. In the Greek churches 
the females are separated from the males, and concealed 


behind a lattice; and something of the same kind I 
have observed among the Christians of Mesopotamia. 

Letters from the South, two volumes, 1837, by Mr 
Thomas Campbell, the poet, give an account of a 
voyage made by that gentleman to Algiers. The 
letters arif descriptive, without any political or colo¬ 
nial views, but full of entertaining gossip and poeti¬ 
cal sketches of striking and picturesque objects. 
The grandeur of the surrounding mountain scenery 
seems to have astonished Mr Campbell. ‘The 
African highlands/ he says, * spring up to the sight 
not only with a sterner boldness than our own, but 
they borrow colours from the sun unknown to our 
climate, and they art* marked in clouds of richer 
dye. The farthest-off summits appeared in their 
snow like the turbans of gigantic Moors, whilst tho 
nearer masses glared in crimson and gold ynder the 
light of morning.’ *' •* 

Sir Years' Residence in Alyurs, by Mup Brough¬ 
ton, published in 1839, is an interesting domestic 
chronicle. The authoress was daughter to Mr j 
Dlauckley, the British consul-general at Algiers ; 
and the work is composed of a. journal kept by Mrs j 
Blanckley, with reminiscences by her daughter, Mrs : 
Broughton. The vivacity, minute description, and j 
kindly feeling everywhere apparent iif this book, ! 
render it highly attractive. j 

Discoveries in the Interior of Africa, by Sill Jam is < 
Alexander, two volumes, 1838. descril>e a journey 
from CajHi-T’own, of about four thousand miles, and j 
occupying above a year, towards the tracts of ! 
country inhabited by the Daniaras, a nation of ; 
which very little was known, and generally the i 
country to the north of the Orange River, on tin? j 
west coast. The author’s personal adventures are 
interesting, and it apixtars that the alwrigines are a 
kind and friendly tribe of people, with whom Sir 
James Alexander thinks that an extended inter¬ 
course may be maintained for the mutual benefit of \ 
the colonists and the natives. 

A Journal Written During an Excursion in Asia- : 
Minor in 1838, by Charles Fellows, is valuable ' 
from the author’s discoveries in Famphylia. Mr 
Fellows 1ms also written a second work. Ancient 
Lt/cia ; an Account of Discoveries made during a St - 
cond Excursion to A si a- Minor in 1840, Two re- f 
cent travellers, Lie up. J. R. Weelktkd, author of ■ 
Travels in Arabia , the Peninsula of Sinai, and along 1 
the Shores of the Red Sea (1838), and Lord Lindsay, j 
in his Letters on Egypt, Edom , and the Ilohf Land j 
(1838), supply some additional details. The scene * 
of the encampment of the Israelites, after crossing j 
the Red Sea, is thus described by Lord Lindsay j 

The bright sea suddei/y burst on us, a sail in the [ 
distance, and the blue mountains of Africa beyond it ! 
—a lovely vista. But when we had fairly issued into 
the plain on the sea-shore, beautiful indeed, most 
beautiful was the view—the whole African coast, 
from Cebcl A taka to Gebel Krarrcb lav before us, 
washed by the Red Sea—a vast amphitheatre of 
noun tains, except the space where the waters were 
ost in distance between the Asiatic and Libyan 
•romoiitories. It was the stillest hour of day ; the 
un shone brightly, descending to Miis palace in 
he Occident / the tide was coming in with its 
peaceful pensive murmurs, wave after wave. It 
was in thin plain, broad and perfectly smooth from 
tho mountains to the sea, that the children of Israel 
encamped after leaving Elirn, What a glorious scons 
t must then have presented I and how nobly those 
•ocks, now so silent, must have re-echoed the song of 
Moses and its ever- returning chorus—* Slug ye to the 
Lord, for he hath triumphed gloriously; ilia horse 
and his rider hath he thrown into the sea !’ 
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Tjm French authors Chateaubriand, Laborde, and 
LanKHine, have minutely described the Holy Land; 
and in the Incident# of Travel in Egypt, Arabia, and 
the Holy Land , by J. L. Stephens, the latest infor¬ 
mation respecting these interesting countries will 
be found. 

Various works on India have appeared# including 
a general political history of the empire, by Sir 
John Malcolm (1820), and a Memoir of Central 
India (1823), by the same author. Travels in the 
Himmalayan Provinces of Hindostan and the Puniauh, 
in Ladakh and Cashmere , in Peshawar , Cabul, fcc. 
from 1819 to 1825, by W. Moorcroft and George 
Trebkck, rplate many new and important particu¬ 
lars. Mr Moorcroft crossed the great chain of the 
Himmala mountains near its highest part, and first 
| drew attention to those stupendous heights, rising 
! in some parts to above 27,000 feet. A Tour through 
■ t^c Snotty Range of the Himmala Mountains was made 
by Mr Ja^:s Baillie Fraser (1820), who gives 
an interesting accotiht of his perilous journey. He 
visited Gangootrie, an almost inaccessible haunt of 
superstition, the Mecca of Hindoo pilgrims, and 
also the spot at which the Ganges issues from its 
covering of perpetual snow. In 1825 Mr Fraser 
published a Narrative of a Journey into Khorasan , in 
the years W21 and 1822, includiuu an Account gf the 
Countries to the north-east of Persia. The following 
is a brief sketch of u Persian town :— 

Viewed from a commanding situation, the apjKjar- 
j anee of a Persian town is most uninteresting ; the 
houses, all of mud, differ in no respect from the earth 
in colour, and, from the irregularity of their construc¬ 
tion, resemble inequalities on its surface rather than 
human dwellings. The houses, even of the gTeat, 
seldom exceed one storey ; and the lofty walls which 
shroud them from view, without a window to enliven 
them, have a most monotonous effect. There are few 
domes or minarets, and still fewer of those that exist 
are either splendid or elegant. There are no public 
buildings but the mosques and medressas ; anfl theso 
are often us mean as the rest, or perfectly excluded 
from view by ruins. The general coiqt-iVaiL presents 
a succession of tint roofs, and long walls of mud, 
thickly interspersed with ruins; and the only relief 
to its monotony is found in the gardens, adorned with 
chinar, poplars, and cypress, with which the towns 
and villages are often surrounded and intermingled.* 
The same author has publit^ed Travels and Adven¬ 
tures in the Persian Provinces , 1826; A Winter Jour¬ 
ney from Constantinople to Tehran , with Travels through 
I'ltrtous Parts of Persia , 1838, St c. Mr Fraser has 
now settled down on his patrimonial estate of Keclig, 
Inverness-shire, a quiet Highland glen. Among 
other Indian works maybe mentioned The Annals 
and Antiquities of Rajasthan, by Lieutenant-Colo¬ 
nel James Ton, 1830; adU Travels into Bokhara , by 
Lieutenant, afterwards Sir Alexander Bernes. 
The latter is a narrative of a journey from India to 
Cabal, Tartary, and Persia, and is a valuable work. 
The accomplished author was cut off in his career 
of usefulness and honour in 1841, being treacher¬ 
ously murdered at Cabul. Lieutenant Arthur 
Conolly made a journey to the north of India, over¬ 
land fh>m England, through Russia, Persia, and 
Afghanistan, of which he published an account in 
1834. Miss Emma Roberts, in the following year, 
gave a lively and entertaining series of Scenes and 
Characteristics of Hindostan , with Sketches of Anglo- 
Indian Society . This lady went out again to India 
In 1839, and was engaged to conduct a Bombay 
newspaper; but she died in 1840. Her Notes of an 
Overland Journey through France and Egypt to Bom¬ 
bay were published after her death. Another lady, 
Mrs Post an s, has published (1839) Cutch, or Fan¬ 


dom Sketches taken during aliesidence in otus of the 
Northern Provinces of Western India , The authoress 
resided some years in the province of Cutch, and 
gives a minute account of the feudal government 
and customs, the religious sects and superstitions of 
the people. The aristocratic distinctions of caste 
are rigidly preserved, and the chiefe are haughty, 
debauched, and cruel. 

[Sacrifice of a Hindoo Widow.'] 

[From Mrs Postaus's * Cutch, or Random Sketches,' too*] 
News of the widow's intentions having spread, a 
great concourse of people of both sexes, the women 
clad in their gala costumes, assembled round the 
pyre. In a short time after their arrival the*fated 
victim appeared, accompanied by the Brahmins, her 
relatives, and the body of the deceased. The specta¬ 
tors showered chaplets of mogree on her head, and 
greeted her appearance with laudatory exclamations 
at her constancy and virtue. The women especially 
pressed forward to touch her garments—an act which 
is considered meritorious, and highly desirable for 
absoluti n and protection from the ‘evil eye/ 

The widow was a remarkably handsome woman, ap¬ 
parently about thirty, and most superbly attired. Her 
manner was marked by great apathy to all around 
her, and by a complete indifference to the prepara¬ 
tions which for the first time met her eye. From this 
circumstance an impression was given that she might 
be under the iniiuence of opium; and in conformity 
with the declared intention of the European officers 
present to interfere should any coercive measures be 
adopted by the Brahmins or relatives, two medical 
officers were requested to give their opinion on the 
subject. They both agreed that she was quite free 
from any influence calculated to induce torpor or in¬ 
toxication. 

Captain Burnes then addressed the woman, desiring 
to know whether the act she was about to perform 
were voluntary or enforced, and assuring her that, 
should she entertain the slightest reluctance to the 
fulfilment of her vow, he, on the part of the British 
governmeht, would guarantee the protection of her 
life and property. Her answei*was calm, herofcf and 
constant to her purpose : ‘ I die of my own free will; 
give me back my husband, a#td I will consent to live ; 
if I die not with him, the souls of seven husbands 
will condemn me !* * * 

Ere the renewal of the horrid ceremonies of death 
were permitted, again the voice of mercy, of expostu¬ 
lation, and even of intreaty was heard ; but the trial 
was vain, and the cool and collected manner with 
which the woman still declared her determination 
unalterable, chilled and startled the most courageous. 
Physical pangs evidently excited no fears in her; her 
singular creed, the customs of her country, and her 
sense of conjugal duty, excluded from her mind the 
natural emotions of personal dread; and never did 
martyr to a true cause go to the stake with more con¬ 
stancy and firmness, than did this delicate and gentle 
woman prepare to become the victim of a deliberate 
sacrifice to the demoniacal tenets of her heathen creed. 
Accompanied by the officiating Brahmin, the widow 
walked seven times round the pyre, repeating the 
usual mantras, or prayers, strewing rice and coories 
on the ground, and sprinkling water from her hand 
over the bystanders, who believe this to be effica¬ 
cious in preventing disease and in expiating com¬ 
mitted sins. She then removed her jewels, and pre¬ 
sented them to her relations, saying a few words to 
each with a calm soft smile of encouragement an4 
hope. The Brahmins then presented her with a lighted 
torch, bearing which, 

< Fresh as a flower just blown, 

And warm with 110? her youthful pulses playing/ 
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she stepped through the fatal door, and sat within ever, proved a temptation too strong for the virtue of 
the pile. The body of hor husband, wrapped in rich the viceroy, who, gradually fortning for himself fPfarty 
kiuk&ub, was then carried seven times round the pile, among the leading men of the country, at length com- 
and finally laid across her knees. Thorns and grass niunicated to the common people the intelligence that 
were piled over the door; and again it was insisted Sultan H assail was no more, and quietly seated him- 
that free space should be left, as it was hoped the self on the vacant throne. Sultan Ilaaaan return- 
poor victim might yet relent, and rush from her fiery ing shortly afterwards from his pilgrimage, and, fortu- 
prison to the protection so freely offered. The com- natcly for himself, still in disguise, learned, as he ap- 
man<l was readily obeyed; the strength of a child proached his capital, the news of his own death and 
would have sufficed to burst the frail barrier which the usurpation of his minister; finding, on further 
confined her, and a breathless pause succeeded ; bu inquiry, the party of the usurper to be too strong to 
the woman’s constancy was faithful to the last. No! render an immediate disclosure prudent, lie preserved 
a sigh broke the death-like silence of the crowd, unti his incognito, and soon became known in Cairo as the 
a slight smoke, curling from the summit of the pyre, wealthiest of her merchants; nor did it excite any 
and then a tongue of flame darting with bright and surprise when he announced his pious intention of 
lightning-like rapidity into the clear blue sky, told us devoting a portion of liis gains to the erection of a 
that the sacrifice was completed. Fearlessly had this spacious mosque. The work proceeded rapidly under 
courageous woman fired the pile, and not a groan had the spur of the great merchant's gold, and, on at** corn- 
betrayed to us the moment when her spirit fled. A pletion, he solicited the honour of the sultan’s pre¬ 
sight of the flame a fiendish shout of exultation ren sence at the ceremony of naming it. Anticipatilfg i 
the air; the tom-toms sounded, the people clappcc the gratification of hearing his,own iiAhic^ bestowed I 
their hands with delight as the evidence of then upon it, the usurped accepted the invitation, and at 
murderous work burst on their view, whilst the Eng- the appointed hour the building was filldd by him and 


lish spectators of this sad scene withdrew, bearing 
deep compassion in their hearts, to philosophise as 
best they might on a custom so fraught with horror, 
so incompatible with reason, and so revolting to 
| human sympathy. The pile continued to burn for 
| three hours; but, from its form, it is supposed that 
| almost immediate suffocation must have terminated 
the sufferings of the unhappy victim. 

First Impressions and Studies from Nature in 77m- 
dostan , by Lieutenant Thomas Bacon, two volumes, 
1837, is a more lively but carelesslv-writteu work, 

I with good sketches of scenery, buildings, pageants, 

| &c. The Hon. Mountstuaiit Eluhinstosk, in 
i 1842, gave an account of the kingdom of Culm!, 

! and its dependencies in Persia, Tartary, and In¬ 
dia; and A Narrative of Various Journeys in lieloo- 
chistan, Affijhanistan, and the Punjauh , by Ciiarlkh 
Masson, Ksq. describes with considerable anima¬ 
tion the author’s residence in those countries, the 
native chiefs, and personal adventures with the va¬ 
rious tribes from 182*5 to 1838. Mu C. 1\. Baynes, 
a gentleman in the Madras civil service, published 
in 1843 Notes and Reflections during a Ramble in the 
East , an Overland Journey to India, &c. His re¬ 
marks are just and spirited, and his anecdotes and 
descriptions lively and entertaining. 

[Remark by an Arab ChiefJ] 

An Arab chieftain, one of the most powerf ul of the 
princes of the de«ert, had corne to behold for the first 
time a steam-ship. Much attention was paid to him, 
and every facility afforded for his inspection of every 
part of the vessel. What impression the sight made 
on him it was impossible to judge. No indications 
of surprise escaped him; every muscle preserved its 
wonted calmness of expression ; and on quitting, ho 
merely observed, ‘ It is well; but you have not brought 
a man to life yet.’ 

[Legend of the Mostjnc of the Bloody Baptism at Cairo.] 

Sultan Kansan, wishing to see the world, and lay 
aside for a time the anxieties and cares of royalty, 
committed the charge of his kingdom to his favourite 
minister, and taking with him a large amount of 
treasure in money and jewels, visited several foreign 
countries in the character of a wealthy merchant. 
Pleased with his tour, and becoming interested in the 
occupation he had assumed as a disguise, he was ab¬ 
sent much longer than he originally intended, and in 
the course of a few years greatly increased his already 
large stock of wealth. His protracted absence, how- 


his most attached adherents. The ceremonies had 
duly proceeded to the time when it became necessary 
to give the name. The chief Moolah, turning to the 
supposed merchant, inquired what should by it* name ? 
‘ ( atf. it,’ he replied, ‘ the mosque of Sulta.i Hassnn.’ 
All started at the mention of this name ; and the 
questioner, as though not believing he could hare 
heard aright, or to afford an opportunity of correcting 
what might be a mistake, repented his demand. * (’all 
it/ again cried he, ‘ the mosque of me, Sultan II assail 
and throwing off his disguise, the legitimate sultan 
stood revealed before his traitorous servant. He haul 
no time for reflection: simultaneously with the dis¬ 
covery, numerous trap-doors, leading to extensive 
vaults, which had been prepared for the purpose, were 
flung open, and a multitude of armed men issuing 
from them, terminated at once the reign and life of 
the usurper. His followers were mingled in the 
slaughter, and Sultan llassau wa* once more in pos¬ 
session of the throne of his fathers. 

The recent war in Afghanistan, and the occupa¬ 
tion of the Sinde territory by the British, have given 
occasion to various publications, among which are, 
a History of the HVn in Afghanistan, by Mn 0. Nash ; 
Five Years in India, by 11. (I. Fane, Esq. late aid- 
de-camp to the commander-in-chicf; Narrative of the 
Campaign of the. Army oj the Indus in Sinde and Cabal, 
by JVI r K. H. Kennedy ; Scenes and Adventures in Af¬ 
ghanistan , by Mr W. Taylor; Letters , by Colonel 
Dkn.mk ; Personal Observations oh Sinde, by ('attain 
T. Post a ns ; Military Operations at Cabal, with a 
Journal of Imprisonment in Affghanistan, by Lieu¬ 
tenant Vincent Eyre; A Journal of the Disasters 
in Af ghanistan, by LapycSalk, &c, These works 
were all published in 1842 or 1843, and illustrate a 
calamitous portion of British history. 

Of China we have the history of the two em¬ 
bassies—the first in 1792-94, under Lord Macartney, 
of which a copious account wa* given by Sir Georoe 
Staunton, one of the commissioner*. Further in¬ 
sinuation wa* afforded by Sin John Barrow’s 
Travels in China, published in 1806, and long our 
most valuable w ork on that country'. The second 
embassy, headed by Lord Amherst, in 1816 , was re¬ 
corded by Henry Ellis, Esq. third commissioner, 
in a work in two volumes (1818), and by 1>R Abel, 
a gentleman attached to the embassy. On© circum¬ 
stance connected with this embassy occasioned some 
speculation and amusement The ambassador was 
required to perform the ho-tou, or act of prostration, 
nine times repeated, with the head knocked against 
the ground. Lord Amherst and Mr Efiis were in. 
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dined to lmve yielded this point of ceremony *, but 
Sir George Staunton ana the other members of the 
Canton mission took the most decided part on the 
other tide. The result of their deliberations was a 
determination against the performance of the ko-tou, 
and the emperor at last consented to admit them 
upon their own terms, which consisted hr kneeling 
upon a siuglo knee. The embassy went to rekin, 
and were ushered into an ante-chamber of the im¬ 
perial palace. 

[Arne at Pekin, Described ly Mr Ellis."] 

Mandarins of all buttons* were in waiting; Hevcrul 
rincoM of the blood, distinguished by clear ruby 
uttous and round flowered badges, were among them : 
the silence, and a certain air of regularity, marked 
the immediate presence of the sovereign. The small 
apartment much out of repair, into which we were 
hufidlod, now\viIncased a scene I believe unparalleled 
in the history Sf even Vricntal diqjomacy. Lord Am¬ 
herst had scarcely taken his seat, when Chung de¬ 
livered a mcsrtdfce from Ho (Koong-yay), stating that 
the einjK’ror wished to sec the ambassador, his son, 
and the commissioners^imhiediately. Much surprise 
was naturally expressed ; the previous arrangement 
for the eighth of the Chinese month, r. period certainly 
much too rally for comfort, was adverted to, and the 
utter impossibility of his excellency appearing in bis 
present state of fatigue, inanition, and deficiency of 
every necessary equipment, was strongly urged. Chang 
was very unwilling to be the 1 nearer of this answer, 
but was finally obliged to consent. During this time 
the room had* tilled with spectator* of all ages and 
ranks, who rudely pressed upon ns to gratify their 
brutal curiosity, for such it may be called, as they 
swnied to regard us rather ms wild beasts than mere 
strangers of the same species with themselves. Some 
other messages were interchanged between the Koong- 
yay ami I*nrd Amherst, who, in addition to the rea¬ 
sons already given, stated the indecorum and irre¬ 
gularity of his appearing without his credentials. In 
his reply to this it was said, that in the proposed 
audience the emperor merely wished to see the am¬ 
bassador, and hau no intention of entering upon busi¬ 
ness. Lord Amherst having persisted in expressing 
the inadmissibility of the proposition, and in trans¬ 
mitting through the Knong-vay a humble request 
to his imperial majesty that he would be graciously 
pleased to wait till to-morrow\#Chai»g ami another 
mandarin finally proposed that his excellency should 
go over to the Koong-yay** apartments, from whence 
a reference might lx* made to the emperor. Lord 
Amherst having alleged bodily illness as one of the 
reasons for declining the audience, readily saw that 
if he went to the Koong-yay, this plea, which to 
the Chinese (though now scarcely admitted) was in 
general the most forcible, woftd cease to avail him, 
positively declined compliance. This produced a 
visit from the Koong-yay, who, too much interested 
and agitated to heed ceremony, stood by Lord Am¬ 
herst, and used every argument to induce him to 
obey the emperor*# commands. Among other topics 
he used that of being received with our own ceremony, 
using the Chinese words, 4 ne mun tih lee*—your own 
ceremony. All proving ineffectual, with some rough¬ 
ness, but under pretext of friendly violence, he laid 
hand* upon Lord Amherst, to take him from the 
room { another mandarin followed his example. Hifl 
lordship, with great firmness and dignity of manner, 
shook them oil, declaring that nothing but the ex¬ 
tremes* violence should induce him to <piit that room 
for any other place but the residence assigned to him; 

* The buttons, in the order of their rank, are as fallow* 
ruby red, worked ooral, smooth coral, pale blue, dark blue, 

crystal, ivory, and gold. 


adding that he was so overcome by fatigue and bodily 
illness as absolutely to require repose. Lord Am¬ 
herst further pointed out the gross insult he had 
already received, in having been exposed to the in¬ 
trusion and indecent curiosity of crowds, who appeared 
to view him rather as a wild beast than the represen¬ 
tative of a powerful sovereign. At all events, he 
in treated the Koong-yay to submit his request to his 
imperial majesty, who, ho felt confident, would, in 
consideration of his illness and fatigue, dispense with 
his immediate appearance. The Koong-yay then 
pressed Lord Amherst to come to his apartments, 
alleging that they were cooler, mare convenient, and 
more private. This Lord Amhers^ declined, saying, 
that he was totally unfit for any place hut his own 
residence. The Koong-yay having failed in his at¬ 
tempt to persuade hint, left the room for the purpose 
of taking the emperor's pleasure upon the subject. 

During his absence an elderly man, whose dress 
ami ornaments bespoke him a prince, 1 *' was particu¬ 
larly inquisitive in his inspection of our persons and ; 
inquiries, llis chief object seemed to be to commu¬ 
nicate with Sir George Staunton, as the person who 
had been with the former embassy; but Sir George 
very prudently avoided any intercourse with him. 

It is not easy to describe the feelings of annoyance 
produced by the conduct of the Chinese, both public 
and individual: of the former I shall speak here¬ 
after ; of the latter 1 can only say that nothing could j 
be more disagreeable and indecorous. 

A message arrived soon after the Koong-yay’s quit- , 
ting the room, to say that the emperor dispensed with 
(the ambassador’s attendance ; that he had further 
Keen pleased to direct his physician to afford to his* 
excellency every medical assistance that his illness 
might require. The Koong-yay himself soon followed, 
and his excellency proceeded to the carriage. The 
Koong-yay not disdaining to clear away the crowd, 
the whip was used bv him to all persons indiscrimi¬ 
nately ; buttons were no protection; and however 
indecorous, according to our notions, the employment 
might be for a man of his rank, it could not have 
been in better hands. 

• • 

Lord Amherst was generally condemned for re¬ 
fusing the proffered audience. The emperor, in dis¬ 
gust, ordered them instantly <b set out for Canton, 
which was accordingly done. This embassy made 
scarcely any addition to our knowledge of China. Mr 
John Francis Davis, late chief superintendent in 
China, has published two interesting works, which j 
give a full account of this singular people, so far as 
known to European visitors. These are, tsketehei of 
China , partly during an Inland Journey of Pour 
Months between Pekin, Nankin, and Canton ; and 
The Chinese: a General Description of the Empire 
of China and its Inhabitants . The latter work WHS 
published in 1836, but has sine?been enlarged, and 
the history of British intercourse brought up to the 
present time. Mr Davis resided twenty years at 
Canton, is fierfvct in the peculiar language of China, 
and has certainly seen more of its inhabitants than 
any other English author. The Journal of Three Voy¬ 
ages along the Coast of China , in 1831, 1832, and 1833, 
by Mr G i t zl a i f, a German, is also a valuable work. 
The contraband trade in opium formed a memorable 
era in the history of Chinese commerce. It was 
carried on to a great extent with the Hong mer¬ 
chants ; but in 1834, after the monopoly of the East 
India Company had been abolished, our government 
appointed Lord Napier to proceed to Canton, as 
special superintendent, to adjust all disputed ques¬ 
tions among the merchants, and to form regulations 
with the provincial authorities. The Chinese, always 
jealous of foreigners, and looking upon mercantile 

* They are distinguished by round badges. 
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employments as degrading, insulted our superin* 
tendent) hostilities took place, and trade was sus¬ 
pended. Lord Napier took his departure amidst 
circumstances of insult and confhsion, and died on 
the llth of October 1884. The functions of super¬ 
intendent devolved on Mr Davis. ‘The Chinese, 
emboldened by the pacific temperament of our 
government, proceeded at length to the utmost 
extent; and not satisfied with imprisoning and 
threatening the lives of the whole foreign commu¬ 
nity, laid also violent hands on the British repre¬ 
sentative himself* claiming, as the purchase of his 
freedom, the delivery of the whole of the opium 
then in the Chinese waters—property to the amount 
of upwards of two millions sterling. After a dose 
imprisonment of two months’ duration, during which 
period our countrymen were deprived of many of 
the necessaries of life, and exposed repeatedly, as 
in a pillory, to the gaze and abuse of the mob, no 
resource was left but to yield to the bold demands 
of the Chinese, relying with confidence on their 
nation for support and redress: nor did they rely 
in vain ; for immediately the accounts of the aggres¬ 
sion reached London, preparations commenced for 
the Chinese expedition.’* After two years of irre¬ 
gular warfare, a treaty of peace and friendship 
between the two empires was signed on board her 
majesty’s ship Cornwallis, on the 29tli of August 
1842. This expedition gave rise to various publi- 
eatious#**Loui> Jocelyn wrote a lively and inte¬ 
resting narrative, entitled Six Months with the 
Chinese Expedition ; and Commander J. Elliot 
Bingham, R.N. a Narrative of the Expedition to 
China . Two Years In China, by D. Maciherson, 
M.D. relates the events of the campaign from its 
formation in April 1840 to the treaty of j>cace in 
1842. Doings in China , by Lieutenant Alexander 
Murray, illustrates the social habits of the Chinese. 
Hie Last 1C ear in China , to the Peace of Nankin , by 
a Field Officer, consists of extracts from letters 
written to the author's private friends. The Closing 
Events of the Campaign in China, by Captain G. G. 
Loc*h, 1LN. is one* of the best books which the ex¬ 
pedition called forth. 

[Chinese Ladies ’ Feet.] 

[Prom Captain Bingham's Narrative.] 

During our stay we made constant trips to the sur¬ 
rounding islands ; in one of which—at Tea Island— 
we had a good opportunity of minutely examining the 
far-famed little female feet. 1 had been purchasing 
a pretty little pair of satin shoes for about half a dol¬ 
lar, at one of the Chinese farmers’ houses, where we 
were surrounded by several men, women, and chil¬ 
dren. By signs we expressed a wish to see the pied 
mignon of a really gpod-looking woman of the party. 
Our signs were quickly understood, but, probably from 
her being a matron, it was not considered quite eotnme 
ilfaut for her to comply with our desire, as she would 
not consent to show us her foot; but a very pretty in¬ 
teresting girl of about sixteen was placed on a stool 
for the purpose of gratifying our curiosity. At first 
she was very bashful, and appeared not to like expos¬ 
ing her Cinderella-like slipper, but the shine of a new 
and very bright ‘ loopee’ soon overcame her delicacy, 
when she commenced unwinding the upper bandage 
which passes round the leg, and over a tongue that 
comes up from the heeL The shoe was then removed, 
and the second bandage taken off, which did duty for 
a Stocking; the turns round the toes and ankles being 
very tight, and keeping all in place. On the naked 
foot being exposed to view, we were agreeably sur¬ 
prised by finding it delicately white and clean; for we 
fully expected to have found it otherwise, from the 
* Maepbemm’g«Two Yew* in China’ 


known habits of most of tl^e Chinese. The leg from 
the knee downwards was much wasted; the foot ap¬ 
peared as if broken up at the instep, while the four 
small toes were bent fiat and pressed down under the 
foot, the great toe only being allowed to retain its na¬ 
tural position. By the brewing of the instep a high 
arch is formed between the heel and the toe, enabling 
the individual to step with them on an even surface; 
in this resjiect materially differing from the Canton 
and Macao ladies; for with them the instep is not 
interfered with, but a very high heel is substituted, 
thus bringing tho point of tho great toe to the ground. 
When our Canton compradore was shown a Chusan 
shoe, the exclamation was, 4 He yaw ! how eau walkee 
so fashion V nor would he be convinced that such was 
the case. The toes, doubled under the foot I have 
been describing, could only be moved by the hand 
sufficiently to show that they were Hot actually grown 
into the foot. 1 have often been astouUhdd at seeing 
how well the women contrived to walu on their tiny 
petfcstuU, Their gait is not unlike the liLle mincing 
walk of the French ladies; they were ejustanlly to be 
seen going about without the aid of any stick, and l 
have often seen them at Macao contending against a 
fresh breeze with a tolerably good-sized umbrella 
spread. The little children, as they scrambled away 
bof)re us, balanced themselves with ttypir anus ex¬ 
tended, and reminded one much of an old hen between 
walking and flying. All the women I saw about Chu¬ 
san had small feet. It is a general characteristic of 
true Chinese descent ; and there cannot be a greater 
mistake than to suppose that it is confined to the 
higher orders, though it may be true that they take 
more pains to compress the foot to the* smallest possible 
dimensions than the lower classes do. High and low, 
rich and poor, all more or less follow the custom ; «M 
when you see a large or natural-sized foot, you may 
depend upon it the possessor is not of true Chinese 
blood, hut is either of Tartar extraction, or belongs to 
the tribes that live and have their being on tho j 
waters. The Tartar ladies, however, are falling into j 
this Chinese habit of distortion, as the accompanying 
edict of the enq>ernr proves. * For know, good people, 
you must not dress as you like in China. Y'ou must 
follow the customs and habits of vour ancestors, and 
wear your winter and summer clothing ns the empe¬ 
ror or one of the six boards shall direct.’ If this were 
the custom in England, how beneficial it would be to 
our pockets, and det| ; mental to the tailors and milli¬ 
ners. Let us now see what the emperor says about little 
feet, on finding that they tvere coming into vogue 
among the undeformed daughter* of the Mantchows. 
Not only does he attack the little feet, but the large 
Chinese sleeves which were creeping into fashion at 
court. Therefore, to check these misdemeanours, the 
usual Chinese remedy was resorted to, and a flaming 
edict launched, denotAcing them; threatening the 
‘heads of the families with degradation and punish¬ 
ment if they did not put a stop to such gran ille¬ 
galities and his celestial majesty further goes oti 
arid tells the fair ones, 1 that by persisting in their vul¬ 
gar habits, they will debar themselves from the possi¬ 
bility of being selected as ladies of honour for the in¬ 
ner palace at the approaching presentation I* How 
far this had the desired effect I cannot say. When 
the children begiu to grow, they suffer excruciating 
pain, but as they advance in years, their vanity is 
played upon by being assured that they would be ex¬ 
ceedingly ugly with large feet. Thus they am per¬ 
suaded to put up with what they consider a necessary 
evil; but the children are remarkably patient under 
ain. A poor little child about five year# old wo# 
rought to our surgeon, haring been most dreadfully 
scalded, part of its dress adhering to the skin. D*ir- 
ing the painful operation of removing the linen, it 
only now and then said * he-yaw, he-yaw.* 
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CAPTAIN BASIL HALL. 

The embassy of Lord Amherst to China was, as 
We hare related, comparatively a failure; but the 
return voyage was rich both in discovery yid in ro¬ 
mantic interest The voyage was made, not along 
the coast of China, but by Corea and the Loo-Choo 
islands, and accounts of it were published in 1818 
by Mr Macleod, surgeon of the Alceste, and by Cap¬ 
tain Basil Hall of the Lyra. The work of the 
latter was entitled An Account of a Voyage of Disco¬ 
very to the West Coast of Corea, and the Great Loo - 
Cftoo Island . In the course of this voyage it was 
found that a great part of what had been laid down 
in the maps as part of Corea consisted of an im¬ 
mense archipelago of small islands. The number of 
these wa^beyond calculation; and during a sail of 
upwards of one hundred miles, the sea continued 
I closely stujjdefl with them. From one lofty point a 
! hundred and twenty appeared ifi sight, some with 
waving woods*and green verdant valleys. Loo-Choo, 

| however, was the most important, and by far the 
most interesting of tjjg parts touched upon by the 
expedition. There the strange spectacle was pre¬ 
sented of a people ignorant equally jf the use of fire¬ 
arms aiul tlft* use of money, living in a state of pri- 
| mittvc seclusion and happiness such as resembles 
the dreams of poetry rather than the realities of mo¬ 
dern lift*. 

Captain Basil Hall lias since distinguished him¬ 
self by the composition of other books of travels, 
written with delightful ease, spirit, and picturesque- 
ness. The first of these consists of Extracts from a 
Journal Writtenon the Coasts of ('hill, Peru,and Mexico, 
Wing the result of his observations in those countries 
in 1821 and )$22. South America had, previous to 
this, been seldom visited, and its countries were also 
greater objects of curiosity and interest from their 
political condition, on the point of emancipation from 
Spain. The next work of Captain Hull was Travels 
in North America, in 1827 and 1828, wriMfn in a 
more ambitious strain than his former publications, 
and containing sonic excellent descriptions and re¬ 
marks, mixed up with political disquisitions. This 
was followed by Fragments of Voyages and Tra¬ 
vels , addressed ehieflv to young persons, in three 
small volumes; which were so favourably received 
that a second, and afterwards ft third series, each in 
three volumes, were given to the public. A further 
collection of these observations on foreign society, 
scenery, and manners, was published by Captain 
Hall in 1842, ivlso in three volumes, under the title 
of Patchwork. 

MR H. I). jftoLltf. 

One of the most cheerful and unaffected of tourists 
and travellers, with a strong love of nature and a 
poetical imagination, was Mr Henry David Incus, 
who died in March 1835, at the early age of forty. 
Mr Inglis was the son of a Scottish advocate. He 
was brought up to commercial pursuits, hut his pas¬ 
sion for literature, and for surveying the grand and 
beautiful in art and nature, overpowered his busi¬ 
ness habits, and led him at once to travel and to 
j write. Diffident of success, he assumed the nom de 
guerre of Derwent Conway, and under this disguise 
)ie published The T ales of Ardennes ; Solitary Walks 
through Many Lands ; Travels in Norway , Sweden, and 
Denmark* 1829 ; and Switzerland* the South of France , 
and the Pyrenees in 1830, 1831. The two latter works 
were included in Constable’s Miscellany, and were 
deservedly popular. Mr Inglis was then engaged as 
editor of a newspaper at Chesterfield ? but tiring of 


this, he again repaired to tlift continent, and visited 
the Tyrol and Spain. Hla travels in both countries 
were published *, and one of the volumes— 8pain in 
1830—is the best of all his works. He next produced 
a novel descriptive of Spanish life, entitled The New 
Gil Bias , but it was unsuccessful—probably owing to | 
the very title of the work, which raised expectations, 
or suggested comparisons, unfavourable to the new 
aspirant. After conducting a newspaper for some 
time in Jersey, Mr Inglis published an account of the 
Channel Islands, marked by the easy grace and pic¬ 
turesque charm that pervade all lii§ writings. He 
next made a tour through Ireland, and wrote his 
valuable work (remarkable for impartiality no less 
than talent) entitled Ireland in 1834. His lost work 
was Travels in the Footstcjis of Don Quixote , publi hed 
in parts in the New Monthly Magazine. 


61H FRANCIS HEAD. 

Sir Francis Head has written two very lively 
and interesting books of travels— Rough Notes taken 
during some Rapid Journeys acres* the Pampas* 1820 ; 
and Bubbles f rom the Brunnens of Nassau* 1833, The 
Pampas described is an immense plain, stretching 
westerly from Buenos Ayres to the feet of the Andes. 
The following extract illustrates the graphic style of 
Sir Francis:— 

[Description of the Pampas,'] 

The great plain, or Pampas, on the east of the Cor¬ 
dillera, is about nine hundred miles in breadth, and 
the part which 1 have visited, though under the same \ 
latitude, is divided into regions of different climate j 
and produce. On leaving Buenos Ayres, the first of j 
these regions is covered for one hundred and eighty j 
miles with clover and thistles; the second region, 
which extends for four hundred and fifty miles, pro¬ 
duces long grass ; and the third region, which reaches 
the ba.se of the Cordillera, is a grove of low trees and 
shrubs. The second and third of these regions hare 
nearly the same appearance throughout the yea r* for 
the trees and shrubs are evergreens, and the immense 
plain of grass only changes its colour from green to 
brown ; but the first region varies with the four sea¬ 
sons of the year in a most extraordinary manner. In 
winter the leaves of the thistles are large and luxu¬ 
riant, and the whole surface of the country has the 
rough appearance of a turnip-field. The clover in this 
season is extremely rich and strong; and the sight of 
the wild cattle grazing in full liberty on such pasture 
is very beautiful. In spring the clover has vanished, 
the leaves of the thistles have extended along the 
ground, and the country still looks like a rough crop 
of turnips. In less than a month the change is most 
extraordinary : the whole region becomes a luxuriant 
wood of enormous thistles, which have suddenly shot up 
to a height of ten or eleven feet, and ore ail in ftifl 
bloom. The road or path is hemmed in on both sides ; 
the view is completely obstructed; not on animal is 
to be seen ; and the stems of the thistles are so close 
to each other, and so strong, that, independent of the 
prickles with which they are armed, they form an im¬ 
penetrable barrier. The sudden growth of these plants 
is quite astonishing; and though it would be an un¬ 
usual misfortune in military history, yet it is really 
possible that an invading array, unacquainted With 
this country, might be imprisoned by these thistles 
before it had time to escape from them. The summer 
is not over before the scene undergoes another rapid 
change: the thistles suddenly lose their sap and ver¬ 
dure, their heads droop, the leaves shrink and fade, 
the steins become black and dead, and they remain 
rattling with the breese one against another, until tfc* 
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violence of the pampero or hurricane levels them 
with the ground, where they rapidly decompose am* 
disap p ea r— the clover rushes up, and the scene i 
again verdant. 

M. SIMOND. 

M. Simond, a French author, who, by familiarity 
with our language and country, wrote in English as 
well as in his native tongue, published in 1822 a 
work in two volumes— Switzerland ; or a Journal of 
a Tour and Residence in that Country in the Years 
1817, 1818, ana 1819. M. Simond had previously 
written a similar^ work on Great Britain, and both 
are far superior to the style of ordinary tourists. 
We subjoin his account of a 

[Swiss Mountain and Avalanche.’] 

After nearly five hours’ toil, we reached a chalet or 
the top of the mountain (the Wingernalp). This 
summer habitation of the shepherds was still unoc¬ 
cupied; for the snow having been unusually' deep last 
winter, and the grass, till lately covered, being still 
very short, the cows have not ventured so high. Here 
we resolved upon a halt, and having implements for 
striking fire, a few dry sticks gave us a cheerful bla/t 
in the open air. A pail of cream, or at least of very 
rich milk, was brought up by the shepherds, with a 
kettle to make coffee and afterwards boil the milk ; 
very large wooden spoons or ladles answered the pur¬ 
pose of cups. The stock of provisions we hat! brought 
was spread upon the very low roof of the chalet, being 
the best station for our re pas rhampetir , as it afforded 
dry seats sloping conveniently towards the prospect. 
We had then before ns the Jungfrau, the two Eigers, 
and some of the highest summits in the Alps, shooting 
up from an uninterrupted level of glaciers of more 
than two hundred square miles; and although placed 
ourselves four thousand five hundred feet above the 
lake of Thun, and that lake one thousand seven hun¬ 
dred and eighty feet above the sea, the mighty ram¬ 
part rose still six thousand feet above our head. Be¬ 
tween us and the Juftgfrau the desert valley of Trmn- 
latenthal formed a deep trench, into which avalanches 
fell, with scarcely a qu/rtcr of an hour’s interval be¬ 
tween them, followed by a thundering noise continued 
along the whole range ; not, however, a reverberation 
of sound, for echo is mute under the universal wind¬ 
ing-sheet of snow, but a prolongation of sound, in con¬ 
sequence of the successive rents or fissures forming 
themselves when some large section of the glacier 
slides down one step. 

We sometimes saw a blue line suddenly drawn 
across a field of pure white; then another above it, 
and another ail parallel, and attended each time with 
a loud crash like canjym, producing together the effect 
of long-protracted peals of thunder. At other times 
some portion of the vast field of snow, or rather snowy 
ice, gliding gently away, exposed to view a new sur¬ 
face of purer white than the first, and the cast-off 
drapery gathering in long folds, either fell at once 
down the precipice, or disappeared behind some inter* 
veiling ridge, which the sameness of colour rendered 
invisible, and was again seen soon after in another 


the thundering crash which followed. I must own, 
that while we shut our ears, the mere sight might 
dwindle down to the effect of a fall of snow from the 
roof of a house; hut when the potent sound was heard 
along the whole range of many miles, when the time 
of awful suspense between the fall and the crash was 
measured, the imagination, taking flight, outstripped 
all bounds at once, and went beyond the mighty reality 
| # itself. It would be difficult to say where the creative 
powers of imagination stop, even the coldest; for our 
common feelings—our grossest sensations—are infi¬ 
nitely indebted to them ; and man, w ithout his fancy, 
would not have the energy of the dullest animal. Yet 
we feel more pleasure and more pride in the conscious¬ 
ness of another treasure of the breast, which tames the 
flight of this same imagination, and brings it back to 
sober reality and plain truth. 

When vve first approach the Alps, their bulk, 
their stability, and duration, compared to our own in¬ 
considerable size, fragility, npd shortness of days, 
strikes our imuginfttion with terror; wHUe reason, 
unappalled, measuring these masses, calculating their 
elevation, analysing their substance, finds in them 
only a little inert matter, scarcely forming a wrinkle 
>n the face of our earth, that fhirth an inferior planet 
in the solar system, and that system one only among 
myriads, placed at distances whose ver# incommen¬ 
surability is in a manner measured. What, again, 
are those giants of the Alps, and their duration—those 
revolving worlds—that space—the universe—compared 
to the intellectual faculty capable of bringing the 
whole fabric into the compass of a single thought, 
where it is all curiously and accurately delineated! 
How superior, again, the exercise of that faculty, when, 
rising from effects to causes, and judging by analogy 
of things as yet unknown by those we know, we ar£ 
taught to look into futurity for a la tter state of exis- 
cneo, and in the hope itself find new reason to hope! 

We were -howii an inaccessible shelf of rock on the 
west side of the Jungfrau, upon which a bimmergeyer 
the Vulture of lambs) once alighted with an infant it 
tad carnal away from the village of Murreii, situated 
ibove the Staubbach : some red scraps, remnants of 
lie child's clothes, were for years observed, says the 
radition, on the fatal spot. 


MAHQriS OF LONDONDERRY—MR JOHN HARROW— 

REV. MR YEXAHLEM. 

( 

Since the publication of Dr Clarke'# first volume, 
n which he gave a view* of Russia, that vast and in 
many respect* interesting country luvs been visited 
by various Englishmen, w ho have given their obser¬ 
vations upon it to the world. Amongst the books 
bus produced, one of the most amusing is Recollec - 
dons of a Tour in the Nqyth of Europe, 1838, by the 
Marquis of Londonderry, whose rank and poli- 
icttl character w ere the means of introducing him 
o many circles closed to other tourists. Mn John 
Barrow, junior, son of the gentleman already men- 
ioned as author of a w'ork on Chino, and who has, 
during the last few' years, devoted some portion of 
bis time to travelling, is the author, betides works 
n Ireland and on Iceland, of Excursions in the North 


direction t shooting out of some narrow channel a cata¬ 
ract of white dust, which, observed through a tele¬ 
scope, was, however, found to be composed of broken 
fragments of ice or compact snow, many of them suffi¬ 
cient to overwhelm a village, if there had been any in 
the valley where they fell. Seated on the chalet’s 
roof, the ladies forgot they were cold, wet, bruised, 
and hungry, and the cup of smoking cafe au lait stood 
still in their hand while waiting in breathless sus¬ 
pense for the next avalanche* wondering equally at 
the death-Uke silence intervening between each, and 


f Europe ., through parts of Russia, Finland, frc. 
834. He is invariably found to be a cheerful and 
ntelligent companion, without attempting to be 
ery profound or elaborate on any subject domestic 
Scenes in Russia , by the Rev. Mr Venables, 1889, 
an unpretending but highly interesting view of 
:he interior life of the country. Mr Venables was 
married to a Russian lady, and he went to pass a 
winter with her relations, when he had an oppor- 
unity of seeing the daily life and social habits of 
he people. We give a few descriptive sentences:— 
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[Russian Peasants* Houses.] 

These houses are in general extremely warm and 
substantial; they are built, for the most part, of un- 
squared logs of deal laid one upon another, and 
firmly secured at the corners where the ends of the 
timbers cross, and are hollowed out so as^o receive 
and hold one another; they are also fastened together 
by wooden pins and uprights in the interior. The 
four corners arc supported upon largo stones or roots 
of trees, so that there is a current of air under the 
floor to preserve the timber from damp; in the win¬ 
ter, earth is piled up all round to exclude the cold ; 
the interstices between the logs are stuffed with moss 
and clay, so that no air can enter. The windows are 
very small, and are frequently cut out of the wooden 
wall after it is finished. In the centre of the house 
is a stove called a jteeck [pedidtr], which heats the 
engage to^umhuost unbearable degree ; the warmth, 
however, wliieb a Russian peasant loves to enjoy 
within doofk, is proportioned to the cold which he is j 
required to support without; his bed is the top of! 
his peeck ; and when he enters his house in the winter 
pierced with cold, he throws off his sheepskin coat, 
stretches himself on his stove, and is thoroughly 
warmed in a few' minutes. 


of the interior are valuable, for, as he remark** 

‘ even in the present day, when the passion for 
travel has become so universal, and thousands of 
miles are thought as little of as hundred* were some 
years ago, the number of Englishmen who venture 
to the south of Moscow seldom exceed* one or two 
every year.’ Mr Bremner i* a lively scene-painter, |j 
and there is great freshness and vigour about all 
his descriptions. The same author has published 
Excursions in Denmark , Norway, and Sweden, twO 
volumes, 1840. Before parting from Russia, it may 
be observed that no English book ujwn that country 
exceeds in interest A Residence on the Shorts qf me 
Baltic , Described in a Series of Lexers (1841), being 
more particularly an account of the Estonians, whose 
simple character and habits afford a charming pic¬ 
ture. This delightful book is understood to be from 
the pen of a young lady named Rigby. 

The most observant and reflecting of all the writ¬ 
ing travellers of our age is undoubtedly Mr Samuel 
Laing, a >ounger brother of the author of the His* 
torv of Scotland during the seventeenth century. 
This gentleman did not begin to publish till a mature ; 
period of life, his first work Wng a Resilience in : 
Norway, and the second a Tour in Sweden, both of j 
which abound in valuable statistical facts and well- ! 


[Pmjdoi/ments of the People.] 

The riches of the Russian gentleman lie in the 
labour of bis serfs which it in hi* study to turn to 
good account; and he is the more urged to this, since 
the law which compels the peasant to work for him, j 
requires him to maintain the peasant; if the latter j 
is found begging, the former is liable to a fine, lie * 
ij therefore a master who must always keep a certain j 
number of workmen, whether they are useful to him : 
or not; and as every kind of agricultural ami out- j 
door employment is at a stand-still during the win- 
ter, he naturally turns to the establishment of a | 
manufactory as a means of employing his peasants, j 
tuid us a source of profit to himsilf. In some cases < 
the manufactory is at work only during the winter, 
and the people are employed in the summer in agri¬ 
culture ; though, beyond what is necessary for home 
consumption, this is but an unprofitable trade in most 
parts of' this empire, from the badness of roads, the 
paucity and distance of markets, and the consequent 
difficulty in selling produce. 

The alternate employment of*the same man in the 
field ami in the factory, which would be attempted j 
in most countries with little success, is here rendered 
practicable and easy by the versatile genius of the 
Russian peasant, one of whose leading national 
characteristics is a general capability of turning his 
hand to any kind of work which he may be required 
to undertake. He will plough to-day, weave to-mor¬ 
row, help to build a house*the third day, and the 
fourth, if his master needs an extra coachman, be 
will mount the box and drive four horses abreast as 
though it were his daily occupation. It is probable 
that none of these operations, except, perhaps, the last, 
will be as well performed as in a country' where the 
division of labour is more thoroughly understood. 
They will all, however, be sufficiently well done to 
serve the turn—a favourite phrase in Russia. These 
people are a very ingenious race, but perseverance is 
wanting; and though they will carry many arts to a 
high degree of excellence, they will generally stop 
short of the point of perfection, and it will be long 
before their manufactures can rival the finish and 
durability of English goods. 

Excursions in the Interior of Russia, by Robert 
Bremner, Esq. two volumes, 1839, it a very spirited 
and graphic narrative of a short visit to Russia 
during tie autumn of 1836. The author’s sketches 


digested information. Mr Laing resided two years j 
in different parts of Norway', and concluded that j 
the Norwegians were the happiest people in Europe, j 
Their landed property is so extensively diffused in ! 
small estates, that out of a population of a million | 
there are about 41,C56 proprietors. There is no ! 
law of primogeniture, yet the estates are not sub- i 
divided into minute possessions, but average from 
forty to sixty acres of arable land, with adjoining 
natural wood and pasturage. 

* The Bonder, or agricultural peasantry,’ says Mr 
Laing, * each the proprietor of his own farm, occupy 
the country from the bhorc side to the hill foot, and 
up every valley or glen as far as com can grow. This 
class is the kernel of the nation. They are in general 
fine athletic men, as their properties are not so large 
to exempt them from work, but large enougfi to , 
afford them and their household abundance, and even j 
superfluity, of the best food, they farm not to raise 
produce for sale, so much as to grow everything they 
eat, drink, and wear in their families. They build 
their own houses, make their own chairs, tables, 
ploughs, carts, harness, iron-work, basket-work, and 
wood-work ; in short, except window-glass, cast-iron 
ware and pottery, everything about their houses and 
furniture is of their otvn fabrication. There is not 
probably in Europe so great a population in so happy 
a condition as these Norwegian yeomanry. A body 
of small proprietors, each with his thirty or forty 
acres, scarcely exists elsew'hereein Europe; or, if it 
can be found, it is under the shadow of sonic more 
imposing body of wealthy proprietors or commercial 
men. Here they are the highest men in the nation. 

* * The settlers in the newer states of America, 

and in our colonies, possess properties of probably 
about the same extent; but they have road* to make, 
lands to clear, houses to build, and the work that 
has been doing here for a thousand years to do, before 
they can be in the same condition. These Norwegian 
proprietors are in a happier condition than those tu 
the older state* of America, because they are not so 
much influenced by the spirit of gain. They farm 
their little estates, and consume the produce, without 
seeking to barter or sell, except what is necessary 
for paying their taxes ami the few articles of luxury 
they consume. There is no money-getting spirit 
among them, and none of extravagance. They eqjoy 
the comforts of excellent house*, as good and law© as 
those of the wealthiest individuals; good faroituxe. 
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bedding, linen, clothing, feel, victuals, and drink, 
ellinabundance, and of their own providing; good 
a houseful of people who have more food 
wor k. Food, furniture, and clothing being all 
home-made, the difference in these matters between 
the family and the servant* is very small; but there 
U a perfect distinction kept up. The servants in¬ 
variably eat, sleep, and sit apart from the family 
and have generally a distinct building adjoining to 
the family house.* 

The neighbouring country of Sweden appears to 
be in a much^vorse condition, and the people are 
described as highly immoral and depraved. By the 
returns from 18 # d(5 to 1834, one person in every 
forty-nine of the inhabitants of the towns, and one 
in every one hundred and seventy-six of the rural 
population, had been punished each year for crimi¬ 
nal offences. The state of female morals, particu¬ 
larly in the capital of Stockholm, is w orse than in 
any other European state. Yet in Sweden education 
is widely diffused, and literature is not neglected. 
The nobility are described by Mr Laing as sunk in 
debt and poverty; yet the people are vain of idle 
distinctions, and the order of burgher nobility is 
I as numerous as in some of the German states. 

‘ Every man,'he says, ‘belongs to a privileged or 
licensed class or corporation, of which every member 
I is by law entitled to be secured and protected within 
his own locality from such competition or interference 
of others in the same calling as would injure his 
means of living. It is, consequently, not as with us, 
upon his industry, ability, character, and moral 
worth that the employment and daily broad of the 
tradesman, and the social influence and consideration 
of the individual, in every rank, even the highest, 
almost entirely depends; it is here, in the middle 
and lower classes, upon corporate rights and privi¬ 
leges, or upon license obtained from government; and 
in the higher, upon birth and court or government 
favour. Public estimation, gained by character and 
conduct in the several relations of life, is not a neces¬ 
sary element in the social condition even of the 
working tradesman. Like soldiers in a regiment, a 
great proportion of thj people under this social system 
derive their estimation among others, and conse¬ 
quently their own self-esteem, not from their moral 
worth, but from their professional standing and im¬ 
portance, This evil in inherent in all privileged 
classes, but is concealed or compensated in the higher, 
the nobility, military, and clergy, by the sense of 
honour, of religion, and by education. In the middle 
and lower walks of life those influences arc weaker, 
while the temptations to immorality are stronger ; and 
the placing a man’s livelihood, prosperity, and social 
consideration in his station upon other grounds than 
on his own industry and moral worth, is a demo¬ 
ralising evil in the very structure of Swedish society.* 

Mr Laing has more recently presented a volume 
entitled Notes of a Traveller , full of valuable obser¬ 
vation and thought. 

Travels in Circassia and Krim Tartar y, by Mr 
SvfcNCEit, author of a work on * Germany and the 
Germans,’ two volumes, 1837, was hailed with 
peculiar satisfaction, as affording information re¬ 
specting a brave mountainous tribe who have long 
warred with Russia to preserve their national inde¬ 
pendence. They appear to be a simple people, with 
feudal laws and customs, never intermarrying with 
any race except their own. Farther information 
was afforded of the habits of the Circassians by the 
Journal of a Residence in Circassia during the years 
1887,1888, and 1889, by Mb J. 8. Bell. This gentle¬ 
man resided in Circassia in the character of agent 
or envoy from England, which, however, was partly 


assumed. He acted also as physician, and seems 
generally to have been received with kindness and 
confidence. The population, according to Mr Bell, 
is divided into fraternities, like the tithings or 
hundreds in England during the time of the Saxons. 
Criminal offences are punished by fines levied on the 
fraternitj, that for homicide being 200 oxen. The 
guerilla warfare which the Circassians have carried 
on against Russia, marks their indomitable spirit and 
love of country, but it must, of course, retard civili¬ 
sation. 

A Winter in the Azores , find a Summer at the Baths 
of the Furnas, by .1 oskph Bullar, M.D. and John 
Bullar of Lincoln’s Inn, two volumes, 1841, fur¬ 
nish some light agreeable notices of the islands of 
the Azores, under the dominion of Portugal, from 
which they are distant about 800 miles. This 
archipelago contains about 250,000 inhabitants. St 
Michael’s is the largest town, and tiieife is a con¬ 
siderable trade in oranges bptwixtkrand England. 
About 120,000 laVge and small ehcsts'bf oranges 
were shipped for England in 1839, and 315 boxes of 
lemons. These particulars will serve to introduce 
a passage respecting 

[ 77 /< Cult! ration of tic Oranr/e 9 and (father in ff 
the Fruit.] * 

March —Accompanied Senlior B-to several 

of his orange gardens in the town. Many of the trees 
in one garden were a hundred years old, still bearing 
plentifully a highly-prized thin-skinned orange, full 
of juice and free from pip*. The thinness of the rind 
of a St Michael’s orange, and its freedom from pips, 
depend on the age of the tree. Tho young trees, when 
in full vigour, hear fruit with a thick pulpy rind add 
an abundance of seeds ; but as the vigour of the plant 
declines, the peel becomes thinner, and the seeds gra¬ 
dually diminish in number, until they disappear 
altogether. Thus, the oranges that wc esteem the 
rnoffi are the produce of barren trees, and those which 
we consider the least palatable come from plant* in 
full vigour. 

Our friend was increasing the number of his tree* 
by layers. These usually take root at the end of two 
years. They are then cut off from the parent stem, 
ami arc vigorous young trees four feet high. The 
process of raising from seed is seldom if ever adopted 
in tho Azores, on account of the very slow growth of 
the trees so raised. Such plants, however, are far 
less liable to the inroads of a worm which attacks the 
roots of the trees raised from layers, and frequently 
proves very destructive to them. The seed or * pip* of 
the acid orange, which we call Seville, with the 
sweeter kind grafted upon it, is said to produce fruit 
of the finest flavour. In one small garden eight tree* 
were pointed out wind* had borne for two successive 
years a crop of oranges which was sold for thirty 
pounds. * * 

The treatment of orange-trees in Fayal differs from 
that in St Michael’*, where, after they are planted 
out, they are allowed to grow as they please. In this 
orange-garden the branches, by means of strings and 
pegs fixed in the ground, were strained away from the 
centre into the shape of a cup, or of tho ribs of an open 
umbrella turned upside down. This allows the sun 
to penetrate, exposes the branches to a free circula¬ 
tion of air, and is said to be of uho in ripening the 
fruit. Certain it is that oranges are exported from 
Fayal several weeks earlier than they are from &t 
Michael’s; and as this cannot be attributed to greater 
warmth of climate, it may possibly be owing to the 
plan of spreading the trees to the sun. The sdtae 
precautions are taken here as in St Michael's to 
shield them from the winds; high Welle as* built 
found all the gardens, and the trees themselves are 
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lari ted among rows of fayas, firs, and camphor-trees, 
f it wore not for these precautions, the oranges 
would be blown down in such numbers a« to interfere 
with or swallow up the profits of the gardens; non© of 
the windfalls or * grflfctnd-fruit/ as the merchants 
here call them, being exported to England. * * 

Suddenly we came upon merry groups oilmen and 
boys, all busily engaged in packing oranges, in a 
square and open plot of ground. They were gathered 
round a goodly pile of the fresh fruit, sitting on heaps 
of the dry calyx-leaves of the Indian com, in which 
each orange is wrapped before it is placed in the 
boxes. Near these circles of laughing Azoreans, who 
sat at their work and kept up a continual cross-fire of 
rapid repartee as they quickly filled the orange-cases, 
were a party of children, whose business it was to pre¬ 
pare the husks for the men, who used them in pack¬ 
ing. These youngsters, who were playing at their 
work like^hcschildren of a larger growth that sat by 
their side, weffc with much difficulty kept in order by 
an elderly^nan, who snook his hind and a long stick 
whenever the)*flagged or idled. * * 

A quantity of the leaves being helped together 
near the packers, the operation began. A child 
handed to a workman*who squatted by the heap of 
fruit a prepared husk; this was rapidly snatched 
from the cM|}d, wrapped round the orange bv an#in- 
termediate workman, passed by the feeder to the next, 
who (sitting with the chest between his legs) placed 
it in the orange-box with amazing rapidity, took a 
second, and a third, and a fourth as fast as his hands 
could move and the feeders could supply him, until 
at length the chest was filled to overflowing, and wan 
ready to be nailed up. Two men then handed it to the 
carpenter, who bent over the orange-chest several thin 
boards, secured them with the willow band, pressed 
it with his naked foot ns he sawed off the ragged ends 
of the boards, and finally despatched it to the ass 
which stood ready for lading. 7’wo chests were slung 
across his back by means of cords crossed in a figure of 
eight; both were well secured by straps uudft his 
belly, the driver took his goad, prick oil Ids bea*t f and 
uttering the never-ending cry 4 Sacknaio,’ trudged off* 
to the town. 

The orange-trees in this garden cover the sides of a 
glen or ravine, like that of the Dargle, but somewhat 
less steep; they are of some age, and have lost the. 
stiff clumpy form of the younger trees. Some idea of 
the rich beauty of the scene luay be formed by irna- 

f 'ining the trees of the Dargle t»Pbe magnificent shrubs 
uaded with orange fruit, and mixed with lofty arbu¬ 
tuses— 

Groves whose rich fruit, burnished with golden rind, 

Hun# amiable, and of delicious taste. 

In one part scores of children were scattered among 
the branches, gathering fruit into small baskets, 
hallooing, laughing, practi#iliy joking, and finally 
emptying their gatherings into the larger baskets 
underneath the trees, which, when filled, were slowly 
borne away to the packing-place, and bowled out upon 
the great heap. Many large orange-trees on the steep 
•ides of the glen lay on the ground uprooted, either 
from their load of fruit, the high winds, or the weight 
of the boys, four, five, and even six of whom will 
climb the branches at the same time ; and as the soil 
is very light, and the roots are superficial (and the 
fall of a tree perhaps not unamusing), down the trees 
come. They are allowed to lie where they fall; and 
those which had evidently fallen many years ago were 
•till alive, and bearing good crops. The oranges are 
not ripe until March or April, nor are they eaten ge¬ 
nerally by the people here until that time—the boys, 
however, that pick them are marked exceptions. The 
young children of Villa Franca are now almost uni¬ 
versally of a yellow tint, ae if saturated with orange 
juice. 


Travel* in New Zealand, by Ernest Dibitembach, 
M.D. late naturalist to the. New Zealand Company 
(1843), is a valuable history of an interesting 
country, destined apparently to transmit the Eng¬ 
lish language, arts, and civilisation. Mr Dieffen* 
bach gives a minute account of the language of New 
Zealand, of which he compiled a grammar and dic¬ 
tion ary. He conceives the native population of New 
Zealand to be fit to receive the benefits of civilian* 
tion, and to amalgamate with the British colonist*. 
At the same time he believes in the practice of can* 
nibalism often imputed to the New Zealanders. 

Life in Mexico , during a Residence of Two Year* 
in that Country , by Madame Qalderon de la 
Barca, an English lady, is full of sketches of do¬ 
mestic life, related with spirit and acuteness. In 
no other work are we presented with such agreeable 
glimpses of Mexican life and manners. Letter* on 
Paraguay, and Letters on South America , by J. P. and 
W. P. Robertson, are the works of two brothers 
who resided twenty-five years in South America. 

The Narrative of the Voyages of II.M.S. Adven¬ 
ture and Beagle (1839), by Captains King and 
Fitzrot, and C. Darwin, Ef> l . naturalist of the 
Beagle, detail the various incidents which occurred 
during their examination of the southern shores of 
South America, and during the Beagle’s circumna¬ 
vigation of the globe. The account of the Pata* 
gonians in this work, and that of the natives of 
Tierra del Fuego, are both novel and interesting, 
while the geological details supplied by Mr Darwin 
possess a permanent value. 

Notes on the United States during a Phrenological 
Visit in 1839-40 have lxten published by Mr 
George Combe, in three volumes. Though attach¬ 
ing what is apt to appear an undue importance to 
his views of phrenology, Mr Combe was a sensible 
traveller. He paid particular attention to schools 
and all benevolent institutions, which he has de¬ 
scribed with care and minuteness. Among the 
matter-of-fact details and sober disquisitions in this 
work, we meet with the following romantic story. 
The author had visited the lunate asylum at Btyom- 
ingdale, where he learned this realisation of Cymon 
and Iphigenia—finer even than the version of Dry- 
den ! * 

In the course of conversation, a case was mentioned 
to me a* having occurred in the experience of a highly 
respectable physician, and which was so fully authen¬ 
ticated, that 1 entertain no doubt of its truth. The 
physician alluded to had a patient, a young man, who 
was almost idiotic from the suppression of all his facul¬ 
ties. He never spoke, and never moved voluntarily, but 
sat habitually with his hand shading his eyes. The 
physician sent him to walk as a remedial measure. In 
the neighbourhood, a beautiful#young girl of sixteen 
lived with her parents, and used to see the young 
man in his walks, and speak kindly to him. For some 
time he took no notice of her; but after meeting her 
for several months, he began to look for her, and to 
feel disappointed if she did not appear. He became 
so much interested, that he directed his steps volun¬ 
tarily to her father’s cottage, and gave her bouquets of 
flowers. By degrees he conversed with her through 
the window. Ilia mental faculties were roused; the 
dawn of convalescence appeared. The girl was vir¬ 
tuous, intelligent, and lovely, and encouraged has 
visits when she was told that she was benefiting his 
mental health. 8ho asked him if he could read and 
write t He answered, No. She wrote some lines to 
him to induce him to learn. This had the desired 
effect. He applied himself to study, and soon wrote 
good and sensible letters tohst* He recovered hie 
reason. She was married to a young man from the 
neighbouring city. Groat feme wore entertained that 
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this event would undo the good which she had ac¬ 
complished. The young patient sustained a severe 
shock, but his mind did not sink under it. lie ac¬ 
quiesced in the propriety of her choice, continued to 
improve, and at last was restored to his family cured. 
She had a child, and was soon after brought to the 
same hospital perfectly insane. The young man 
heard of this event, and was exceedingly anxious to 
see her; but an interview was denied to him, both on 
her account and his own. She died. He continued 
well, and became an active member of society. What 
a beautiful rorqpnce might be founded on this nar¬ 
rative ! 

America, Historical , Statistical , and Jkscriptire , by 
J, 8 . Buckingham, is a vast collection of facts and 
details, few of them novel or striking, but apparently 
written with truth aud candour. The work fatigues 
from the multiplicity of its small statements, and 
the want of general views or animated description. 
In 1842 the author published two additional volumes, 
describing his tour in the slave states. These arc 
more interesting, because the ground is less hack¬ 
neyed, and Mr Buckingham feels strongly, as a 
benevolent and humane man, on the subject of 
slavery^, that curse of the American soil. 

Two remarkable works on Spain have been pub¬ 
lished by r George Borrow, late agent of the British 
and Foreign Bible Society in Spain. The first of 
these, in two volumes 12mo. 1841, is entitled The 
Zincali, or an Account of the Gipsies of S/xiin. Mr 
Borrow calculates that there are about forty thou¬ 
sand gipsies in Spain, of which about one-third are 
to be found in Andalusia. The caste, he says, has 
diminished of late y r ears. The author’s adven¬ 
tures with this singular people are curiously com¬ 
pounded of the ludicrous and romantic, ami are 
presented in the most vivid and dramatic form. Mr 
Sorrow’s second work is termed The Bible in S/min, 
or the Journeys, Adventures, and Imprisonments of | 
an Englishman, in an attempt to circulate the i 
Scriptures in the Peninsula. There are many tilings 
in the book which, as the author acknowledges, have 
littlE connexion with religion or religious enterprise. 
It is, indeed, a series of jiersonal adventures, varied 
and interesting, with sketches of character and 
romantic incidents drawn with more power and 
vivacity than those of most professed novelists. 

An account of The Highlands of Ethiopia , by r 
Major W. Cornwallis Harris, H. E. I, C. En¬ 
gineers, three volumes, 18 44, also abounds with 
novel and interesting information. The author was 
employed to conduct a mission which the British 
government sent to Sahela Selasse, the king of Shoo, 
in southern Abyssinia, whose capital, Ankober, was 
supposed to be about four hundred miles inland 
from the port of Tujifva, on the African coast. The 
king consented to form a commercial treaty, and 
Major Harris conceives that a profitable intercourse 
might be maintained by Great Britain with this 
productive part of the world. 


MISCELLANEOUS WRITERS. 

One of the most laborious and successful of modern 
miscellaneous writers, and who has tended in a 
material degree to spread a taste for literary history 
and anecdote, is Isaac D’Israeli, author of the 
Curiosities of Literature , and other works. The first 
volume of the Curiosities was published in 1791; a 
second appeared a few years afterwards, and a third 
in 1817. A second series has since been published 
in three volumes. The other works of Mr D’lsraeli 
are entitled Literary Miscellanies} Quarrels of A uthora • 
Calamities of Authors; Character of James L; and 


The Literary Character. The whole of these are now 
printed in one large volume. In 1841 this author, 
though labouring under partial blindness, followed 
up the favourite studies of his youth by another 
work in three volumes, entitled The Amenities of 
Literature , consisting, like the Curiosities and Mis¬ 
cellanies, of detached papers and dissertations on 
literary and historical subjects, written in a plea¬ 
sant philosophical style, which presents the fruits 
of antiquarian research and careful study', without 
their dryness and general want of connexion. 

In the same style of literary illustration, with 
more imagination and poetical susceptibility, may 
be mentioned Sir Egehton Brydgks, who published 
the Censura Liter aria, 1805-9, in ten volumes; the 
British Bibliographer , in three volumes; an enlarged 
edition of Collins’s British Peerage ; Letters on the 
Oenius of Lord Byron , &c. As prinqjpnJ editor of 
the Retroactive Review', Sir Egyrton Brydges 
drew public attention to the 4 beauties of many old 
writers, and extended the feeling of admiration which 
Charles Lamb, Hazlitt, and others, nad awakened I 
for the early masters of the English lyre. In 1855 ! 
this veteran author edited cn edition of Milton’s 
poetical works in six volumes. A tone of querulous i 
egotism and complaint pervades most of the original 1 
wt?rks of this author, but his taste and exertions ; 
in English literature entitle him to high respect. 

Joseph Ritson (1752-1805), another zealous lite¬ 
rary antiquary and critic, was indefatigable in his j 
lalK)urs to illustrate English literature, particularly 
the neglected ballad strains of the nation. He pub¬ 
lished in 1783 a valuable collection of English songs ; 
in 1790, Ancient Songs, from the Time of Henry III. 
to the He col ut ion ; in 1792, Hirers of Ancient Popular 
Poetry; in 1794, A ('oil ret ion of Sottish Songs ; in 
1795, A Collection of alt the Ancient Poems, &e, Be¬ 
la tinij to Hohin lUn*l, \e. Ritson was a faithful 
and acute editor, profoundly versed in literary' anti¬ 
quities, but of a jealous irritable temper, which 
kept him in a state of constant warfare with his 
brother collectors. lie was in diet a strict Pytha¬ 
gorean, and wrote a treatise against the use of ani¬ 
mal food. Sir Walter Scott, writing to his friend 
Mr Ellis in 1803, remarks—‘Poor Kitscm is no 
more. AH his vegetable soups and puddings have 
not been able to avert the evil day, which, 1 under¬ 
stand, was preceded Jt»y madness.’ Scott has borne 
ample testimony h> the merits of this unhappy 
gleaner in the by-path* of literature. " , 

The Illustrations of Shakspeare, published in 18(»7 
by Mr Francis Douce, and the Llritish M (machism, 
1802, anil Encyclopaedia of Antiquities, 1824, by 
the Rev. T. D. Foshrooke, are works of great re¬ 
search and value as repositories of curious infor- 1 
mation. Works of thisicind illustrate the pages of 
our poets and historians, besides conveying pictures I 
of national manners now faded into oblivion. j 

A taste for natural history gained ground about ! 
the same time with this study of antiquities. Tromas ! 
Pennant (1726-1798), by the publication of his 1 
works on zoology, and his Tours in Scotland, excited ' 
public curiosity; and in 1789 the Rev. Gilukkt 
White (1720-1793) published a series of letters j 
addressed by him to Pennant and Dailies Barring¬ 
ton, descriptive of the natural objects and appear¬ 
ances of the parish of Sclbome in Hampshire. White 
was rector of this parish, and had spent in it the ■ 
greater part of his life, engaged in literary occu j 
pations and the study of nature. His minute and J 
interesting facts, the entire devotion of the amiable i 
author to lus subject, and the easy elegance and [ 
simplicity of his style, render White’s history a I 
universal favourite-~semefclihig like Isaak Walton’s j 
book on angling, which all admire, and hundreds ; 
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have endeavoured to copy. The retired naturalist 
was t66 fidl Of facts and observations to have room 
for sentimental writing, yet in sentences like the 
following (however humble be the theme), we nmy 
trace no common power of picturesque painting:— 

The evening proceedings and manorjuvgjs of the 
rooks are curious and amusing in the autumn. Just 
before dusk they return in long strings from the 
foraging of the day, and rendezvous by thousands 
over Seiborn e-down, where they wheel round in the 
air, and sport and dive in a playful manner, all the 
while exerting their voices, and making a loud caw¬ 
ing, which, being blended and softened by tbo dis¬ 
tance that we at the village are below them, becomes 
a confused noise or chiding ; or rather a pleasing 
murmur, very engaging to the imagination, and not 
unlike the cry of a pack of hounds in hollow echoing 
woods, or the rushing of the wind in tall trees, or the 
tmubling^of 4he tide upon a pebbly shore. When 
this ceremony is over, with the last gleam of day 
they ret ire* for the night to the tlcep beechen woods 
| of listed amkltoplcy. We remember a little girl, 
who, as phe was going to bed, used to remark on such 
! an occurrence, in the true spirit of physico-theology, 
j that tho rooks were flying their prayers ; and yet 
j this child was much too young to Ik- aware that the 
j Scriptures Mkve said of the Deity—that ‘ he feedeth 
S tho ravens w»o call upon him.* 

| The migration of the swallows, the instincts of ani¬ 
mals, the blossoming of flowers and plants, and the 
j humblest, phenomena of ever-changing nature, are 
j' recorded by Gilbert White in the same earnest and 
unassuming manner. 


REV. WILLIAM GILPIN—SIR CVEIULE PRICE. 

! * 

Among works on the subject of taste and beauty, 
i in which philosophical analysis and metaphysics 
are happily blended with the graces of refined 
| thought and composition, a high place must be 
assigned to the writings of the Rev. William Cii- 
pin (1724-1804) and Sir Uvedale Price. The 
former was author of Remarks on Forest Scenery, 
and Observations on Picturesque Beauty, as connected 
i with the English lakes and tho Scottish Highlands. 

J As vicar of Boldre, in the New Forest, Hampshire, 
j Mr Gilpin was familiar with the characteristics of 
| forest scenery, and his work on this subject (1791) 

I is equally pleasing and profot^id—a storehouse of 
i images and illustrations of external nature, remark¬ 
able for their fidelity and beauty, and an analysis 
j * patient and comprehensive, with no feature of the 
\ chilling metaphysics of the schools.' His ‘ Remarks 
on Forest Scenery' consist of a description of the 
, various kinds of trees. * It is no exaggerated praise,’ 
{ he says, * to call a tree the grandest and most bcau- 
j tiful of all the productions ofcthc earth. In the for¬ 
mer of these epithets nothing contends with it, for 
we consider rocks and mountains as part of the 
earth itself. And though among inferior plants, 
shrubs, and flowers, there is great beauty, yet when 
we consider that these minuter productions are 
chiefly beautiful as individuals, and are not adapted 
to form the arrangement of composition in land¬ 
scape, nor to receive the effect of light and sliade, 
they must give place in point of beauty—of pic¬ 
turesque beauty at least—to the form, and foliage, 
and ramification of the tree. Thus the splendid 
tints of the insect, however beautiful, must yield to 
tha etogance and proportion of animals which range 
in a higher class/ Having described trees as indi¬ 
vidual** he considers them under their various com¬ 
binations, as dumps, park scenery, the copse, glen, 
grove, the forest, Ac. Their permanent and inci¬ 
dental beauties in storm and sunshine* and through 


all the seasons, are afterwards delineated in the 
choicest language, and* with frequent illustration 
from the kindred pages of the poets t and the work 
concludes with an account of the English forests 
and their accompaniments—lawns, heaths, forest 
distances, and sea-coast views; with their proper 
appendages, as wild horses, deer, eagles* and other 
picturesque inhabitants. As a specimen of Gilpm'e 
manner (though a very inadequate one), we subjoin 
his account of the effects of the sun, * an illustrious 
family of tints,' as fertile sources of incidental 
beauty among the woods of the fore^ 

[Sunrise and Sunset in the *JFoods.] 

The first dawn of day exhibits a beautiful obscu¬ 
rity. When the east begins just to brighten With the 
reflections only of effulgence, a pleasing progressive 
light, dubious and amusing, is thrown over the face 
of things. A single ray is able to assist the pic¬ 
turesque eye, which by such slender aid creates a 
thousand imaginary forms, if the scene be unknown, 
and as the light steals gradually on, is amused by 
correcting its vague ideas by the r.*al objects. What 
in the confusion of twilight perhaps seemed a stretch 
of rising ground, broken into various parts, becomes 
now vast masses of wood and an extent of forest. 

As the sun begins to appear above the horizon, an¬ 
other change takes place. What was before only 
form, being now enlightened, begins to receive effect. 
This effect depends on two circumstances—the catch¬ 
ing lights which touch the summits of every object, 
and the mistiness in which the rising orb is commonly 
enveloped. 

The effect is often pleasing when the sun rises in 
unsullied brightness, diffusing its ruddy light over 
the upper parts of objects, which is contrasted by the 
deeper shadows below; yet the effect is then only 
transcendent when he rises accompanied by a train of 
vapours in a misty atmosphere. Among lakes and 
mountains this happy accompaniment often forma 
the most astonishing visions, and yet in the forest it is 
nearly us great. With what delightful effect do we 
sometimes see the sun’s disk just appear abov^a 
woody hill, or, in Shakspeare’s language. 

Stand tiptoe on tho misty ftiountain's top, 

and dart his diverging rays through the rising vapour. 
The radiance, catching the tops of the trees as they 
hang midway upon the shaggy steep, and touching 
here and there a few other prominent objects, imper¬ 
ceptibly mixes its ruddy tint with the surrounding 
mists, setting on fire, as it were, their upper parts, 
while their lower skirts are lost in a dark mass of 
varied confusion, in which trees, and ground, and 
radiance, and obscurity are all blended together. 
When the eye is fortunate enougji*to catch the glow¬ 
ing instant’(for it is always a vanishing scene), it 
furnishes an idea worth treasuring among the choicest 
appearances of nature. Mistiness alone, we have ob¬ 
served, occasions a confusion in objects which is often 
picturesque; but the glory of the vision depends on 
the glowing lights which are mingled with it. 

Landscape painters, in general, pay too little atten¬ 
tion to the discriminations of morning and evening. 
We are often at a loss to distinguish in pictures the 
rising from the setting sun, though their characters 
are very different both in the tights and shadows. The 
ruddy lights, indeed, of the evening are more easily 
distinguished, but it is not perhaps always sufficiently 
observed that the shadows of the evening are much 
less opaque than those of the morning. They may be 
brightened perhaps by the numberless rays floating Jn 
the atmosphere, which are incessantly reverberate® in 
every direction, and may continue in action after the 
sun is set; whereas in the morning the Says of the, 
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no object rewire* any 
bvi from the" immediate lustre of the tun. 
Whatever becomes of the theoiy, the fact I believe is 

well ascertained. ,, _ 

The incidental beauties which the meridian sun 
exhibits are much fewer than those of the rising sun. 
In summer, when he rides high at noon, and sheds his 
perpendicular ray, all is illumination ; there is no 
shallow to balance such a glare of light, no contrast 
to oppose it. The judicious artist, therefore, rarely 
represents his objects under a vertical sun. And 
yet no species j>f landscajK) bears it so well as the 
scenes of the forest. The tufting* of the trees, the 
recesses among ttym, and the lighter foliage hanging 
over the darker, may all have an effect under a 
meridian sun. I speak chiefly, however, of the in¬ 
ternal scenes of the forest, which bear such total 
brightness better than any other, as in them there is 
generally a natural gloom to balance it. The light 
obstructed by close intervening trees will rarely pre¬ 
dominate ; hence the effect is often fine. A strong 
sunshine striking a wood through some fortunate 
chasm, and reposing on the tufting* of a dump, just 
removed from the eye, and strengthened by the deep 
shadows of the trees behind, appears to great advan¬ 
tage; especially if some noble tree, standing on the 
foreground in deep shadow, flings athwart the sky its 
dark branches, here and there illumined with a 
splendid touch of light. 

In an open country, the most fortunate circumstance 
that attends a meridian sun is cloudy weather, which 
occasions partial lights. Then it is that the distant 
forest scene is spread with lengthened gleams, while 
the other parts of the landscape arc in shadow ; the 
tuftings of trees are particularly adapted to catch this 
effect with advantage ; there is a richness in them 
from the strong opposition of light and shade, which 
is wonderfully fine. A distant forest thus illumined 
wants only a foreground to make it highly picturesque. 

As the sun descends, the effect of its illumination 
becomes stronger. It is a doubt whether the rising 
or the setting sun is more picturesque. The great 
beauty of both depends on the contrast between splen¬ 
dor and obscurity# But this contrast is produced by 
these different incidents in different ways. The 
grandest effects of th<^rising sun are produced by the 
apours which envelope it—the setting sun rests its 
'lory on the gloom which often accompanies its part¬ 
ing rays. A depth of shadow hanging over the eastern 
hemisphere gives the beam* of the setting sun such 
powerful effect, that although in fact they are by no 
means equal to the splendour of a meridian sun, yet 
through force of contrast they appear superior. A 
distant forest scene under this brightened gloom is 
particularly rich, and glows with double splendour. 
The verdure of the summer leaf, and the varied tints 
if the autumnal one^ are all lighted up with the most 
resplendent colours. 

The internal parts of the forest are not so happily 
isposed to catch the effects of a setting sun. The 
meridian ray, we have seen, may dart through the 
openings at the top, and produce a picture, but the 
Hanks of the forest are generally too well guarded 
against its horizontal beams. Sometimes a recess 
fronting the west may receive a beautiful light, 
spreading in a lengthened gleam amidst the gloom of 
the woods which surround it; but this can only be 
had in the outskirts of the forest. Sometimes also we 
find in its internal parts, though hardly in its deep 
recesses, splendid lights here and there catching the 
foliage, which though in nature generally too scattered 
to produce an effect, yet, if judiciously collected, may 
be beautiful on canvass. 

We sometime# also see in a woody scene corusca¬ 
tions like a bright star, occasioned by a sunbeam 
darting through an eyelet hole among the leaves. 


Many painters, and especially Rubens, have bean fond 
of introducing this radiant spot in their landscapes. 
But in painting, it is one of those trifles which pro¬ 
duces no effect, nor can this radiance be given. In 
poetry, indeed, it may produce a pleasing image. 
Sh&kspearo hath introduced it beautifully, where, 
speaking fcf the fore© of truth entering a guilty con¬ 
science, he compares it to the sun, which 

Firet the proud tops of the eautern pin**, 

And darU his light through ervry su«*y hole. 

It is one of those circumstances which poetry may 
offer to the imagination, but the pencil cannot well 
produce to the eye. 

The Essays on the Picturesque, by Sir Tvedale 
Price, were designed by their accomplished author 
to explain and enforce the reasons far studying the 
works of eminent landscape painters, nn<l the prin¬ 
ciples of their art, with a view to the 'improvement 
of real scenery, aryl to promote the r cutylration of j 
what bus been termed landscape gardening. He ’ 
examined the leading features of modern gardening, 
in its more extended sense 4 , on the general principle# 
of painting, and showed how.piueh the character of 
the picturesque has been neglected, or sacrificed to 
a false idea of beauty. The best editjpn of these 
cs£ay 8, improved by the author, is tfiat of 1810; 
but Sir Thomas Dick lauider has published editions 
of both Gilpin and Price—the latter a very hand¬ 
some volume, 1842—with a great deal of additional 
matter. Besides liis * Essays on the Picturesque,' 
Sir Uvedale has written essays on artificial water, 
cm house decorations, architecture, and building#— 
ull branches of his original subject, and treated with 
the same taste and elegance*. The theory of tty 
author is, that the picturesque in nature has a cha¬ 
racter separate from the sublime and the beautiful; 
and in enforcing and maintaining this, he attacked 
the style of ornamental gardening which Mason the 
}H>et had recommended, and Kent and Brown, the 
great landscape improvers, had reduced to practice. 
Some of Price’s positions have been overturned by 
Dugald Stewart in his Philosophical Essays; but 
the exquisite beauty of his descriptions must ever 
render his work interesting, independently alto¬ 
gether of its metaphysical or philosophical distinc¬ 
tions. Ilia criticism of painters and paintings is 
equally able and discriminating; and by his works 
we consider Sir Uvc dale Brice has been highly in¬ 
strumental in diffusing those just sentiments on 
matters of taste, and that improved style of land¬ 
scape gardening, which so eminently distinguish the 
English aristocracy of the present times. 

W1I.LIAM COBBETT. 

William Cobbett <{1762-1835), by his Bum/ 
Bides , his Cottage Economy , his works on America, 
and various parts of his Political Begistcr, is justly 
entitled to be remembered among the miscellaneous 
writers of England. He was a native of Foriiham 
in Surrey, and brought up as an agricultural la¬ 
bourer. He afterwards served as a soldier in Bri¬ 
tish America, and rose to be sergeant-major. He 
first attracted notice as a political writer by publish¬ 
ing a series of pamphlets under the name of Peter 
Porcupine. He was then a decided loyalist and 
high churchman; but having, as is supposed, re¬ 
ceived some slight from Mr Pitt, he attacked his 
ministry with great bitterness in his Register. 
After the passing of the Reform Bill, he was returned 
to parliament for the borough of Oldham, but be 
was not successful as a public speaker. He was 
apparently destitute of the faculty of generalising 
his information and details, and evolving from them 
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* lucid whole, Hi* unUxednett of principle also 
operated strongly against him; for no roan who is 
not considered honest and sincere, or can be relied 
upon, will ever make a lasting impression on a 
popular assembly. Cobbett** inconsistency as a 
political writer was so broad and undisclosed, as to 
bare become proverbial, lie had made the whole 
round of politics, from ultra-toryiim to ultra-radi¬ 
calism, and had praised and abused nearly every 
public man aud measure for thirty years. Jeremy 
lkntham said of him, * He is a man filled with odium 
humani gen trig. His malevolence and lying arc be¬ 
yond anything/ The retired philosopher did not 
make sufficient allow mice for Cobbett. the latter 
acted on the momentary feeling or impulse, and 
never calculated the consequence to himself or 
others. We admit lie was eager to escape when a 
difficulty.arose, ami did not scruple as to the means; 
t*»t we are Considering him only as a public writer. 
No Individ till in Britain was # botter known than 
('obliett, down to the minutest circumstance in his 


to see all the scenes of my childhood ; for I had 
learned before the death of my father and mother. 
There is a hill not far from the town called Crooks- 
bury Hill, which rises up out of a flat in the form of 
a cone, and is planted with Scotch fir-trees. Here I 
used to take the eggs and young ones of crows and 
magpies. This hill was a famous object in the neigh¬ 
bourhood. It served as the superlative degree of 
height. ‘As high as Crooksbury Hill/ meant, with 
uh, the utmost degree of height. Therefore the first 
object that rny eyes sought was this hill. I could 
not believe ruy eyes! Literally peaking, I for a 
moment thought the famous hill removed, and a 
l ittle heap put in its stead ; for Is had seen in New 
Brunswick a single rock, or hill of solid rock, ten 
times as big, and four or five times as highl The 
post-boy, going down hill, and not a bad road, 
whisked me in a few minutes to the Bush Inn, 
from the garden of which 1 could see the prodi¬ 
gious sand-hill where I had begun my gardening 
works. What a nothing! But now came rushing 


character, habits, and opinions. He wrote trecly of 
himself, as he did of other men; and in all his writ¬ 
ings there vva* muck natural freshness, liveliness, 
and vigour, lie had the power of r aking every 
one who read him feel and understand completely 
what he hmmdf felt and descrilx*!. The idionJhtic 
strength, copiousness, and purity of his style have 
been universally acknowledged; and when engaged 
m describing rural subjects, or depicting hx^al man¬ 
ners, he is very happy. On question* of polities or 
criticism he fails, because he seems resolved to at¬ 
tack all great names and established opinion*. He 
remarks on one occasion that anybody could, at the 
time he wrote, be made a baronet, since Walter 
rtcott and Dudley Coutts Trotter (what a classifica¬ 
tion!) had lx*en so elevated. * It has become/ he 
says, ‘of late years the fashion to extol the virtues 
of potatoes, its it has been to admire the writings of 
Milton ami Shakspeare;’ and he concludes ajudi- 
crous criticism on Paradise Lost by wondering how 
it could have been tolerated by a people amongst 
whom astronomy, navigation, and chemistry are 
understood! Yet Cobbett had a taste for what may 
lx* termed the poetry of nature. He is loud in his 
praises of the singing-birds of England (which he 
missed so much in America), and he-loved to write 
on green lanes and meadows. The following de¬ 
scription of his boyish seeiHE and recollections is 
like the simple and touching passages in Richard¬ 
son’s Pamela:— 

After living within a few hundreds of yards of West¬ 
minster Hall, and the Abbey Church, and the Bridge, 
and looking from my own windows into St James’s 
Park, all other buildings and spots appear mean and 
insignificant. I went to-dy to see the house 1 for¬ 
merly occupied. How small! It is always thus: 
the words large and small are carried about with u» 
in our minds, aud wo forget real dimensions. The 
idea, such os it was received, remains during our 
absence from the object. When I returned to Eng¬ 
land in 1800, after on absence from the country parts 
of it of sixteen years, the trees, the hedges, even the 
parks and woods, seemed so small! It made me 
laugh to hear little gutters, that I could jump over, 
called rivers! The Thames was but a • creek r But 
when, in about a month after my arrival in London, 
I went to Fnmhatn, the place of my birth, what was 
my surprise 1 Everything was become so pitifully 
small! I had to cross, in my postchaise, the long 
and dreary heath of Bagshot. Then, at the end of 
it, to mount a hill called Hungry Hill; and from 
that hill I knew that I should look down into the 
beautiful and fertile vale of Famham. My heart 
fluttered with impatience, mixed with a sort of fear. 


into ray mind all at once my pretty little garden, 
ray little blue smock-frock, my litpy nailed shoes, 
my pretty pigeons that I used to feed out of ray 
hunch, the last kind words and tears of my gentle 
and tender-hearted and affectionate mother! t has¬ 
tened back into the room. If 1 had looked a moment 
longer 1 should have dropped. When I came to re¬ 
lied, what a change! I looked down at my dress. 
What a change! What scenes 1 had gone through! 
How altered my state! 1 had dined the day before 
f at a secretary of state’s in company with Mr Pitt, 

I un i had been waited upon by men in gaudy liveries’ 
j 1 had had nobody to assist me in the world. No 
! teacher* of any *<>rt. Nobody to shelter me from the 
consequence of bad, and no one to counsel me to good 
behaviour. I felt proud. The distinctions of rank, 
birth, and wealth, all became nothing in my eyes; 
and from that moment (less than a month after my 
arrival in England) I resolved never to bend before 
them. 

There is good sense and right feeling in the fol¬ 
lowing paragraph on field sport*:— ^ 

Taking it for granted, then, that sportsmen are as 
good a* other folks on the jpore of humanity, the 
sports of the field, like everything else done in the 
fields, tend to produce or preserve health. I prefer 
them to all other pastime, because they produce 
early rising; because they have no tendency to lead 
young men into vicious habits. It is where men 
congregate that the vices haunt. A hunter or a 
shooter mav also lx* a gambler and a drinker; but 
he is less likely to be fond of the two latter if he be 
fond of the former. Boys will take to something in 
the way of pastime; ami it is better that they take 
to that which is innocent, healthy, and manly, than 
that which is vicious, unhellthy, and effeminate. 
Besides, the scenes of rural sport are necessarily at 
a distance from cities and towns. This is another 
great consideration; for though great talents are 
wanted to be employed in the hives of men, they 
are very rarely acquired in these hives; the sur¬ 
rounding objects are too numerous, too near the eye, 
too frequently under it, and too artificial. 

ROBERT SOUTHEY. 

The miscellaneous writings of Mr Southey are 
numerous, and all are marked by on easy flowing 
style, by extensive reading, a strain of thought ana 
reflection simple and antiquated, occasional dia¬ 
logues full of quaint speculation and curious erudi¬ 
tion, and a vein of poetical fbeling that runs through 
the whole, whether critical, historical, or p olitic al. 
In 1807 Mr Southey published a series of observa* 
tions on our notional manners and prospects, en- 
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titled Letters from England, by Don Manuel Alvarez 
Espriglla, three volumes. The foreign disguise was 
too thinly and lightly worn to insure concealment^ 
bt*t it imparted freedom and piquancy to the author’s 
Observations. On the subject of the church, on 
political economy, and on manufactures, Mr Southey 
seems to have thought then in much the same spirit 
displayed in his late works. His fancy, however, 
was more sportive, and his Spanish character, as 
well as the nature of the work, led to frequent and 
copious description, in which he excelled. 

In 1829 Mr Southey published Colloquies on the 
Progress and Prospects of Society, two volumes, in 
which the author* or * Montesinos,’ holds conversa¬ 
tions with the ghost of Sir Thomas More ! The 
decay of national piety, the evil efleets of extended 
commerce, and the alleged progress of national in¬ 
security and disorganization, are the chief topics in 
these colloquies, which, though occasionally relieved 
by passages of beautiful composition, are diffuse and 
tedious, and greatly overstrained in sentiment. The 
other prose works of Mr Southey (exclusive of a 
vast number of essaj's in the Quarterly Review, 
and omitting his historical and biographical works 
already noticed) consist of his early Letters from 
Spain ; A Short Jlesidence in Portugal; Omniana, a 
collection of critical remarks and curious quota¬ 
tions ; and The Doctor , five volumes, a work partly 
fictitious, but abounding in admirable description 
and quaint fanciful delineation of character. 

THOMAS DE QUINCEY. 

The Confessions of an English Opium Eater , a 
small volume published in 18*22 (originally con¬ 
tained in the London Magazine), is a singular and 
striking work, detailing the personal experience of 
an individual who had, like Coleridge, become a 
slave to the use of opium. To such an extent had 
the author carried this habit, that he was accus¬ 
tomed to take three hundred and twenty grains 
a-day. He finally emancipated himself, but not 
without a severe struggle and the deepest suffer¬ 
ing.^ The ‘ Confessions’ are written by Thomas he 
Qctncey, a gentleman of extensive acquirements, 
literary and scholastic,*son of an English merchant, 
and educated at Eton and Oxford. He has contri¬ 
buted largely to the periodical literature of the da}', 
and is author of the admirable memoirs of Shak- 
speare and Pope in the Encyclopaedia Britanniea. 
The following extracts would do credit to the 
highest names in our original imaginative litera¬ 
ture :— 

[Dreams of the Opium Eaten'] 

* K May , 1818. 

I have been every night of late transported into 
Asiatic scones. I know not whether others share in 
my feelings on this point, but I have often thought 
that if I were compelled to forego England, and to 
live in China, and among Chinese manners and modes 
of life and scenery, I should go mad. The causes of 
my horror lie deep, and some of them must be com¬ 
mon to others. Southern Asia in general is the seat 
of awful images and associations. As the cradle of 
the human race, it would have a dim and reverential 
feeling connected with it. But there are other reasons. 
No man can pretend that the wild, barbarous, and 
capricious superstitions of Africa, or of savage tribes 
elsewhere, affect in the way that he is affected by the 
ancient, monumental, cruel, and elaborate religions 
of Indostan, &c. The mere antiquity of Asiatic 
things, of their institutions, history, modes of faith, 
&c. is so impressive, that to me the vast age of the 
race and name overpowers the sense of youth in the 


individual. A young Chinese seems to me an ante¬ 
diluvian man renewed. Even Englishmen, though 
not bred in any knowledge of such Institutions, can¬ 
not but shudder at the mystic sublimity of castes that 
have flowed apart, and refused to mix, through such 
immemorial tracts of time; nor can any man fail to 
be awed by the names of the Ganges or the Euphrates. 
It contributes much to these feelings, that Southern 
Asia is, and has been for thousands of years, the part 
of the earth most swarming with human life; the 
great oficina gentium. Man is a weed in those regions. 
The vast empires, also, into which the enormous popu¬ 
lation of Asia has always been cast, give a further 
sublimity to the feelings associated with all Oriental 
names or images. In China, over and above what it 
has in common with the rest of Southern Asia, 1 am 
terrified Ijy the modes of life, by the manners, and 
the barrier of utter abhorrence and want of sympathy 
placed between us by feelings deeper'than 1 can 
analyse. I could sooner live wth lunifties or brute 
animals. All this, knd much more than I can say, 
or have time to say, the reader must enter into before 
he can comprehend the unimaginable horror which 
these dreams of Oriental imagery and mythological 
tortures impressed upon me. Under the connecting 
feeling of tropical heat and vertical sunlights 1 
bmaght together all creatures, birds, Wails, reptiles, 
all trees and plants, usages and appearances, that are 
to be found in all tropical regions, and assembled 
them together in China or Indostan. From kindred 
feelings 1 soon brought Egypt arid all her gods under 
the same law. 1 was stared at, hooted at, grinned at, 
chattered at, by monkeys, by paroquets, by cockatoos. 

I ran into pagodas; and was fixed for centuries at 
the summit, or in secret rooms ; I was the idol ; 1 
was the priest; I was worshiped ; 1 was sacrificed/ 
1 fled from the wrath of Brahma through all the forests 
of Asia ; Vishnu hated me ; Sceva laid wait for me. 

1 came suddenly upon Isis and Osiris; I had done 
a deed, they said, which the ibis and the CTrqcqdtte 
t rCTnttal ivL 1 was'buried for a Thousand years, in 
stone coffins, with mummies and spbinx<**, in narrow 
chandlers at the heart of eternal pyramids. * * 

As a final specimen, I cite one of a different cha¬ 
racter, from 1820. 

The dream commenced with a music which now 1 
often hear in dreams—a music of preparation and of 
awakening suspense; a music like the opening of the 
Coronation Anthem, imd which, like that, gave the 
feeling of a vast moreft—of infinite cavalcade* filing 
off—and the tread of innumerable armies. The 
morning was come of a mighty day—a day of crisis 
and of final hope for human nature, then suffering 
some mysterious eclipse, and labouring in some dread 
extremity. Somewhere, I knew not where—somehow, 

I knew not how—by some beings, I knew not whom— 
a battle, a strife, an afony was conducting—was 
evolving like a great drama or piece of music; with 
which my sympathy was the more insupportable from 
my confusion as to its place, its cause, its nature, and 
its possible issue. 1, as in usual in dreams (where, of 
necessity, wc make ourselves central to every move¬ 
ment), had the power, and yet had not the power to 
decide it. I had the power, if 1 could raise myself, 
to will it; and yet ngairrbad not the power, for the 
weight of twenty Atfandfr was upon me, or the op¬ 
pression of inexpiable guflt. ‘ t Wrn.r than nlurn* 

,’ I lay inactive. like a 

die passion deepened. Some ^_ interest was at 

itake; some mighticrj^^ mmf 

trumpet had proclaim*! TRen came 
sudden alarms, huriylng lo alfcl tm; trepidations of 
innumerable fugitives, I knew not whether from the 
good cause or the had ; darkness and lights i tempest 
and human faces ; and at last, with the sense that «01 
was lost, female forms, and the features that were 
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*orthjll J&SLy ftrld to m &jmd but a moment allowed 
—and clasped bands, and heart-breaking partings, 
and then—everlasting farewells! and with a sigh, 
such as the cave# of hell sighed when the incfes tupur 
iL Jlfit* dtterodTKeabhorreonanie^fdeath, the sound 
IflUf f€VerT>crated—evcrlftAting farewells?’^nd again, 
and yet again reverberated—everlasting farewell#! 

And I awoke in struggles, and cried aloud—* I will 
sleep no more I* 


WILLY AM HAZLITT. 


One of the roost remarkable of the miscellaneous 
writers of this period was William IIazlitt, whose 
bold and vigorous tone of thinking, and acute criti¬ 
cism on poetry, the drama, and fine arts, found many 
admirers, especially among young minds. He was 
a man of decided genius, but prone to paradox, and 
wvayed by prejudice. He was well read in the old 
English autfhirs, and had in general a just and deli¬ 
cate iK! roe pt ion of tiieir beau Acs. His style was 
strongly titled by the peculiarities of his taste and 
reading; it was often sparkling, pungent, and pic¬ 
turesque in expression. Ha/Jitt was a native of 
Shropshire, the soil of a Unitarian minister. He 
began life as a painter, but failed in attaining excel¬ 
lence in tfii profession, though he retamed through 
life the most vivid and intense appreciation of its 
charms. His principal support was derived from 
the literary and political journals, to which he con¬ 
tributed essay#, reviews, and criticisms, lie wrote 
a metaphysical treatise on the Principle* of Human 
Actum; (hhararters of Shaks/mtre's Plays; A \'ietc 
of the Entjltxh Stay? ; two volumes of Table Talk , 

I l The Spmt of the Aye (containing criticisms on emi- 
h nent public characters); Ijrtures on the Enylish 
. Foets, delivered at the Surrey Institution; lectures 
on the Literature of the Eliralorthan At/e ; and various 
: sketches of the galleries of art in England. He was 
author also of Sates of a Journey (hrtnu/h Fi ance and 
! Italy, originally contributed to one of the dail£ jour¬ 
nals ; an Essay on the Fme Arts for the Encyclopaedia 
; Hritaimka; and some articles on the English no- 
; velist# ami other standard authors, first published in 
* the Edinburgh He view. His most elaborate work 


» was a Life of .X at x Jeon, in four volume#, which 
j evinces all the peculiarities of hi# mind and opinions, 
hut i# very ably and powerfully written. Shortly 
Indore Ins death (which took^place in I<ondon cm the 
18th of September 1830) he nad committed to the 
press the Conversations of James Nurthcate, Esip 
containing remark# on art# and artist#. The toil#, 
uncertaintie#, and disappointments of a literary life, 
and the contests of bitter political warfare, soured 
and warped the mind of Ila/litt, and distorted hi# 
opinions of men and thing# ; but those who trace the 
passionate flight# of his imagination, his aspirations 
after ideal excellence and beauty, the brilliancy of 
his language while dwelling on some old poem, or 
picture, or dream of early days, and the undisguised 
freedom with which he pours out his whole soul to 
the reader, will readily assign to him both strength 
and versatility of genius. He had felt more than he 
had reflected or studied ; and though proud of his 
acquirements as a metaphysician, lie certainly could 
paint ©motions better than he could unfold prin¬ 
ciples. The only son of Mr Hazlitt has, with pious 
diligence and with talent, collected and edited his 
fathers works In a series of handsome portable 
volumes. 


[Tk Character of Falsiqf.] 

FalatafTs wit In an emanation of a flue constitution; 
an exuberation of good-humour and good-nature; an 
overflowing of his love of laughter and good-fellow¬ 


ship j a giving vent to his heart’s ease and over-con¬ 
tentment with himself and others. He would not be 
in character if he were not so fat as he is ; for there is 
the greatest keeping in the boundless luxury of hi# 
imagination, and the pampered self-indulgence of his 
physical appetite#. lie manures and nourishes hi« 
mind with jests, as he does hi# body with sack and 
sugar. He carve# out his joke# a# he would a capon 
or a haunch of venison, where there is cut and come 
again; and pour# out upon them the oil of gladness. 
Hi# tongue drops fatness, and in the chambers of hi# 
brain 4 it snow# of meat and drink.* He keeps up 
perpetual holiday and open house, and we lire with 
him in a round of invitation# to a rump and dozen. 
Y et we arc not to suppose that no was a mere sen¬ 
sualist. A 11 this is as much in imagination a# in 
reality. Hi# sensuality doe# not engross and stupify 
hi# other faculties, but ‘ascends me into the brain, 
clear# away all the dull crude vapour# that environ 
it, and make# it full of nimble, fiery, and delectable 
»hape#».* Hi# imagination keep# up the ball after hi# 
senses have done with it. He seem# to have even a 
greater enjoyment of the freedom from restraint, of 
good cheer, of hi# ease, of hi# vanity, in the ideal ex¬ 
aggerated description which he give# of them, than in 
fact. He never fail# to enrich hi# discourse with al¬ 
lusion* to eating and drinking; but we never #ee him 
at table. He carries hi# own larder about with him, 
and he in himself 4 a tun of roan.* Ili# pulling out 
the bottle in the field of battle i# a joke to show his 
contempt for glory accompanied with danger, hi# sys¬ 
tematic adherence to hi# Epicurean philosophy in the 
most trying circumstance#. Again, such is hi# deli¬ 
berate exaggeration of his own vices, that it doc# not 
seem quite certain whether the account of his hostess's 
bill, found in his j»ocket, with such an out-of-the-way 
charge for capon# and sack, with only one halfpenny¬ 
worth of bread, was not put there by himself a# a trick 
to humour the jest upon hi# favourite propensities, and 
a# a conscious caricature of himself, fie is represented 
a# a liar, a braggart, a coward, a glutton Lc. and yet we 
are not ( trended, but delighted w ith him ; for he i# all 
these as much to amuse other# as to gratify himself. 
He openly assume# all these characters to sh^jv the 
humorous part of them. The unrestrained indulgence 
of his own ease, appetites, aiW convenience, has neither 
malice nor hypocrisy in it. In a word, he i# an actor 
in himself almost a# much as upon the stage, and we 
no more object to the character of Falstaff in a moral 
point of view’, than we should think of bringing an 
excellent comedian, who should represent him to the 
life, before one of the police offices. 


[The Character of Hamlet .] 

It i# the one of Shakspc&re\plajs that we think of 
the oftenest, because it abound# most in striking in¬ 
flection# on human life, and because the distresses of 
Hamlet are transferred, by the turn of his mind, to 
the general account of humanity. Whatever happen# 
to him, we apply to ourselves, because he applies it to 
himself as a mean# of general reasoning. He is a great 
moraliser ; and what make# him worth attending to 
is, that he moralises on his own feeling# and experi¬ 
ence. He is not a commonplace pedant. If Lear is 
distinguished by the greatest depth of passion, Hamlet 
is the most remarkable for the ingenuity, originality, 
and unstudied development of character. Shakspeare 
had more magnanimity than any other poet, and he 
has shown more of it in this play than in any other. 
There is no attempt to force an interest: everything 
is left for time and circumstances to unfold. The 
attention is excited without effort; the incident# suc¬ 
ceed each other a# matters of course; the characters 
think, and speak, and act just as they might do if left 
entirely to tnemselres. There is no set purpose, no 
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straining at a point. The observations are suggested 
by the passing scene—the gusts of passion come ant 1 
go like Bounds of music borne on the wind. The whol< 
play is an exact transcript of what might bo supposec 
to have taken place at the court of Denmark at tin 
remote period of time fixed upon, before the modem 
refinements in morals and manners were heard of. If 
would have been interesting enough to have been ad 
mitted as a bystander in such a scene, at such a time, 
to have heard and witnessed something of what was 
going on. But here we are more than spectators. W< 
have not only * the outward pageants and the signs o 
grief/ but ‘ we Have that within which passes show. 
We read the thoughts of the heart, we catch the pas 
sions living as thejf rise. Other dramatic writers gin 
us very fine versions ami paraphrases of nature; bui 
Shakspeare, together with his own comments, gives u: 
the original text, that we may judge for ourselves. 
This is a veiy great advantage. 

The character of llamlet stands quite by itself, 
is not a character marked by strength of will or even 
of passion, but by refinement of thought and senti 
ment. Hamlet is as little of the hero as a man cai 
well be; but he is a young and princely novice, ful 
of high enthusiasm and quick sensibility—the sport 
of circumstances, questioning with fortune, and refill 
ing on his own feelings, and forced from the natura 
bias of his disposition by the strangeness of his situa¬ 
tion. He seems incapable of deliberate action, and 
is only hurried into extremities on the spur of the oc¬ 
casion, when he has no time to reflect—as in the scene 
where he kills Polonius; and, again, where he alters 
the letters which Kosencrantz and Guildcnstern are 
taking with them to England, purporting his death 
At other times, when he is most bound to act, he re* 
mains puzzled, undecided, and sceptical; dallies with 
his purposes till the occasion is lost, and finds out 
some pretence to relapse into indolence and thought¬ 
fulness again. For this reason he refuses to kill the 
king when he is at his prayers; and, by a refinement 
in malice, which is in truth only an excuse for his own 
want of resolution, defers his revenge to a more fatal 
opportunity. 

* t * * * 

The moral perfection of this character has been 
called in question, we tl^jnk, by those who did not un¬ 
derstand it. It is more interesting than according to 
rules; amiable, though not faultless. The ethical 
delineations of * that noble and liberal casuist* (as 
Shakspeare has been well called) do not exhibit the 
drab-coloured quakerism of morality. His plays are 
not copied either from The Whole Duty of Man, or 
from The Academy of Compliments! Wc confess 
we are a little shocked at the want of refinement in 
those who are shocked at the want of refinement in 
Hamlet. The neglect of punctilious exactness in his 
behaviour cither partakes of the * license of the time,’ 
or else belongs to tin* ?cry excess of intellectual re¬ 
finement in the character, which makes the common 
rules of life, as well as his own purposes, sit loose upon 
him. He may be said to be amenable only to the 
tribunal of his own thoughts, and is too much taken 
up with the airy world of contemplation, to lay as 
much stress as he ought on the practical consequences 
of things. His habitual principles of action are un¬ 
hinged and out of joint with the time. His conduct 
to Ophelia is quite natural in his circumstances. It 
is that of assumed severity only. It \h the effect of 
disappointed hope, of bitter regrets, of affection sus¬ 
pended, not obliterated, by the distractions of the 
scene around him! Amidst the natural and preter¬ 
natural horrors of his situation, he might be excused 
in delicacy from carrying on a regular courtship. 
When * his father’s spirit was in arms/ it was not a 
time for the son to make love in. He could neither 
marry Ophelia, nor wound her mind by explaining the 


cause of his alienation, which he durst hardly trust 
himself to think of. It would have taken him years 
to have come to a direct explanation on tho point Iu 
the harassed state of his mind, he could not hays done 
much otherwise than he did. His conduct does not 
contradict/what ho says when he sees her funeral:— 

4 1 loved Ophelia; forty thousand brothers 
Could not, with all their quantity of lore, 

Make up my sum.' 

THOMAS CAJU.YLK. 

The German studies and metaphysics of Coleridge 
seem to have inspired one powerful writer of the 
day, Thomas Carlyle, author of various works and 
translations — a Life of Schiller ; Sartor Rcsartus, 
183(> ; The French Revolution, a History , in three 
volumes, 1837 ; Chartism , 18311; (.'ritu al ami Miscella¬ 
neous Fssm/s, collected and republished fcottf reviews 
and magazines, in five vols., 1839; a series of lectures 
on Hero Worship, 1 &11 ; arid The Fast anti Present,, 
1843. Familiar with German literature, and admir¬ 
ing its authors, Air Carlyle lifts had great influence in 
rendering the works of Go* the, Kiehter, Ac. known in 
this country. He has added tfl our stock of original i 
ideas, and helped to foster a more liberal and pc no ] 
trat^yc style of criticism amongst ns. I£s philoso- ! 
phi cal theory lias been condemned fur its resemblance i 
to the Pantheistic system, or idol-worship, Goethe 
being the special object of his veneration. It is too j 
fanciful and unreal to lie of general practical utility, 1 
or to serve as a refuge from the actual cares and ; 
storms of life. It is an intellectual theory, and to I 
intellectual men may be valuable—for the opinions j 
and writings of Carlyle tend to enlarge our synipa- • 
thies and feelings—to stir the heart with benevolence*! 
and affection-—to unite man to man—and to build j 
upon this love of our fellow-beings a system of mental , 
energy and purity far removed from the operations 
of sense, and pregnant with high hopes and aspira- 
tions.* He is an original and subtle thinker, and 
combines with his power* of analysis and reasoning 
a vivid and brilliant imagination. His work on the 
French Devolution is a series of paintings—gram!, 
terrific, and ghastly. The peculiar style and diction 
of Mr Carlyle have with some retarded, and with 
)thcrs advanced his popularity. It is more German 
ban English, full of conceits and personifications, 
of high and low things Jamil iar and recondite, mixed 
up together without any regard to order or natura) 1 
connexion. He has no chaste simplicity, no ‘linked I 
sweetness,* or polished uniformity; all is angular, 
objective, and unidiomatic ; at times, however, highly 
graphic, and swelling out into periods of fine imagery 
and eloquence. Even common thoughts, dressed up 
n Mr Carlyle’s j^culiar costume of words, possess 
in air of originality. The style is, on the whole, a 
icious and affected one (though it may now have 
become natural to its possessor), but is made strik¬ 
ing by the force and genius of which it h the repre¬ 
sentative. 

[The Succession of Haas of Men,} 

Generation after generation takes to itself the form 
f a body, and forth issuing from Cimmerian might on 
teaven’s missions appears. What force and fire is in 
?ach he expends; one grinding in the mill of indue- 
ry; one, hunter-like, climbing the giddy Alpine 
mights of science; one madly dashed in piece* on 
the rocks of strife, in war with his fellow ; and then 
the heaven-sent is recalled; hi* earthly venture falls 
%way, and soon even to sense becomes a vanished 
hadow. Thus, like some wild-flaming, wiid-thunder- 
- n £ train of heaven’s artillery* dees this mysterious 
mankind thunder and flame, in long-drawn, quick- 
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succeeding grandeur, through the unknown deep. 
Thun, like a God -created, fire-breathing spirit-host, 
we emerge from the inane; haute storm fully acrosn 
the astonished earth, then plunge again into the 
inane. Earth’s mountain# arc levelled and her sea# 
filled up in our passage. Can the earth, which is but 
dead and a vision, resist spirit# which have reality 
and are alivo I On the hardest adamant some foot¬ 
print of us is stamped in; the last rear of the host 
will read traces ol the earliest van. But whence? 
Oh heaven l whither! Sense know# not; faith know# 
not; only that it is through mystery to mystery, from 
God and to God. 

[Attack upon the Hast tile.'] 

[From the work on the French Revolution.] 

All morning, since nine, there has been a cry 
•verywhlre,* * To tbc Bastille I' Repeated ‘deputa¬ 
tions of citiSSn*' have been here, passionate for arms; 
whom D<* Latin ay ha? got dismissed by soft speeches 
through portholes. Toward# noon Elector Thuriot 
de la Kosidro gains admittance; find# Dc Launay 
indisiMMicd for surrender; nay, disposed for blowing 
up the place rather? Thuriot mounts with him to 
the battlements: heaps of paving-stones, old iron, 
anti misHifl# lie piled : cannon all duly levelle^; in 
every embrasure a cannon—only drawn back a little! 
But outward#, behold, O Thuriot, how the multitude 
flows on, welling through every street; tocsin furious!v 
pealing, all drums beating the gfntrale: the suburb 
Sainle* Antoine rolling hitherward w holly a# one man ! 
Such vision (spcctnu, vet real) thou, O Thuriot! as 
from thy Mount of Vision, bcholdest in this moment: 
prophetic of other phantasmagoric*, and loud-gibber¬ 
ing spectral realities which thou vet Wholdest not, 
but shall. ‘Quo voulez-voiis I* said l>e Launav, 
turning pale at the sight, with an air of reproach, 
almost of menace. ‘Monsieur/ said Thuriot, rising 
into the moral sublime, ‘ what mean you ? Consider 
if I could not precipitate lx»th of us from this height’ 
~-«ay only a hundred feet, exclusive of the walled 
ditch ! whereupon De Launay fell silent. 

Wo to thee, De Launay, in such an hour, if thou 
cause not, taking some one firm decision, rule cir¬ 
cumstances ! Holt speeches will not sene; hard 
grape-shot is questionable ; but hnrering l>etween the 
two is tm-questionable. Ever wilder swells the tide 
of men ; their infinite hum waxing ever louder into 
imprecations, porhaps into crUckle of stray musketry, 
which latter, on walls nine feet thick, cannot <lo 
execution. The outer drawbridge ho# been lowered 
for Thuriot; new deputation of citizen# (it is the 
third and noisiest of all) penetrates that way into 
the outer court: soft speeches producing no clearance 
of these, De Launay gives lire; pulls up his draw¬ 
bridge. A slight sputter ^ which has kindled the too 
combustible chao#; made it a roaring fire-chaos! 
Burst# forth insurrection, at sight of its own blood 
(for there were deaths by that sputter of fire), into 
endless rolling explosion of musketry, detraction, 
execration; and overhead, from the fortress, lot one 
great gun, with its grape-shot, go booming, to show 
what we could do. The Bastille is besieged! 

On, then, all Frenchmen that have hearts in their 
hodiesj Roar with all your throat* of cartilage and 
metal, ye sons of liberty j stir spasmodically what¬ 
soever of utmost faculty is in you, soul, body, or 
spirit; for it is the hour! Smite, thou Louis Tour- 
nay, Cartwright of the Marais, old soldier of the 
Regiment Dattphind j smite at that outer drawbridge 
though the fiery hail whistles round thee! 
Never, over nave or felloe did thy axe strike such a 
stroke. Down with it, mast s down with it to Orcus; 
let the whole accursed edifice sink thither, and 
tyranny he swallowed up for ever! Mounted, some 


say, on the roof of the guard-room, some * on bayonets 
stuck into joints of the wall/ Louis Tournay smites, 
brave Aubin Bonnemfcre (also an old soldier) second¬ 
ing him: the chain yields, breaks; the huge draw¬ 
bridge slams down, thundering ( avec fracas ). Glo¬ 
rious ; and yet, alas! it is still but the outworks. 
The eight grim towers with their Inralides’ musketry, 
their paving-stones and cannon-mouths still soar aloft 
intact; ditch yawning impassable, stone-faced; the 
inner drawbridge with i,U Dock towards us: thd Bas¬ 
tille is still to take 1 

Mr Carlyle is a native of the village of Eccle- 
fechan, in Dumfriesshire, the child of parents whose 
personal character seems to have # been considerable 
more exalted than their circumstances. He was 
reared for the Scottish church, but stopped shbrt at 
the threshold, .and, after some years spent in the 
laborious business of teaching, devoted himself to a 
literary life. 

BET. SIOKF.Y SMITH—LORD JEFFREY— 

MR T. B. MACAULAY. 

These three eminent men irnve lately, by the col¬ 
lection and republication of their contributions to 
the Edinburgh Review, taken their place avowedly 
among the miscellaneous writers of the present cen¬ 
tury. Mr Smith bad, about thirty years previous, 
issued a highly amusing and powerful political tract, 
entitled Letters on the Subject of the Calhohcx. to my 
lirother Abraham , who lives in the Country , by Peter 
Plymley. These letters, after going through twenty- 
one editions, are now included in the author’s work#. 
He has also included a tract on the Ballot (first pub¬ 
lished in 1839), some speeches on the Catholic Claims 
and Reform Bill, Letters on certain proposed Reforms 
jn the Church of England, and a few Sermons. 
Sidney Smith is one of the wittiest and ablest men 
of his age. His powers have always been exercised 
on practical subjects, to correct what he deemed 
errors or abuses, to enforce religious toleration, ex¬ 
pose cant and hypocrisy, and to inculcate timely 
reformation. No politician was ever more fearless 
or effective, lie has the wit •and energy of ^wift, 
without his coarseness or cynicism, and a peculiar 
breadth of humour and drollery of illustration, that 
are potent auxiliaries to his dear and logical argu¬ 
ment Thus, in ridiculing the idea prevalent among 
many timid though excellent persons at the time of 
the publication of Plymley’s Letters, that a con¬ 
spiracy had been formed against the Protestant re¬ 
ligion,'' headed by the pope, Mr Smith places the 
subject in a light highly ludicrous and amusing:— 
‘The pope has not landed—nor are there any 
curates sent out after him-—nor has lie been hid at 
St Albans by the )>owager Latfy Spencer—nor dined 
privately at Holland House—nor been seen near 
1 iropmore. If these fears exist (which I do not be¬ 
lieve), they exist only in the mind of the chancellor 
of the exchequer [the late Mr Spencer Perceval]; 
they emanate from his zeal for the Protestant in¬ 
terest ; and though they reflect the highest honour 
upon the delicate irritability of his fiflth, must cer¬ 
tainly be considered as more ambiguous proofs of the 
sanity and vigour of his understanding. By this 
time, however, the best-informed clergy in the neigh¬ 
bourhood of the metropolis are convinced that the 
rumour is without foundation: and though the pope 
is probably hovering about our coast in a fishing- 
smack, it i* most Bkely he will fall a prey to the 
vigilance of the cruisers: and it is comm tie has 
not yet polluted the Protestantism of our soiL Ex¬ 
actly in the same manner the story of the wooden 
gods adzed at Charing Cross, by an order from the 
Ibrdgn Offioe, turns out to be without the shadow 
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of a foundation: instead of the angels and arch¬ 
angels mentioned by the informer, nothing was dis¬ 
covered but a wooden image of Lord Mulgrave going 
down to Chatham as a head-piece for the Spanker 
gun-vessel: it was an exact resemblance of his lord- 
ship in his military uniform; and therefore as little 
like a god as can well be imagined.* 

The effects of the threatened French invasion are 
painted in similar colours. Mr Smith is arguing 
that, notwithstanding the fears entertained in Eng¬ 
land on this subject, the British rulers neglected the 
obvious means of self-defence :— 

‘As for the sjhrit of the peasantry in making a 
gallant defence behind hedgerows, and through 
plate-racks and hencoops, highly as I think of their 
bravery, I do not know any nation in Europe so 
likely to be struck with panic as the English; and 
this from their total unacquaintance with sciences 
of war. Old wheat and beans blazing for twenty 
miles round i cart mares shot; sows of Lord Somer¬ 
ville’s breed running wild over the country; tlie 
minister of the parish wounded sorely in his hinder 
parts ; Mrs Plymley in fits; all these scenes of war 
an Austrian or a Russian has seen throe or four 
times over; but it is now three centuries since an 
Euglish pig has fallen in a fair battle upon English 
ground, or a farm-house been rifled, or a clergymans 
wife been subjected to any other proj>osalfl of love 
than the connubial endearments of her sleek and 
orthodox mate. The old edition of Plutarch's Lives, 
which lies in the corner of your parlour window, has 
contributed to work you up to the most romantic 
expectations of our Homan behaviour. You are per¬ 
suaded that Lord Amherst will defend Kew Bridge 
like Codes *, that some maid of honour will break 
away from her captivity and swim over the Thames ; 
that the Duke of York will burn his capitulating 
hand ; and little Mr Sturges Bourne give forty years' 
purchase for Moulsham Hall while the French are 
encamped upon it. 1 hope we shall witness all this, 
if the French do come; but in the meantime I am 


his humour, at the same time that they drive home 
his argument with irresistible effect Sidney Smith, 
like Swift, seems never to have taken up his pen 
from the mere love of composition, but to enforce 
practical views and opinions on which he felt strongly. 
His wit apd banter are equally direct and cogent 
Though a professed joker and convivial wit—* a 
diner out of the first lustre,* as he has himself cha¬ 
racterised Mr Canning—there is not one of his 
humorous or witty sallies that does not seem to flow 
naturally, and without effort, ns if struck out or 
remembered at the moment it is used. Mr Smith 
gives the following account of his connexion with 
the Edinburgh Review:— 

‘ When first I w ent into the church I had a 
curacy in the middle of Salisbury Plain. The squire 
of the parish took a fancy to me, and requested me 
to go with his son to reside at the upmrsity of 
Weimar; before we could get there, ^ennany be¬ 
came the scat of wjp\ and in stress of jwlitics we 
put in to Edinburgh, where I remained five years. 
The principles of the French Revolution were then 
fully afloat, and it is impossible to conceive a more 
violent and agitated state of i xiety. Among the 
first persons with whom 1 became acquainted were 
Lord Jeffrey, Lord Murray (late Lord Adcocnte for 
Scotland), and Lord Brougham ; all of them main¬ 
taining opinions upon political subjects a little too 
liberal for the dynasty of ]Hindus, then exercising 
supreme power over the northern division of the 
island. One day we happened to meet in the eighth 
or ninth storey or flat in Buceleuch Place, the ele¬ 
vated residence of the then Mr Jeffrey. I proposed 
that we should set up a Review; this was acceded 
to w ith acclamation. I was appointed editor, and #! 
remained long enough in Edinburgh to edit the first 
number of the Edinburgh Review. The motto I 
proposed for the Review was— 

* Temii nnmm nuxlitamur avitta' - 
•We cultivate literature upon a little oatmeal. 


so enchanted with the ordinary English behaviour 
of these invaluable persons, that I earnestly pray no 
opporfhnity may be $ven them for Roman valour, 
and for those very un-Roman pensions which they 
would all, of course, talfe especial care to claim in 
consequence.* 

One of the happiest and most forcible of Mr Smith’s 
humorous comparisons is that in w hich he says, of 
a late English minister, on whom he had bestowed 
frequent and elaborate censure—‘I do not attack 
him from the love of glory, but from the love of utility, 
as a burgomaster hunts a rat in a Dutch dyke, for 
fear it should flood a province.* Another occurs in 
a speech delivered at Taunton in 1881 :—‘ I do not 
mean,* he says, ‘to be disrespectful, but the attempt 
of the lords to stop the progress of reform reminds 
rne very forcibly of the great storm of Sidmouth, and 
of the conduct of the excellent Mrs Partington on 
that occasion. In the winter of 1824 there set in a 
great flood upon that town—the tide rose to an in¬ 
credible height-—the waves rushed in upon the houses 
—and everything was threatened with destruction. 
In the midst of this sublime storm, Dame Parting¬ 
ton, who lived upon the beach, was seen at the door 
of her house with mop and pattens, trundling her 
mop, and squeezing out the sea-water, and rigorously 
pushing away the Atlantic Ocean. The Atlantic 
was roused. Mrs Partington’s spirit was up; but I 
need not tell you that the contest was unequal q*he 
Atlantic Ocean beat Mrs Partington. She was ex- 
a « lo P ° r a puddle, but she should not have 
meddled with a tempest* Illustrations of this kind 
* thdr author. They dis- 
play the fertility of his fancy and the richness of 


j>ui uiin wiw UH) wear uie iruui io pc fumutual, and 
so we took our present grave motto from Publius 
Svrus, of whom none of u» had, I am sure, ever read 
a single line; and so began what has since turned 
out to he a very important and able journal. When 
1 left Edinburgh it fell into the stronger hands of 
Lord Jeffrey and Lord Brougham, and reached the 
highest point of popularty and success.’ 

Mr Smith is now, we believe, above seventy years 
of age, but bis vigorous understanding, his wit and 
humour, are still undiminished. 

The chief merit and labour attaching to the con¬ 
tinuance and the success of the Edinburgh Review 
fell on its accomplished editor, Francis Jkiirkv, 
now one of the judges of the Court of Session in 
Scotland. From 1803 to T82h Mr Jeffrey had the 
sole management of the Review ; and when we con¬ 
sider the distinguished ability which it has uni¬ 
formly displaced, and the high moral character it 
has upheld, together with the imkqxsndence and 
fearlessness with which from the first it has pro¬ 
mulgated its canons of criticism on literature, 
science, and government, we must admit that few 
men have exercised such influence as Francis Jeffrey 
on the whole current of contemporary literature 
and public opinion. Besides bis general superin¬ 
tendence, Mr Jeffrey was a large contributor to 
the Review. The departments of poetry and ele¬ 
gant literature seem to have been his chosen field j 
and he constantly endeavoured, as be says, * to com¬ 
bine ethical precepts with literary criticism, and 
earnestly sought to impress his readezv with a 
sense both of the close connexion between sound in¬ 
tellectual attainments and the higher 4mmu of 
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duty and enjoyment, and of the just and ultimate 
subordination of the former to the latter/ This was 
a vocation of high mark and responsibility, and on 
the whole the critic discharged his duty with honour 
and success. As a moral writer he was unimpeach¬ 
able. The principles of his criticism aif generally 
sound and elevated. In some instances he was harsh 
and unjust His reviews of Southey, Wordsworth, 
Lamb, and Montgomery, are indefensible, inasmuch 
as the writer seems intent on finding fault rather 
tlian in discovering beauties, and to bo more piqued 
with occasional deviation from established and con¬ 
ventional rules, than gratified with originality of 
thought and indications of true genius. No excuse 
can be offered for the pertness and flippancy of ex- 
. pression in which many of these critiques abound, 
j and their author has himself expressed his regret 
for the undjie severity into which lie w as betrayed. 
There is soqjp ground, therefore, for charging upon 
the Edinburgh Review, in its qprher career, an ab- 
! sence of proper respect and enthusiasm for the works 
of living genius. Where no prejudice or prepos- 
: session of the kind' intervened, Jeffrey was an ad¬ 
mirable critic. His dissertations on the works of 
(lowper, Crablxi, liyron, Scott, and ('ampbell, and 
i on the cuflier and greater liglits of our poetry, as 
I well as throe on morul science, national uianlfers, 
and views of actual life, are expressed with great 
eloquence and originality, and in a fine spirit of 
humanity. His powers of perception and analysis 
are quick, subtle, and penetrating, and withal com¬ 
prehensive ; while his brilliant imagination invested 
subjects that in ordinary hands would have been 
dry ujul uninviting, with strong interest and attrac¬ 
tion. He seldom gave full scope to his feelings and 
sympathies, but they occasionally broke forth with 
I inimitable effect, and kindled up the pages of his 
! criticism. At times, indeed, his buiguage is poeti- 

* cal in a high degree. The follow ing glow ing tribute 
to the universal genius of ShaksiMiare is worthy of 
the subject: 

Many persons are very sensible of the effect of fine 
poetry upon their feelings, who do not well know how 
to refer these feelings to their causes; and it is always 
a delightful thing to t»e made to see clearly the sources 
from which our delight has proceeded, and to trace 
the mingled stream that has flowed upon our hearts 
to the remoter fountains fmn^which it has been ga¬ 
thered ; and when this is done with warmth as well 
as precision, and embodied in an eloquent description 
of the hemuty which is explained, it forms one of the 
most attractive, and not the least instructive, of lite¬ 
rary exercises. In all works of merit, however, and 
especially in all works of original genius, there are a 
thousand retiring and lets obtrusive graces, which 
escape hasty arid superficial observers, and only £ive 
out their beauties to fond and patient contemplation ; 
a thousand slight and harmonising touches, the merit 
| and the effect of which arc equally imperceptible to 

• vulgar eyes; and a thousand indications of the con¬ 
tinual presence of that poetical spirit which can only 
he recognised by those who are in some measure under 
its influence, and have prepared themselves to receive 
it, by worshipping meekly at the ahriuea which it in¬ 
habits. 

In the exposition of these there is room enough for 
originality, and more room than Mr Haalitt has yet 
filled. In many points, however, he has acquitted 
himself excellently; particularly in the development 
of the principal characters with which Shak*pe$re has 
peopled the fancies of all English readers—but princi¬ 
pally, we think, in the delicate sensibility with which 
he has traced, and the natural eloquence with which 
he has pointed out* that familiarity with beautiful 
forms and images—that eternal recurrence to what is 


sweet or majestic in the simple aspect of nature—that 
indestructible love of flowers and odours, and dews 
and clear waters—and soft airs and sounds, and bright 
skies, and woodland solitudes, and moonlight bowers, 
which are the material elements of poetry—and that 
fine sense of their undefinable relation to mental emo¬ 
tion, which is its essence and vivifying soul—and 
which, in the midst of Shakspeare’s most busy and 
atrocious scenes, falls like gleams of sunshine on rocks 
and ruins—contrasting with all that is nigged and re¬ 
pulsive, and reminding us of the existence of purer 
and brighter elements—which he alape has poured out 
from the richness of his own mind without effort or 
restraint, and contrived to intermingle with the play 
of all the passions, and the vulgar course of t! .a 
world’s affairs, without deserting for on instant' the 
proper business of the scene, or appearing to pause or 
digress from love of ornament or need of repose ; he 
alone, who, when the subject requires it, is always 
keen, and worldly, and practical, and who yet, with¬ 
out changing his hand, or stopping his course, scatters 
around him as he goes all sounds and shapes of 
sweetness, and conjures up landscapes of immortal 
fragrance and freshness, and peoples them with spirits 
of glorious aspect and attractive grace, and is a thou¬ 
sand times more full of imagery and splendour than 
those who, for the sake of such qualities, have shrunk 
back from tho delineation of character or passion, and 
declined the discussion of human duties and cares. 
More full of wisdom, and ridicule, and sagacity, than 
all the moralists and satirists in existence, he is more 
wild, airy, and inventive, and more pathetic and fan¬ 
tastic, than all the poets of all regions and ages of the 
world ; and has all those elements so happily mixed 
up in him, and bears his high faculties so temperately, 
that the most severe reader cannot complain of him 
for want of strength or of reason, nor the most sensi¬ 
tive for defect of ornament or ingenuity. Everything 
in him is in unmeasured abundance and unequalled 
perfection ; but everything so balanced and kept in 
subordination as not to jostle or disturb or take the 
place of another. The most exquisite poetical con¬ 
ceptions, images, and descriptions, are given with such 
brevity, and introduced with sdbh skill, as rnerNy to 
adorn without loading the sense they accompany. 
Although his sails are purpl<3 and perfumed, and bis 
nrow of beaten gold, they waft him on his voyage, not 
teas, but more rapidly and directly, than if they had 
been composed of baser materials. All his excellen¬ 
ce*, like those of Nature herself, are thrown out to¬ 
gether ; and instead of interfering with, support and 
recommend each other. His flowers are not tied up 
in garlands, nor his fruits crushed into baskets, but 
spring living from the soil, in all the dew and fresh¬ 
ness of youth ; while the graceful foliage in which 
they lurk, and the ample branches, the rough and vi¬ 
gorous stem, and the wide-spreading roots on which 
they depend, are present along with them, and share, 
in their places, the equal care of their Creator. 

Of the invention of the steam-engine he remarks 
with a rich felicity of illustration—‘ It has become a 
thing stupendous alike for its force and its flexibi¬ 
lity—for the prodigious power which it can exert, 
and the ease, and precision, and ductility with which 
it can be varied, distributed, and Applied. The 
trunk of an 4 elephant, that can pick up a pin or, 
rend an oak, is as nothing to it. It can engrave a 
seal, and crush masses of obdurate metal before it— 
draw out, without breaking, a thread as fine as gos¬ 
samer, and lift up a ship of war like a bauble in the 
air. It can embroider muslin and forge anchors, 
cut steel into ribbons, and impel loaded vessels 
against the foxy of the winds and waves.' 

How just, also, and how finely expressed, is the 
following refutation of a vulgar error that even 
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Byron condescended to sanction, namely, that geniui 
is ft source of peculiar unhappiness to its possessors 
— 4 Men of truly great powers of mind have gene 
rally been cheerful, social, and indulgent; while i 
tendency to sentimental whining or fierce intole 
ranee may be ranked among the surest symptoms o 
little souls and inferior intellects. In the whole lisl 
of our English poets we can only remember Shen 
stone and Savage—two certainly of the lowest—win 
were querulous and discontented. Cowley, indeed 
used to call himself melancholy; but he was not i 
earnest, and at. any rate was full of conceits an 
affectations, and has nothing to make us proud o 
him. Shakspearcv the greatest of them all, was 
evidently of a free and joyous temperament; and s< 
was Chaucer, their common master. The same dis 
position appears to have predominated in Fletcher, 
Jon son, and their great contemporaries. The geniu: 
of Milton partook something of the austerity of th 
party to which he belonged, and of the controversy* 
in which he was involved; but even when fallen on 
evil days and evil tongues, his spirit seems to hay. 
retained its serenity as well as its dignity; and in 
his private life, as well as in his poetry, the majesty 
of a high character is tempered with great sweet¬ 
ness, genial indulgences, and practical wisdom. In 
the succeeding age our poets were but too gay; am: 
though we forbear to speak of living authors, we 
know enough of them to say with confidence, that 
to be miserable or to be hated is not now, any more 
than heretofore, the common lot of those who excel.’ 

Innumerable observations of this kind, remark¬ 
able for ease and grace, and for original reflection 
may be found scattered through Lord Jeffrey’s cri 
tiques. His x>olitieal remarks and views of public 
events are equally discriminating, but of course wil 
be judged of according to the opinions of the reader. 
None will be found at variance with national honour 
or morality, which are paramount to all mere party 
questions. As a literary critic, we may advert to 
the singular taste and judgment which Lord Jeffrey 
exercised irv making selections from the works he 
reviewed, and interleaving them, as it were, with 
the text of his criticism. Whatever was picturesque, 
solemn, pathetic, or sublime, caught his eye, and was 
thus introduced to a new and vastly-extended circle 
of readers, besides furnishing matter for various 
collections of extracts and innumerable school exer¬ 
cises. 

Francis Jeffrey is a native of Edinburgh, the son 
of a respectable writer or attorney. After completing 
his education at Oxford, and passing through the 
necessary legal studies, he was admitted a memiier of 
the Scottish bar in the year 1794. Ilis eloquence and 
intrepidity as an advocate were not less conspicuous 
than his literary talcfits, and in 18^9 he was, by the 
unanimous suffrages of his legal brethren, elected 
Dean of the Faculty of Advocates. On the forma¬ 
tion of Earl Grey’s ministry in 1830, Mr Jeffrey was 
nominated to the first office under the crown in 
Scotland (Lord Advocate), and sat for some time in 
parliament. In 1834 he was elevated to the dignity 
of the bench, the duties of which he has discharged 
with such undeviating attention, uprightness, and 
ability, that no Scottish judge was ever perhaps 
more popular, more trusted, or more beloved. 4 It 
has been his enviable lot, if not to attain all the 
prizes of ambition for which men strive, at least to 
unite in himself those qualities which, in many, 
would have secured them all A place in the front 
rank of literature in the most literary age—the 
highest honour of his profession spontaneously con¬ 
ferred by the members of a bar strong in talent and 
learning—eloquence among the first of our orator*, 
and wisdom among the wisest, and universal reve¬ 


rence on that judicial seat which has derived in¬ 
creased celebrity from his demeanour—a youth of 
enterprise—a manhood of brilliant success—and 
“honour, love, obedience, troops of friends,” en¬ 
circling his later years—mark him out for venera¬ 
tion to eyery son of that country whose name he 
has exalted throughout Europe. We need not speak 
here of those graces of mind and of character that 
have thrown fascination over his society, and made 
ins friendship a privilege.’ * 

The Critical and Historical Essays contribute to 
the Edinburgh Review, by T. 11 . Macaulay, three 
volumes, 1843, have enjoyed great popularity, and 
materially aided the Review, both as to immediate 
success and permanent value. The reading and 
erudition of the author are immense. In questions 
of classical learning and criticism—in English poetry, 
philosophy, and history—in all the uiinutiw of bio¬ 
graphy and literary anecdote—in the pone inks and 
details of government—in the acvolutions gf parties 
and opinions—in the progress of science and philo¬ 
sophy—in all these he seems equally versaut and 
equally felicitous as a critic. Perhaps he is most 
striking and original in his historical articles, which 
present complete pictures of the times of which he 
treats, adorned with portraits of the principal actors, 
and* copious illustrations of contempoArv events 
and characters in other countries. His reviews of 
Hallam’s Constitutional History, and the memoirs of 
Lord (’live, Warren Hastings, Sir Rol«*rt Walpole, 
Sir William Temple, Sir Walter Raleigh, &c. contain 
a series of brilliant ami copious historical retrosjuecta 
unequalled in our literature. His eloquent papers 
on Lord Bacon, Sir Thomas Browne, Horace Wal¬ 
pole's Letters, Boswell’s Johnson, Addison’s Mc- ( 
luoirs, and other philosophical and literary subjects, 
re also of iirst-rate excellence. Whatever topic he 
takes up he fairly exhausts—nothing is left to the 
imagination, ami the most ample curiosity is grati¬ 
fied. «Mr Macaulay is a party politician—-a strong 
idmircrof the old Whigs, and well-disposed towards 
he Roundheads and Covenanters. At times he ap¬ 
pears to identify himself b>o closely with those |>oli- 
icians of a former age, and to write as with a strong 
personal antipathy against their opponents. His 
udgments are occasionally harsh and uncharitable, 
ven when founded on undoubted facts. In arrangi¬ 
ng his materials for effect, he is a consummate 
master. Some of hii scenes and parallels art* 
managed with the highest artistical art, and his 
anguage, like* his conceptions, is picturesque. In 
tyle Mr Macaulay is state!}* and rhetorical—per* 
laps too florid and gorgeous, at least in Ids earlier 
may* —but it is sustained with wonderful power 
aid energy. In this particular, as well as in other 
nental characteristics, tlm reviewer bears some re* : 
semblance to Giblion. Ilia knowledge is as universal, 
iis imagination as rich and creative, and Ins power 
of condensation as remarkable. Both have made 
sacrifices in taste, candour, mid generosity, for pur- 
xxses of immediate effect; but the living author is 
nquestionably far superior to his great prototype in 
fie soundness of his philosophy and the purity of 
his aspirations and principles. 

WILLIAM MOW ITT, &C 

William IIowitt, popular miscellaneous writer, 
has written some delightful works illustrative of the 
calendar of nature.’ His Book of ike Stamms, 1832, 
presents us with the picturesque and poetic features 
f the montlis, and all the objects and appearances 
bich each presents in the garden, the field, and the 
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water*. An enthusiastic lover of Inis subject, Mr 
Howitt is remarkable for the fulness and variety of 
lus pictorial sketches, the richness and purity of his 
fancy, and the occasional force and eloquence of his 
stylo. * If I could but arouse in other minds/ he 
•ays, * that ardent and ever-growing lave of the 
bcautifhl works of God in the creation, wnichJL feel 
in myself—if I could but make it in others what it 
has been to me— 

The nurse, 

The guide, the guardian of my heart, and soul 

Of all my moral being— 

If I could open to any the mental eye which can 
never be again closed, but which finds more and 
more clearly revealed before it beauty, wisdom, and 
peace in the splendours of the heavens, in the 
rpaje*tyt>f feas and mountains, in the freshness of 
winds, the w*r-changing lights and shadows of fair 
hmdscapcH, the sol it tide of heaths, the radiant face 
of bright lakes, and the solemn depths of woods, 
then indeed should 1 rejoice. Oh that 1 could but 
touch a thousand bosoms with that melancholy 
which often visits nu*c, when f Ixhold little children 
endeavouring to extract amusement from the very 
dust, and Stows, and pebbles of squalid alleys, ^Jiut 
out from the free and glorious countenance of na¬ 
ture, and think how differently the children of the 
peasantry are passing the golden hours of child¬ 
hood : wandering with bare heads and unshod feet, 
perhaps, but singing a 44 childish wordless melody” 
through vernal lanes, or prying into a thousand 
sylvan leafy nooks, by the liquid music of running 
waters, amidst the fragrant heath, or on the flowery 
•lap of the meadow, occupied with winged wnndcrs 
without end. that 1 could but baptize every 
heart with the sympathetic fetding of what the city- 
penfc child is condemned to lose; how blank, and 
j>oor, and joyless must )>e the images which fill 
its infant U>*om to that of the country one, whose 
mind 


Will Ik? a mansion for all lovely forms, 

His memory be a dwelling-place 
For all sweet sounds and harmonics! 

I fuel, however, an animating assurance that nature 
will exert a jxrpetually-increasing influence, not 
only as u most fertile source ^ pure and substantial 
pleasures — pleasures which, unlike many others, 
produce, instead of satiety, desire—hut also as a 
great moral agent. and what effects I anticipate 
from this growing taste may In* readily inferred, 
when I avow it as one of the most fearless articles 
of my crrnl, that it is scarcely jnissihle for a man in 
whom it* jH)wer is once firmly established to become 
utterly debased in sentimlht or abandoned in prin¬ 
ciple. Hi* »oul may hi' said to lx? brought into 
habitual union with the Author of Nature— 

Haunted for ever by the Ktcmal Mind. 

Mr Howitt belongs to the Society of Friends, 
though he has ceased to wear their peculiar costume. 
He is a native of Derbyshire, and was for several 
year* in business at Nottingham. A work, the na¬ 
ture of which is indicated by its name, the History 
of i\U»icrnJX (1834), so recommended him to the 
iHsseuters and reformers of {hat town, that he was 
made one of their aldermen. Disliking the bustle 
of public life, Mr Howitt retired from Nottingham, 
ana reaided fbr three years at Esher, in Surrey. 
There be composed hi* Rural Life m England, a 
popular and dehghtfiil work. In 1838 appeared hi* 
Ceionisatian awl Chrirtionity, which led to the forma¬ 
tion of the British India Society, and to improve¬ 


ment in the management of our colonies. Mr 
Howitt afterwards published The Boys' Country 
Book , and Visits to Remarkable Placet, the latter 
(to which a second series has been added) descrip¬ 
tive of old hails, battle-fields, and the scenes of 
striking passages in English history and poetry. 
Mr and Mrs Howitt now removed to Germany, and 
after three years’ residence in that country, the 
former published a work on the Social and Rural 
Life of Germany , which the natives admitted to he 
the best account of that country ever written by a 
foreigner. Our industrious author has also tran¬ 
slated a work written expressly for mm, The Student- 
Life of Germany, The attention of Mr and Mrs 
Howitt having been drawn to the, Swedish language 
and literature, they studied it with avidity; ana Mrs 
Howitt has translated a series of tales by Frederika 
Bremer, which are characterised by great truth of 
felling and description, and by a complete know¬ 
ledge of human nature. These Swedish tales have 
been exceedingly popular, and now circulate exten¬ 
sively both in England and America. 


JOHN CLAUDIUS LOUDON, &C. 

John Claudius Loudon (1783-1843) stands at 
the bead of all the writer* of hi* day upon subjects 
connected with horticulture, and of the whole class 
of industrious compilers. He was a native of Cam- 
buslang, in I^anarkshirc, and pursuing in youth the 
Ixmt of bis natural faculties, entered life as a land¬ 
scape-gardener, to which profession he subsequently 
added the duties of a farmer. Finally, he settled in 
1/tndon as a writer on hi* favourite subject*. His 
works were numerous and useful, and they form in 
their entire mass a wonderful monument of human 
industry. His chief productions are an Encyclopedia 
of Gardening, 1822,* The Greenhouse Companion ; an 
Encuchpadui of Agriculture , 1825 -, an Encyclopaedias 
of i* lants, 1829 ; an Enctfcloprrdia of Cottage, Villa , 
and Farm Architecture , 1832 *, and Arboretum Britan - 
nirum, 8 volumes, 1838. The fc*ir encyclopaedic^ are 
large volumes, each exhausting its particular sub¬ 
ject, and containing numerqp* pictorial illustrations 
in wood. The ‘Arboretum’ is even a more remark¬ 
able pnxluction than any of these, consisting of four 
volume* of close letter-press, and four of pictorial 
illustrations, and presenting such a mass of infor¬ 
mation, as might apparently have been the work of 
half a lifetime to any ordinary man. These vast 
task* Mr Loudon was enabled to undertake and 
carry to completion by virtue of the unusual energy 
of hi* nature, notwithstanding considerable draw¬ 
backs from disease, and the failure, latterly, of some 
of his physical powers. In^sSo he married a lady 
of amiable character and literary talent, who entered 
with great spirit into his favourite pursuits. The 
separate publications of Mrs Loudon on subjects 
connected with botany, and for the general instruc¬ 
tion of the young, are deservedly high in public 
estimation, It is painftil to consider that the just 
reward of a life of extraordinary application and 
public usefulness, was reft from Mr Loudon by the 
consequences of the comparative non-success of the 
1 Arboretum/ which placed him considerably in debt 
This misfortune preyed upon hi* mind, ana induced 
the; fatal pulmonary disease of which he died. 

Essays on Natural History, by Chaoles Water- 
ton, Esq. of Walton Hall, is on excellent contribu¬ 
tion made to natural history by a disinterested lover 
of the country» and Ghosting* in Natural Huttoru, 
by Edward Jesse, Esq. surveyor of her mriesty 1 * 
porks and palaces, two volumes, 1838, Is a coi leet h m 
of well-authenticated frets, related with the view of 
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portraying the character of animals, and endeavour¬ 
ing to excite more kindly feelings towards them 
Some Scottish works of this kind are also deserving 
of commendation—as Rhino's Studies m Natura < 
History ; M'Diar mid’s Sketches from Nature; Mil¬ 
ler's Scenes and Legends, or Traditions of Cromarty, 
Duncan’s Sacred Philosophy of the Seasons, Ac. A 
love of nature and observation of her various work 
are displayed in these local sketches, which all hel_ 
to augment the general stock of our knowledge os 
well as our enjoyment 

The Thames and its Tributaries , two volumes, 1840 
by Charles Mackay, isf a pleasing description o 
the scenes on thq banks of the Thames, which arc 
| hallowed by the recollections of history, romance 
I and poetry. The same author has published (184T 
Memoirs of Extraordinary Popular Delusions. 

Robert Mudie (1777-1842), an indefatigable 
writer, Belf-educnted, was a native of Forfarshire 
and for some time connected with the London press. 
He wrote and compiled altogether about ninety 
. volumes, including Babylon the Great , a Picture oj 
Men and Things in London ; Modern Athens, a sketcl 
of Edinburgh society; The British Naturalist ; Tin 
| Feathered Tribes of Great Britain ; A Popular Guide 
to the Observation of Nature ; two series of four 
volumes each, entitled The Heavens, the Earth, the 
Sea, and the Air ; and Spring , Summer, Autumn , one 
Winter; and next, Man: Physical, Moral , Social, an 
Intellectual; The World Described , Ac. lie furriishc 
the letter-press to (Gilbert’s Modern Atlas, the 
‘Natural History’ to the British Cyclopedia, and 
numerous other contributions to periodical works. 
Mudie was a nervous and able writer, deficient in 
taste in works of light literature and satire, but an 
acute and philosophical observer of nature, ami 
peculiarly happy in his geographical dissertations 
and works on natural history. Ilis imagination 
could lighten up the driest details; but it was oftei 
too excursive and unbridled. Ilis works were also 
hastily produced, ‘ to provide for the day that was 
passing over himbut considering these disadvan¬ 
tage^, his intellectual energy and acquirements were 
wonderful. 

A record of English customs is preserved in 
Brand's Popular Antiquities, published, with addi¬ 
tions, by Sir Henry Ellis, in two volumes quarto, 
in 1808 ; and in 1842 in two cheap portable volumes. 
The work relates to the customs at country wakes, 
sheep-shearings, and other rural practices, and is 
an admirable delineation of olden life and manners. 
The Every-day Book, Table Book, and Year Book, 
by William Hone, published in 1833, in four large 
volumes, with above five hundred woodcut illus¬ 
trations, form another calendar of popular English 
amusements, sports, uptimes, ceremonies, manners, 
customs, and events incident to every day in the 
year. Mr Southey has said of these works—* I may 
take the opportunity of recommending the Every¬ 
day Book and Table Book to those who are in¬ 
terested in the preservation of our national and local 
customs: by these very curious publications their 
compiler has rendered good service in an important 
department of literature.’ 

JEREMY BENTHAM. 

A singular but eminent writer on jurisprudence 
and morals, Mr Jeremy Berth am, was an author 
throughout the whole of this period, down to the 
year 1834. He lived in intercourse with the leading 
men of several generations and of various countries, 
and was unceasingly active in the propagation of his 
opinions. Those opinions were as much canvassed 
as the doctrines of the political economists. Mr 


Bcntham was a native of London, son of a wealthy 
solicitor, and was born on the 6th of February 1749. 
He was entered of Queen's college, Oxford, when 
only twelve years and a quarter old, and was even 
then known by the name of 1 the philosopher.' lie 
took his ^Master's degree in 1766, and afterwards 
studying the law in Lincoln’s Inn, was called to the 
bar in 1772. He had a strong dislike to the legal 
profession, and never pleaded in public. His first 
literary jierformance was an examination of a pas¬ 
sage in Blockstone’s Commentaries, and was en¬ 
titled .<4 Fragment on Government, 1776. The work 
was prompted, as lie afterwards stated, by 1 a passion 
for improvement iu those shapes in which the lot 
of mankind is meliorated by it.’ His zeal was in¬ 
creased by a pamphlet which hud been issued by 
Priestley. * In the phrase “ the greatest happiness 
of the greatest number,” I then saw delineated,’ saj> 
Bcntham, * for the first time, a plaimns well as it 
true standard for whatever is*right or wrong, use* 
ful, useless, or mischievous in hupian conduct, 
whether in the field of morals or of jiolitics.’ The 
phrase is a good one, whether invented by Priestles 
or Bentham ; but it still leaver the means by which 
happiness is to be extended as undecided as ever, 
to be determined by the judgment and opinions of 
mc^i. To insure it, Bent ham cnmddciVd it neces¬ 
sary to reconstruct the laws ami government—to 
have annual parliaments ami universal suffrage, 
secret voting, and a return to the ancient practice 
of paying wages to parliamentary representatives. 
In all liis political writings this doctrine of utility, 
so understood, is the leading ami pervading prin¬ 
ciple. In 1778 he published a pamphlet on 7hi 
Hard Labour Bill, recommending an improvements 
in the mode of criminal punishment; letters on 
Usury, 1787 ; Introduction to the Principles of Morals 
and Politics , 1789; Discourses on (\vil and Pena! 
Legislation , 1802; A Theory of Punishments and 7*V* 
trards, 1811; .1 Treatise on Judicial Evidence, 1813. 
Paper Relative to (akI if cation and Public Instruction , 
1817 ; 7'he Book of Fallacies , 1824, Sec. Bv the 
death of his father in 1792, Bentham succeeded to 
projierty in Jiondon, and to farms in Essex, yielding 
from £300 to £600 a-year. lie lived frugally, but 
with elegance, in one of his I.ondon houses—kept 
young men as secretaries—corresponded and wrote 
daily—and by a life of temperance and industry, 
with great self-cornjrtucency, and the society of*a 
few devoted friends, the eccentric philosopher at¬ 
tained to the age of eighty-four. His various pro¬ 
ductions have been collected and edited by Dr John 
Bowring and Mr John Hill Burton, advocate, and 
published in 11 volumes. In his latter works Ben¬ 
tham adopted a peculiar uncouth style or nomen¬ 
clature, which deters ordinary readers, and indeed 
has rendered his works almost a dead letter. For- 
unntely, however, part of them were arranged and 
translated into French by M. Dumont Another 
disciple, Mr Mill, made known his principles at , 
home; Sir Samuel Romilly criticised them in the 
Edinburgh Review, and Sir James Mackintosh in 1 
he ethical dissertation which he wrote for the En- 
•yclopffidia Britannica. Iu the science of legislation j 
Bentham evinced a profound capacity and extensive 
knowledge: the error imputed to his speculations is 
;hat of not sufficiently * weighing the various cir- 
umstances which require his rules to be modified 
n different countries and times, in order to render 
them either more useful, more easily introduced, 
more generally respected, or more certainly exe- 
A 8 hx \ ethical philosopher, he earned his 
lot*trine of utility to an extent which would be 
practically^ dangerous, if It wire possible to make 
the bulk of mankind act upon a speculative theory, 
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ISAAC TAYLOR, 

A series of works, showing remarkable powers of 
thought, united to great earnestness in the cause of 
or Angelical religion, has proceeded from the pen 
of Isaac Taylor, who is, wc believe, a gentleman 
of fortune living In retirement. The firs# and most 
popular is the Natural History of Enthusiasm , 1829, 
in which the author endeavours to show that the 
subject of his essay is a new development of the 
powers of Christianity, and only bad when allied to 
malign passions. It has been followed by Saturday 
Evening, the Physical Theory of Another Life , Ac. 
The reasoning powers of this author are consider¬ 
able, but the ordinary reader feels that he too often 
misexpends them on subjects which do not admit of 
definite conclusions. 

# •POLITICAL ECONOMISTS. 

There been itt this period several writers on 
the subject of political economy, a science which 
'treats of tfle formation, the distribution, and the 
consumption of wealth ; which teaches us the cause# 
jj which promote or igevent its increase, and their 
; influence on the happiness or miser/ of society.’ 

’ Adam Stypth laid the foundations of this science ; 

I and as oufl commerce and population went ousin- 

II creasing, thereby augmenting the power of the de- 
S mocratical part of our constitution, ami the number 
j! of those who take an interest in the affairs of govern- 
; inent, political economy became a more important 
j and popular study. One of it# greatest names i# 

:; that of the Uev. T. K. Maltikcs, an English clergy- 
| man, and Fellow of Jesus college, Cambridge. Mr 

-Maithus was born of a good family in 1766, at hi# > 
! vathcr • estate in Surrey. In 1798 appeared hi# j 
j celebrated work, an Essay on the Principle o f Popu- j 
! | latum as it Affects the Future, Improvement of Smutty. J 
If The principle here laid down is, that population I 
j! ha# a tendency to increase faster than the mcjp* of 
II subsistence. * Population not only rises to the level 
of the present supply of food, but if you go on every 
year increasing the quantity of food, population goes 
on increasing at the same time, and so fast, that 
the food is commonly still too small for the people.’ 
After the publication of this work, Mr Molthus went 
abroad with Dr Clarke and some other friends ; and 
in the course of a tour through Sweden, Norway, 
Finland, unci part of Russi% lie collected facts in 
illustration of his theory. These he embodied in a 
second and greatly improved edition of his work, 
which was published in 180.3. The most important 
of his other works are, An Inquiry into the Nature 
ami Progress of Pent, 1815; and Principles of Poli¬ 
tical Economy, 1820. Several pamphlets on the 
com laws, the currency, and the poor laws, pro¬ 
ceeded from his pen. Mr Malthus was in 1805 
appointed professor of modern history and political 
economy in Hailey bury college, and he held the 
situation till his death in 18.36. 

Mr David Ricardo (1772-1823) was author of 
several original and powerful treatises connected 
with political economy. His first was on the High 
price of Bullion, 1809 ; and he published succes¬ 
sively Proposals for an Economical and Secure Cur¬ 
rency, 1816 ; and Ihrmciples of Political Economy and 
Taxation, 1817. The Utter work is considered 
Dig most important treatise on that science, with 
the single exception of Smith’s Wealth of Nations. 
Ur Bksardo afterwards wrote painpldets on the 
Funding System, and on Protection to Agriculture. 
He had amassed great wealth as a stockbroker, 
and retiring from business, he entered into parlia¬ 
ment as representative for the small borough of 
Itartariington. He seldom spoke in the house, and 


only on subjects connected with his favourite studies. 
He died, much regretted by his friends, at his seat, 
Gatcomb Park, in Gloucestershire, on the llthof 
September 1823. 

The Elements of Political Economy , by Mr James 
Mill, the historian of India, 1821, were designed 
by the author as a school-book of the, science. Dr 
Whately (afterwards Archbishop of Dublin) pub¬ 
lished two introductory lectures, which, as professor 
of political economy, he had delivered to the uni¬ 
versity of Oxford in 1831. This eminent person 
is also author of a highly valued work, Elements of 
Logic, which has attained an extensive utility among 
young students *, Thoughts on Secondary Punishments, 
and other works, all displaying diarks of a power¬ 
ful intellect. A good elementary work. Conversa¬ 
tion* on Political Economy, by Mas Mabcet, was 
published in 1827, The Rev. Da Chalmers has 
on various occasions supported the views of Mal¬ 
thus, particularly in liia work On Political Economy 
in Connexion with the Moral Prospects of Society. 
1832. He maintains that no human skill or labour 
could make the produce of the soil increase at the 
rate at which population would increase, and 
therefore he urges the expediency of a restraint 
upon marriage, successfully inculcated upon the 
jieople as the very essence of morality and religion 
i by every pastor and instructor in the kingdom, 
j Few clergymen would venture on such a task! 
j Another zealous commentator is Ma J. Ramsay 
j M 'Olloch, author of Elements of Political Economy, 
j and of various contributions to the Edinburgh Re- 
] view, which have spread more widely a knowledge 
! of the subject Mr M'Culloch has also edited an 
edition of Adam Smith, and compiled several useful 
and able statistical works. 

The opponents of Malthus and the economists, 
though not numerous, have been determined and 
active. Cohbett never ceased for years to inveigh 
against them. Mr Godwin came forward in 1821 
with an Inquiry Concerning the Power of Increase in 
the Numbers if Mankind, a treatise very unworthy 
the author of * Caleb Williams/ In 1830 Michael 
Thomas Sadler published fhe Law of Pdjwla- 
lion : a Treatise in Disproof of the Superfecunditu of 
Human Beings, and Developing the Real Principe of 
their Increase. A third volume to this work was in 
preparation by the author when he died. Mr 
Sadler (1780-1835) was a mercantile man, partner 
in ail establishment at Leeds. In 1829 he became 
representative in parliament for the borough of 
Newark, and distinguished himself by his speeches 
against the removal of the Catholic disabilities and 
the Reform Bill. He also wrote a work on the 
condition of Ireland. Mr Sadler was an ardent 
benevolent man, an impracticable politician, and a 
florid speaker. His literarmursuits and oratorical 
talents were honourable and graceful additions to 
his character as a man of business, but in know¬ 
ledge and argument he was greatly inferior to Mal¬ 
thus and Ricardo. An Essay on the Distribution of 
Wealth, and the Sources of Taxation, 1831, by the 
Rev. Richard Jones, is chiefly confined to the 
consideration of rent, as to which the author differs 
from Ricardo. Mr Nassau William Senior, pro¬ 
fessor of political economy in the university of 
Oxford in 1631, published Two Lectures on Popula¬ 
tion , and has also written pamphlets on the poor laws, 
the commutation of tithes, Ac. He is the Ablest of 
all the opponents of Malthus. 

REVIEWS AND MAGAZINES. 

In no department, more than in this, has the 
diameter of our literature made a greater advance 
during the last age. The reviews enumerated In 
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the Sixth Period continued to occupy public favour, 
though with small deservings, down to the beginning 
Of this century, when a sudden and irrecoverable 
eclipse came over them. The Edinburgh Review , 
started in October 1802 under circumstances else¬ 
where detailed, was a work entirely new in our 
literature, not only as it brought talent of the first 
order to bear upon periodical criticism, but as it 
presented many original and brilliant disquisitions 
on subjects of public concernment apart from all 
consideration of the literary productions of the day. 
It met with instant success of the most decided 
kind, and it still occupies an important position in 
the English world of letters. As it was devoted to 
the support of Whig politics, the Tory or minis¬ 
terial party of the day soon felt a need for a simi¬ 
lar organ of opinion on their side, and this led to 
the establishment of the Quarterly Review in 1809. 
The Quarterly has ever since kept abreast with its 
northern rival in point of ability. The Westminster 
Review was established in 1824, by Mr Beutham and 
his friends, as a medium for the representation of 
Radical opinions. In point of talent this work has 
been comparatively unequal. 

The same improvement which the Edinburgh 
Review originated in the critical class of periodicals 
was effected in the department of the magazines, 
or literary miscellanies, by the establishment, in 
1817, of Blac/(W(xxrs Edinburgh Magazine , which 
has been the exenwjta of many other similar pub¬ 
lications—Eraser’S,"Tait’s, the New Monthly, Me- j 
tropolitan. See .— presenting each month a melange 
of original articles in light literature, mingled with 
papers of political disquisition. In all of these 
works there is now literary matter of merit equal 
to what obtained great reputations fifty years ago; ; 
yet in general presented anonymously, and only 
designed to serve the immediate purpose of amusing 
the idle hours of the public. 


POPULAR PUBLICATIONS. 

TJ^e plan of monthly publication for works of 
merit, and combining cheapness with elegance, was 
commenced by Mr Con^able in 1827. It had been 
planned by him two years before, when his active 
mind was full of splendid schemes; and he was con¬ 
fident that if he lived for haif-a-dozen years, he 
would ‘ make it as impossible that there should not 
be a good library in every decent house in Britain, as 
that the shepherd’s ingle-nook should want the salt 
poke* ‘Constable’s Miscellany’ was not begun till 
after the failure of the great publisher's house, hut 
it presented some attraction, and enjoyed for several 
years considerable though unequal success. The 
works were issued iu immthly numbers at a shilling 
each, and volumes of three shillings and sixpence. 
Basil Hall’s Travels, and Lockhart’s Life of Burns, 
were included in the Miscellany, and had a great 
sale. The example of this Edinburgh scheme stirred 
up a London publisher, Mr Murray, to attempt a 
similar series in the English metropolis. Hence 
began the ‘Family Library/ which was continued 
for about twelve years, and ended in 1841 with the 
eightieth volume. Mr Murray made his volumes 
five shillings each, adding occasionally engravings 
and woodcuts, and publishing several works of 
standard merit —including Washington Irving’s 
Sketch-Book, Southey's Life pf Nelson, Sec. Mr 
Irving also abridged for this library his Life of 
Columbus; Mr Lockhart abridged Scott’s Life of 
Napoleon; Scott himself contributed a HiBtory of 
Demonolbgy; Sir David Brewster a Life of Newton, 
and other popular authors joined as fellow -labourers. 
Another series of monthly volumes was begun in 


1838, under the title of * Sacred Classics/ lining re¬ 
prints of celebrated authors whose labours have 
been devoted to the elucidation of the principles of 
revealed religion. Two clergymen (Mr Cattermolo 
and Mr Stebbing) edited this libraiy, and it was no 
bad inde^to their fitness for the office, that they 
opened it with Jeremy Taylor’s * Liberty of Pro¬ 
phesying/ one of the most able, high-spirited, and 
eloquent of theological or ethical treatises. ‘ The 
Edinburgh Cabinet Library/ commenced in 1830, 
and still in progress (though not in regular inter¬ 
vals of a month between each volume), is chiefly 
devoted to geographical and historical subjects. 
Among its contributors have been Sir John Leslie, 
Professors Jameson and Wallace, Mr Tytler, Mr 
James Baillie Fraser, Professor Spalding, Mr Hugh 
Murray, Dr Crichton, Dr Russell, See. The con¬ 
venience of the monthly mode of publication has 
recommended it to both publishers ^id readers: 
editions of the worjts of Scott, Miss Edgeworth, 
Byron, CruMie, Moore, Southey, thp fashionable 
novels, \c. have been thus issued and circulated in 
thousands. Old standard authors and grave his¬ 
torians, decked out in this gay monthly attire, have 
also enjoyed a new lease of popularity: Boswell's 
Johnson, Shakspearc and the elder dramatists, 
Ihfiiie, Smollett, and Lingard, Tytiers Scotland, j 
Cowper, Robert Hall, and almost innumerable other j 
British worthies, have been so published. Those j 
libraries, however (notwithstanding the intentions j 
and sanguine predictions of Oonstalde), were chiefly ! 
supported by the more opulent and re«|H‘otable j 
classes. To bring suicacc .and .literature within the 
grasp of all, a society was formed iiTY 825 for “flic \ 
Diffusion of Csefnl Knowledge, at the head of which* j 
were several statesmen and leading members of the i 
Whig aristocracy— Lords Auckland, A1 thorp (now j 
Ear! Spencer), John Russell, Nugent, Sufficld, Mr ! 
Henry Brougham (afterwards Dml Brougham), Sir J 
James Mackintosh, Dr Maltby (Bishop of Durham), 



Henry Lord Brougham. 

Mr Hallaro, Captain Basil Hall, &e. Their object was 
to circulate a series of treatises on th© exact sciences, 
and on various branches of useful kn owledge, in 
numbers at sixpence each. Th© first was published 
in March 1827, being ‘ A Discourse of the Objects, 
Advantages, and Pleasures of Science,' by Mr 
Brougham. Many of the works issued by this 
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society are excellent compendium* of knowledge; united with great powers of expression, tha n the 
but the general fault of their scientific treatises has Rev. William Whewell, master of Trinity col- 
been, that they are too technical and abstruse for lege, Cambridge. The History of the Inductive 
the working-classes, and are, in point of fact, pur- Sciences, three volumes, 1837, and the Philosophy of 
chased and read chiefly by those in better stations the Inductive Sciences , founded upon their History, two 
of life. Another series of works of a higher cast, volumes, 1840, are amongst the few books of the 
entitled * The Library of Entertaining knowledge,’ age which realise to our minds the self-devoting 


in four-shilling volumes, has also emanated from 
this society, os well as a very valuable and exten¬ 
sive series of maps and charts, forming a complete 
atlas. A collection of portraits, with biographical 
memoirs, and an improved description of almanac, 
published yearly, have formed part of the society’s 
operations. Their labours have on the whole been 
beneficial; and though the demand for cheap litera¬ 
ture was rapidly extending, the steady impulse and 
encouragement given to it by a society possessing 
ample funds and large influence, must have tended 
yiatcriafly V> accelerate its progress. It was obvious, 
however, the field was not wholly occupied, but 
that lar^ masses, iJbth in the rural and manufac¬ 
turing districts, were unable either to purchase or 
understand many of the treatises of the Society for 
the i Affusion of Cseful Knowledge. Under this 
impression, the pulhshers of the d resent work 
commenced, in February 1832, their weekly perio¬ 
dical, fV myhers's Edinburgh Journal, consistii^ of 
original papers on subjects of ordinary life, science, 
and literature, and containing in each number a 
quantity of matter equal to that in a number of 
the society's works, and sold at one-fourth of the 
price. The result of this extraordinary cheapness 
was a circulation soon exceeding fifty thousand 
weekly, and which has now risen to about ninety 
thousand. The Penny Magazine, a respectable perio- 
lidical, and the Penny tJ/tlopaeint, were afterwards 
commenced bv the S<ieiety for the Diffusion of Useful 
Knowledge, and attained each a very great circula¬ 
tion. There are numerous other lalxmrcrs in the 
same field of humble usefulness; and it is scarcely 
]xwt*ible to enter a cottage or workshop without 
meeting with some of these publications—cheering 
the leisure moments of the peasant hr mechanic, and, 
by withdrawing him from the operation of the grosser 
senses, elevating him in the scale of rational toings. 

WHITE ns ON SClKNCi:. 

The age has lieen highly extinguished by a series 
of scientific writers whose works, being of a popu¬ 
lar description, may be said to enter into the c ircle 
of general literature. At tlu* head of this c lass may 
Ik* placed Sin John H eh mum., whose Discourse on 
Sutural Phthmphy is perhaps the most perfect work 
of its kind ever published Sru David Brewster 
also presents a remarkable union of scientific ac¬ 
complishments w ith the gfhee and spirit of a first- 
rate litterateur. His Letter* tm Natural Magic, Life 
of Sew ton, History of Optics, and various contri¬ 
butions to the Edinburgh and Quarterly Reviews, 
are equally noted for literary elegance as for pro¬ 
found knowledge. A high place in this walk is 
due to Mr Charles Barrage, author of the Eco¬ 
nomy of Machinery and Manufactures; a Ninth Bridge* 
miter Treatise, Ac. The latter work is a most inge¬ 
nious attempt to bring mathematics into the range 
of sciences which afford proof of divine design in 
the constitution of the world, and contains, besides, 
many original and striking thoughts. The works on 
geology, by 1)r Buck land, Mr Murchison, Mr 
Charles Ltkll, Sir Henry Dklauecue, and Dr 
Mantkll, are all valuable contributions to the 
library of modern science. 

Perhaps no writer of the present day has shown 
in his works a more extensive range of knowledge, 


zeal and life-long application of the world's earlier 
students. Mr Whewell was also the author of that 
member of the series of Bridgewater Treatises 
in which astronomy and general physics were 
brought to the illustration of natural theology. 
Another modem writer of unusually varied attain¬ 
ments w as the late Dr John Macculloch, author 
of a work on the Western Islands of Scotland; v 
valuable geological one, presenting a classification 
of rocks; and a posthumous treatise;, in three 
volumes, on the Attributes of the Deity. 

The almost infant science of Ethnography has 
received a powerful illustration from the industrious 
lal*ours of Dn Pritchard, whose Inquiries into the 
Physical History of Man is a book standing almost 
alone in our literature. It tends • o show the acci¬ 
dental nature of the distinctions of colour and figure 
amongst races of men, and to establish the unity of 
the human species. Dr Pritchard’s work on the Celts j 
is also one of considerable value, particularly for the 
light it throws on the history of language. 

The Architecture of the Heavens, by PnoFESSOR 
Niciiol of Glasgow, has deservedly attained great 
popularity as a beautiful exposition of the sublime 
observations of Sir William ilerschel and others 
respecting the objects beyond the range of the solar 
system, and of the hypothesis of the nebular cos¬ 
mogony. It has been followed by a volume of 
equally eloquent disquisition, under the title of 
Contemplations on the Solar System. The principles of 
Natural Philosophy have been illustrated with great 
success in the language of common life, in the Ele- 
ments of Physics by Du Xkil Arnott. 

The various departments of knowledge connected 
with medicine have been illustrated by several 
writers of the highest talent, from whom it is almost 
invidious to single out the few flames which we'have 
room to notice. In physiology, the works of Bortock, 
Lawrence, Mayo, KlliotRon, Roult, Fletcher, 
and Carpenter, stand deservedly high, while the 
popular treatises of Dr Com re are remarkable for 
their extensive usefulness, due to their singularly 
lucid and practical character. The Curiosities if Me¬ 
dical Experience by 1)r Millingen, the treatises of 
Si rt James Clark on Climate and Consumption, the 
various tracts of Sir Henry Halford, Dr South- 
wood Smith’s Philosophy of Health , and Dr Cope¬ 
land's Dictionary of Practical Mqiicine, are but a 
meagre selection from a great range of medical 
works of talent calculated fcr general reading. 

ENCYCLOPEDIAS. 

The progress of Encyclopedias, or alphabetical 
digests of knowledge, is a remarkable feature in the 
literature of modern times. The first was the Cyclo¬ 
paedia of Ephraim Chambers, published in 1728, in 
two large folio volumes, of which five editions were 
published within eighteen years. As the work of 
one individual, the Cyclopaedia of Chambers is 
highly honourable to his taste, industry, and know¬ 
ledge. The proprietors of this work in 1776 en¬ 
gaged Dr Abraham Kees, n dissenting clergyman 
(1743-1625), to superintend a new and enlarged 
edition of it, which appeared in 1785, and was well 
received. They then agreed with the same gentle¬ 
man to undertake a new and magnificent work of a 
similar nature; and in 1802 the first volume of 
Beet's Cyclopaedia was issued, with illustrations in 
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a style of engraving never surpassed in this country, was found in the late I)r James Browne, a man of 
This splendid work extended to forty-five volumes, varied and extensive learning. New and valuable 
In 1751-54 appeared Barrow's New and Universal articles were contributed by Sir David Brewster, by 
Dictionary of Arte and Sciences , and in *1766 an- Mr Galloway, Dr Traill, l>r Roget, Dr John Thom- 
other Dictionary of Arts and Sciences, compiled by son, Mr Tytler, Professor Spalding, Mr Moir, Ac. 
the Rev. II. Croker, Dr Thomas Williams, and Mr This great national work—for such it may justly 
Samuel Clerk. The celebrated French Encyclo- be entitled-was completed in 1842, in twenty-one 
pcdie was published between the years 1751 and volumes. 

1765. Among the various schemes of Goldsmith, In the interval between the different editions of 
was A Universal Dictionary of Arte and Sciences, for the Encyclopaedia Britannica, two other important 
which he wrote a prospectus (unfortunately lost), and works of the same kind were in progress. The 
to which the most eminent British writers were to be Edinburgh Encyclopaedia, under the aupcrJnten- 
contributors. The premature death of Goldsmith donee of Sir David Brewster, was commenced in 
frustrated this plan. In 1771 the Encyclopaedia 1808, and completed in 1830, in eighteen quarto ji 
Britannica, edited &y Mr William Smellie, was pub- volumes. The scientific department of the work, 
lished in four voluYues quarto, presenting a novel under such an editor, could not fail to be rich and 
and important improvement upon its predecessors-. valuable, and it is still highly prized. The Encyclo- 
‘it treated each science completely in a systematic piedia Metropolituna was begun in 1815, and pre¬ 
form, under its proper denomination; the technical sen ted this difference from its rivals, that it de¬ 
tenus and subordinate heads being also explained parted from the alphabetical nrrangcmpK) (certainly 
alphabetically, when anything more than a refer- the most convenient*), and nrrSnged its articles in 
ence to the general treatise was required.’ The se- what the conductors considered their natural order, j 
cood edition of this work, commenced in 1776, was Coleridge was one of the writers in this work; some j 
enlarged to ten volumes, and embraced biography of its philological articles are ingenious. The Ixm- • 
and history. The third edition, completed in 1797, don Encyclopedia, in twenty volumes royal 8vo., is : 
amounted to eighteen volumes, and was enriched useful compendium, and includes the whole of ! 
with valuable treatises on grammar and metaphysics, Johnson’s Dictionary, with its citations., <4urdoer'» j 
by the Rev. Dr Gleig; with profound articles on Cyclopaedia is a collection of different works on 
mythology, mysteries, and philology, by Dr Doig; natural philosophy, arts, and manufactures, history, 
and with an elaborate view of the philosophy of in- biography, Ac. published in 131 small 8vo. volumes, ‘ 
duction and contributions in physical science, by issued monthly. The series embraces some valuable j 
Professor liobishn. wo supplementary volumes works: Sir James Mackintosh contributed part of a ; 
were afterwards^ad&ed to this work. A fourth edi popular history of England, Sir Walter Scott ami ; 
tion was issued under the superintendence of Dr Mr Moore histories of Scotland and Ireland, and M. 
James Miller, and completed in 1810; it was en- Sismondi one of the Italian republics. Sir John 
riched with some admirable scientific treatises from Herschel wrote for it the Discourse on Natural M ■ 
the pen of Professor Wallace. Two other editions, Philosophy, already alluded to, and a treatise on ! 
merely nominal, of this Encyclopedia were published; Astronomy ; and Sir David Brewster contributed i 
and a supplement to the work was projected by the the history of Optics. In natural history and other M 
late Mr Constable, and was placed under the charge departments tins (’yclopwdia is also valuable, but 
of Professor Macvey Napier. To this supplement Con* as n whole it is very defective. Popular Cyclo- 
stable attracted the greatest names both in Britain psvdias, in one large volume each, have been pub* 
and France: it contained contributions from Dugald lished, condensing a large amount of information. , j 
Stewart, Playfair, Jsfrneson, Leslie, Mackintosh, I)r Of these Mr M‘Cul!oeh is author of one on corn* 
Thomas Thomson, Sir Walter Scott, Jeffrey, Ricar- mercc, and another on geography; Dr Ire on arts j 
do, Malthus, Mill, Professor Wallace, Dr Thomas and manufactures ; Mr Brando on science, literature, ' 
Young, M. Biot, M. Arago, Ac. The supplement and art; Mr Blaine on rural sports. There is also 
was completed in 1824, in six volumes. Six years a scries of Cyclopaedias on a larger scale, devoted to 
afterwards, when the property had fallen into the the various departments of medical science; namely, 
hands of Messrs Adam and Charles Black, a new the Cyclopaedia of Practical Medicine, edited by . 
edition of the whole was commenced, incorporating l)rs Forbes, Tweedic, and Conolly; the Cyclopaedia )i 
all the articles in the supplement, with such modifi- of Anatomy and Physiology, edited by S)r A. T. ! 
cations and additions as were necessary to adjust Thomson; and the Cyclopaedia of Surgery, edited by , 
them to the Interviews and information applicable Dr Costello; each being in four massive volumes, j 
to their subjects. Mr Napier was chosen editor, and and composed of papers by the first men of the pro- j 
an assistant in the rork of revision and addition fession in the country. ,, 
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